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the  Prince  his  Players. 
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Primed  at  London  for  Thomas  Archer,  and  are  to  be  fold  at  hit  - 
Shop  in  Popes  head-uallace,  neere  the  Royal! 
Exchange,   1611. 
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Mary  Frith;  or,  Moll  Cut-purse,  the  name  by 
which  fhe  was  iifually  diftinguifhed,  was,  as  Mr. 
Granger  obferves  (fee  Supplement  to  his  Biographical  Hiftory, 
4to.  p.  2  $6.),  "  a  woman  of  a  mafculine  fpirit  and  make, 
"  who  was  commonly  fuppofed  to  have  been  an  hermaphro- 
"  dire,  pradtifed,  or  was  inllru  mental  to  almoft  every  crime 
44  and  wild  frolick  which  is  notorious  in  the  moil  abandoned 
44  eccentric  of  both  (exes.  She  was  infamous  as  a  proititute 
44  and  a  procurers,  a  fortune-teller,  a  pick-pocket,  a  thief,  and 
44  a  receiver  of  ftolcn  goods  :  (he  was  alfo  concerned  with  a 
44  dextrous  fcribe  in  forging  hands.  Her  mod  fignal  exploit 
h  was  robbing  General  Fairfax  upon  Houriflcw- Heath,  for 
44  which  (he  was  fent  to  Newgate  ;  but  was,  by  a  proper  ap- 
41  plication  of  a  large  fum  of  money,  foon  fet  at  liberty.— 
44  She  died  of  the  dropfy,  in  the  75th  year  of  her  age;  but 
44  would  probably  have  died  fooner,  if  (he  had  not  fmoked 
44  tobacco,  in  the  frequent  ufe  of  which  (he  had  long  indulged 
«4  herfelf." 

Mr.  Steevens  fays  (Note  to  Twelfth  Night,  A.  1.  S.  3.), 
that  ••  on  the  Books  of  the  Stationers  Company,  Auguft 
44  1610,  is  entered"  A  Booke  called  the  Madde  Prancks  of 
44  Merry  Mall  of  the  Bankfide,  with  her  walks  in  man's  ap- 
44  parel,  and  to  what  purpofe.  Written  by  John  Day." — - 
"  Nathaniel  Field,  in  his  Amends  for  Ladies,  a  Comedy,  1639 
44  [1618],  gives  the  following  character  of  her: 

44  —9  Hence,  lewd  impudent ! 
*4 1  know  not  what  to  term  thee,  man  or  woman, 
*4  For  nature,  fhaming  to  acknowledge  thee 
•*  For  either,  hath  produe'd  thee  to  the  world 
*'  Without  a  fex :  ibrne  fay  that  thou  art  woman, 
*'  Others,  a  man  ;  to  many  tliou  art  both 
*'  Woman  and  man ;  but  I  think  rather  neither ; 
*4  Qr  man,  or  hor  fe,  as  Centaurs  old  was  feign'd." 
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"  A  life  of  this  woman  was  likewife.  published  in  ii mo.  in 
<(  1662,  with  her  portrait  before  it  in  a  male  habit ;  an  ape, 
«*  a  lion,  and  an  eagle  by  him." 

It  is  probable  (he  died  about  the  time  of  this  fecond  publi* 
cation  of  her  life.  In  the  play  of  The  Feign' d  Aftrologer^ 
1668,  p.  6i,  (he  is  mentioned  as  being  then  dead : 

"  We  cannot  do  that  neither  in  quiet, 

"  So  many  have  found  his  lodging  out ; 

"  And  now,  Moll  Gut-purfc,  that  oracle  of  felonie 

44  Is  dead,  there's  not  a  pocket  pickt, 

44  But  hee's  acquainted  with  it. 

The  following  Epigram  on  her  is  taken  from  an  ancient 
collection,  intitled  "  Kunne  and  a  great  Caft."  The  fecon4 
Bowie,  by  Thomas  Freeman,  4to.  1614. 

44  They  fay  Mol's  honed,  and  it  may  bee  fo, 

44  But  yet  it  is  a  flirewd  prefumption,  no : 

44  To  touch  but  pitch,  'tis  knowne  it  will  defile, 

44  Moll  weares  the  breech,  what  may  ihe  be  the  while  ; 

44  Sure  (hee  that  doth  the  ihadow  fo  much  grace, 

"  What  will  ihee  when  the  fubftance  comes  in  placed 


To 


'«»■ 


t  $  1 


To   the    Cbmick    Play-readers*    Venery,    and 

Laughter. 

« 

THE  fafhidn  of  play-making  I  can  properly  compare  to 
nothing  fo  naturally  as  the  alteration  in  apparel :  for 
in  the  time  of  the  Great-crop-doublet,  your  huge  bombafted 
plays,  quilted  with  mighty  words  to  lean  purpofe,  was  only 
then  in  falhion.  Ana  as  the  doublet  fell,  neater  inventions 
began  to  (et  up.  Now  in  the  time  of  fprucenefs,  our  plays 
follow  the  nicenefs  of  our  Garments,  fingle  plots,  quaint  con- 
ceits, letcherous  jetb,  dreft  up  in  hanging  fleeves,  and  thofe 
are  fit  for  the  Times*  and  the  K  Termers ;  fuch  a  kind  of 
light-colour  Summer  fluff,  mingled  with  divers  colours,  you 
fhall  find  this  published  Comedy,  good  to  keep  you  in  an 
afternoon  from  dice  at  home  in  your  chambers;  and  for  ve- 
nery  you  fhall  find  enough  *  tor  fix-pence,  but  well  couch'd 
and  you  mark  it ;  for  Venus  being  a  woman,  pafles  through. 

*  Termers  .*]  This  word  wis  formerly  Applied  to  perftms  of  ill  repute,  - 
both  male  and  female.  See  Note  i?  to  The  Goblins,  voL  X.  p.  152.  Dekker 
in  The  Be/man  of  London^  16 16,  Sign.  H  3,  fpeaking  of  the  pra&ifes  of 
the  cheats  in  his  time,  fays,  "  they  allot  fiich  countries  to  this  Band  of 
"  Fn/lt,  fuch  townes  to  thofe,  and  fuch  a  Citty  to  fo  many  Nips :  where- 
"upon  fome  of  theft  Bdothal'ers  are  called  Termers,'  and  they  ply 
4t  JVefiminfitr-balli  Micbatlmds  Term  is  their  barveft,  and  they  fweat  in 
"  it  harder  than  reapers  or  haymakers  doe  at  their  works  in  the  heat  of 
•*  fummer." 

%  for  fix-pence  j\    The  price  of  a  Play  at  this  time,  as  will  appear  from 
the  following  instances  :  Law  Tricks ,  by  John  Day,  160S,  Addrefs  from 
the  Book  to  the  Reader,  concludes  :  "  Thine  or  any  man's  for  a  tcfiar." 
Verfes  by  W.  B.  (probably  William  Browne)  prefixed  to  The  Bondman  : 
•'  'Tis  granted  for  your  Twehrc*pence  you  did  fit, 
14  And  fee  and  hear,  and  understood  not  yet  ] 
"  The  Author  in  a  Chriftian  Pity,  takes, 
"  Care  of  your  goodj  and  prints  it  for  your  fakes, 
"  That  fuch  as  will  but  venture  Sixpence  more, 
"  May  know  what  they  but  faw  and  heard  before.4* 
Randolph's  Addrefs  to  the  Reader  prefixed  to  The  Jeahus  Lovers,  4*0. 
1632  :  "  Courteous  Reader,  I  beg  thy  pardon,  if  I  put  thte  to  the  ex- 
"  pence  of  *fix-$uuef  and  the  lofs  of  an  hour/' 

A  3  the 


t  <  1 

the  piay  in  doublet  and  breeches,  a  brave  difguife  and  a  fafe 
one,  it  the  Statute  untie  not  her  cod-piece  point.  The  book: 
I  make  no  queftion,  but  Is  fit  for  many  of  your  companies, 
as  well  as  the  perfoh  itfelf,  and  may  be  allowed  both  gallery 
room  at  the  play-houfe,  and  chamber-room  at  your  lodging : 
worfe  things  I  mull  needs  confefs  the  world  has  taxt  her.  for, 
than  has  been  written  of  her ;  but  'tis  the  excellency  of  a 
Writer,  to  leave  things  better  than  he  finds  them,  though  fomfe 
obfcene  fellow  (that  cares  not  what  he  writes  againfl  others* 
yet  keeps  a  myftical  bawdy- houfe  hiini'elf,  and  entertains 
drunkards,  to  make  ufe  of  their  pockets,  and  vent  his  private 
bottle-ale  at  mid-night)  though  fuch  a  one  would  have  ript  up 
the  moil  nafty  vice,  that  ever  hell  belcht  forth,  and  prefented 
it  to  a  modell  Aifembly  ;  yet  we  rather  wiih  in  fuch  difcove- 
ries,  where  reputation  lies  bleeding,  a  ilacknefe  of  truth,  than 
fulnefe  of  {lander. 
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P    R    O    L    O    G    U    S. 

^&  PLAT  {expe&ed  long  J  makes  the  Audience  look 

For  wonders  ;~tbat  each  Scene  fbould he  a  book, 
~  '  * 

Compos9  J  to  all  perfections  \  each  one  comes 

And  brings  a  play  ins  bead  witb  bim:  up  befums^ 

W1>at  be  would  of  a  Roaring  Girl  have  writ; 

If  that  be  finis  not  here,  be  mews  at  in 

Only  *we  intreatyou  think  our  Scene 

Cannot  fpeak  high  ^tbefubject  being  but  man)  \ 

A  Roaring  Girl  (wbofi  notes  till  now  never  were}  . 

Shall  fill  witb  laughter  our  vafi  Tbeatre  : 

That's  all  which  I  dare  promife:  tragick  paffion, 

And  fuel  grave  fluff i  is  ibis  day  out  offit/hion. 

i  fie  attention  fets  wide  ope  her  gates 

Of  bearings  and  with  covetous  liftning  waits, 

To  know  what  Girl,  this  Roaring  Girl  fbould  be% 

{For  of  that  Tribe  are  many  J  One  isfbe 

That  roars  at  midnight  in  deep  Tavern  bowls  9 

That  beats  the  watch,  and  conftables  controuls ; 

Another  roars  ?tb*  day  timet  fivean,fiabs,  gives  braves % 

Tet  fills  her  foul  to  the  luft  of  fools  and ' /laves* 

Both  tbefi  are  Suburb -roarers.     Then  tbere*s  (lefides) 

A  civil  City  Roaring  Girl,  wbofe  pride, 

Feaftingj  and  riding,  fhdkes  her  bujbanjPs  fiaJte,  * 

And  leaves  bim  roaring  through  an  iron  grate. 

$Hone  of  fhefe  Roaring  Girls  is  ours- :  fbe  flies 

Witb  wings  morMofty :  thus  her  character  /:>>— 

Tet  what  need  coaraclers?  when  to  give  a  guefs, 

Is  better  than  tbt  perfon  h  exprefs ; 

But  would  you  knosv  who  9tis  ?  would  you  hear  her  name  T 

She  is  called  mad  Moll ;  her  life,  our  afts  proclaim* 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS 

Sir  Alexander    Wengrave,  and  Neat-foot  hi* 

Man. 
Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Sir  Beauteous  Ganymed. 
Lord  Noland. 
Young  Wengrave. 
Jack  Dapper,  and  Gull  his  Page. 
Goshawk.  : 
Greenewit. 
Laxton. 

TlLT-YARD,*) 

Openwork,  I  Cives  &  Uxoret« 
Gallipot,  J 

Moll  the  Roaring  Girl., 
Trapdoor. 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard.  / 

Mary  Fitz-allard  his  Daughter. 

Curtilax  a  Serjeant,  and 
Hangs R  his  Yeoman. 

Minimi. 
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THE    ROA'RING    GIRL. 


«■ 


ACTUS    I.        SCENA    I. 

Enter  Mary  Fitz-allard,  di/guifed  like  ajemffter%  with  a  cafe  fir 
hands  ;  and  Neat-foot,  a  fervingman  with  berf  with  a  napkin 
on  bisjboulder,  and  s  a  trencher  in  bis  baud  as  from  table. 

Neat-foot* 

THE  young  gentleman  (our  young  matter),  fir  Alexan- 
der's fon,  is  it  into  his  ears  (fweet  darnfel)  (emblem 
of  fragility)  you  defire  to  have  a  meflage  tranfported,  or  to 
be  tranfcendent  ? 

Mary  FitZ'aHard. 
A  private  word  or  two,  fir ;  nothing  elfe. 

Neat-fiat. 
You  (hall  fru&ify  in  that  which  you  come  for :  your  plea- 
fure  (hall  be  fatisfied  to  your  full  contentation  :  I  will  (faired: 
tree  of  generation)  watch  wheir  our  young  mailer  is  erected 
(that  is  to  fay  up),  and  deliver  him  to  this  your  mod  white 
hand. 

Mary  Fitz-allard. 
Thanks,  fir. 

*  a  trentbtr  in  bis  band]  At  this  time  pewter  was  not  introduced  into 
common  ufe.  Our  anceftors  were  content  with  wooden  trenchers,  and 
thefe  were  even  to  be  found  at  the  tables  of  our  nobility  and  perfons  of 

food  fafhion.  Among  the  orders  for  houfehold-ftrvants,  devifed  by  John 
laryngton  i?66,  and  renewed  by  his  Son  1592,  it  is  directed,  "  That 
M  no  man  waite  at  the  table  without  a  trencher  in  his  hand,  except  it  be 
**  uppon  good  caufe,  on  pai&e  of  1  d."  Nu*ae  Antimve,  vol.  II.  p.  267. 
■  edit.  1779.  See  alio  the  Northumberland  Houfeho  Id-Book,  p.  354. 
Trenchers  are  frill  ufcd  in  ibme  colleges  and  inns-of-oourt,  particularly 
in  Lincoln'srlnn* 

^eat-fioft 
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Neat -foot. 
And  withal  certify  him,  that  I  hate  culled  out  for  him  (now 
his  belly  is  repleniihed)  a  da iq tier  bit  or  modicum  than  any- 
lay  upon  his  trencher  at  diiner— hath  he  notion,  of  pour 
name,  I  befeech  your  chaftity  ? 

Mary  Fitz-allarJ. 

.One*  -fr*  fif  whom  he  befpake  falling  baftcM.        * 

Neat-foot. 
Falling  bands!  it  (hall  fo  be  given  him— if  you  pleale  to 
venture  your  modefty  ia  the  hall,  amongft  a  curl-pated  com- 
pany of  rude  fervicgmen,  and  take  iuch  as  they  can  fet  before 
you,  you  (hall  bo  motf  ferioufly  and  ingenioufly  welcome. 

Mary  Fitz-allnrd. 
I  have  5  dined  indeed  already,  fir. 

"Neat-foot. 
—  Or  will  you  vouch fafe  to  kifs  the_lip  of  a  cup  of  rich 
Orleans  in  the  buttery  amongft  our  waiting-women  ? 

• 

+  falling  bands]  Tn  Note  26  to  The  Hitefi  If'bore,  vol.  III.  p.28li 
I  have  expreffed  a  doubt  whether  the  falling  band  might  not  be  a  lpecies. 
of  ruffs.  In  Evelyn's  Difconrfe  m  Medals,  1697,  p.  108,  is  the  head  of 
Charles  I.  crowned  in.  the  garter,  robes,  and  wearing  a  falling  band\ 
€i  which  new  mode,  fays  Mr.  Evelyn,  fucceeded  the  cumberfome  ruff: 
u  but  neither  did  the  Bifhops  or  Judges  give  it  over  fo  foon,  the  Lard 
"  Keeper  Finch  being,  I  think,  the  very  firft."  From  this  medal* 
which  was  (track  in  1633,  it  appears,  that  the  falling  band  refembled 
what  lately  was  caUed  a  Vandyke.  We  learn  from  the  Works  of  Taylor 
the  tVater  P*et9  fol.  1630.  p.  167.  that  the  rife  of  falling  bands  wasonty 
the  revival  of  an  ancient  falhion. 

"  Now  up  aloft  I  mount  unto  the  Ruffe, 

«'  Which  into  foolifh  mortals  pride  doth  puffe  : 

"  Yet  Ruffes  antiquity  is  here  but  finally 

u  "Within  this  eighty  yeeres,  not  one  at  all ; 

"  For  the  eighth  Henry  (as  I  understand)' 

"  Was  the  firft  King  that  ever  were  a  Band  5 

K  And  but  a  falling  band,  plaine  with  a  hem, 

*'  All  other  people  knew  no  ufe  of  them  j 

*<  Yet  imitation  in  l'mall  time  began 

"  To  grow,  that  it  the  kingdome  over-ran : 
'  u  The  Mule  falling  bands  encreas'd  to  .Ruffes, 

"  Ruffes  (growing  greats  were  waited  on  by  cuffes  ; 

*'  And  though  our  frailties  mould  awake  out  care, 

t(  We  make  our  Ruffes  as  careleffe  as  we  are." 
S  dined}    The  Quarto  reads  dyed.     & 

Mary 
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Mary  Fihz-aUard. 
*  Wot  now  in  truth,  fir. 

Neat-foot.  -    t: 

Our  young  matter-  (hall  then  have  a  feeling  of  your  being 

here  j  presently  it  (hall  fo  be  given  him,        [Exit  Ncat*foot. 

Mary  Fitz-aBarJ. 
I  humbly  (hank  you,  fir ;  but  that  my  bofom 
Is  full  of  bitter  for roWS,  I  could  fmfle, 
To  fee  this  formal  ape'play  antick  tricks: 
But  in  my  breaft  a  poifoned  arrow  flicks, 
And  fmiles  cannot  become  me:  love  woven  {lightly 
(Such  as  thy  falfe  heart  makes)  wears  out  as  lightly ; 
But  love  being  truly  bred  i'th'  foul  (like  mine) 
Bleeds  even  to  death,  at  the  lea  it  wound  it  takes,    * 
The  more  we  quench  this,  the  lei's  it  flackes :  O  me ! 

Enter  Sebaftian  Wengrave  with  Neat- foot. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave* 
A  fempfter  fpeak  with  me* 6  iays't  thou? 

Nratfoot. 
Yes,  fir ;  (he's  there,  viva  voce,  to  deliver  her  auricular 
confeffion. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
With  me,  fweet  heart  r  What  is't  ? 

Mary  Fitx-allarJ. 
1  have  brought  home  your  bands,  fir. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Bands!  Neat-foot* 

Neat-foot. 
Sir. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Pr'ythee  look  in ;  for  all  the  gentlemen  are  upon  ridng. 

Neat-foot. 
Yes,  fir  ;  a  mod  methodical  attendance  fhall  be  given* 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
And  doft  hear  ?  if  my  father  call  for  me,  fay  I  am  bufy  with 
a  fempfter. 

•  Jays' t]    The  Quarto  reads  fmtb.     % 
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Neat-foot. 
Yes,  fir !  he  (hall  know  it  that  you  are  bufied  with  a  needkr 
woman. 

Sttafiiatt  Wengrawt* 
In's  ear^  good  Neat-foot. 

Neat-fiot. 
It  (hall  be  fo  given  him.  [Exit  Neat-foot* 

Sebafiiau  Wengra*Oi. 
Bands !  y'are  miftaken,  fweet  heart,  I  befpake  none  i  when* 
wheic,  I  pr'ythee?  what  bands?  let  me  fee  them* 

Mary  Fttz-aUard* 
Yes,  fir ;  a  bond  fad  fealed,  with  foleran  oaths* 
Subfcribed  unto  (as  I  thought)  with  your  foul ; 
Delivered  as  your  deed  in  tight  of  heaven : 
Is  this  bond  cancel'd  I  have  you  forgot  me  f 

Sebaftian  Wengrawe. 
Ha !  life  of  my  life  2  Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard'a  daughter  ! 
What  has  transformed  my  love  to  this  ftrange  (hape  ? 
Stay :  make  all  fure — fo :  now  fpeak  and  be  brief, 
Becaufe  the  wolf's  at  door  that  lies  in  wait, 
To  prey  upon  us  both  :  albeit  mine  eyes 
Are  bleft  by  thine ;  yet  this  {o  ftrange  difguife 
Holds  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Mary  Fitz-allarJ. 
Mine's  a  loathed  fight : 
Why  from  it  are  you  banhVd  elfe  fo  long  ? 

Sebafiian  Wengrave. 
I  mud  cut  (hort  my  fpeech,  in  broken  language : 
Thus  much,  fweet  Moil,  I  mud  thy  company  (hun; 
I  court  another  Moll;  my  thoughts  muft  run,  - 
As  a  horfe  runs  that's  blind,  round  in  a  mill, 
Out  every  ftep,  yet  keeping  one  path  dill, 

Mary  Fitz-allard. 
Umh !  mud  you  (bun  my  company  ?  in  one  knot 
Have  both  our  hands  by  th'  hands  of  heaven  been  tied, 
Now  to  be  broke  ?  I  thought  me  once  your  bride : 
Our  fathers  did  agree  on  the  time  when, 
And  mud:  another  bed- fellow  fill  my  room  ? 

SeiqfiioM 
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Sebaftian  Wengravt. 
Sweet  maid,  lets  lofe  no  time,  'tis  in  heaven's  book 
Set  down,  that  I  muil  have  thee :  an  oath  we  took, 
To  keep  our  vows ;  but  when  the  knight  your  father 
Was  from  mine  parted,  ftorms  began  to  (it 
Upon  my  covetous,  father's  brow ;  which  fell 
From  them  on  me :  he  reckon'd  up  what  gold 
This  marriage  would  draw  from  him,  at  which  he  fwore, 
To  lofe  (b  much  blood,  could  not  grieve  him  more*; 
He  then  difuades  me  from  thee,  cali'd  thee  not  fair, 
And  alk'd  what  is  me,  but  a  beggar's  heir ; 
He  fcorn'd  thy  dowry  of  (five  thoufand)  mark*. 
If  fuch  a  fum  of  money  could  be  found, 
And  I  would  match  with  that,  he'd  not  undo  it, 
Provided  his  bags  might  add  nothing  to  ir ; 
But  vow'd,  if  I  took  thee,  nay  more,  did  fwe&r  ir, 
Save  birth  from  him  I  nothing  (hould  inherit* 

Mary  FitzaUarct, 
What  follows  then  ?  my  (hip- wrack  ? 

§elafiian  Wtngr&ve. 
Deareft,  np; 
Though  wildly  in  a  labyrinth  I  go, 
My  end  is  to  meet  thee  :  with  a  fide  wind 

Mull  I  now  fail,  elfe  I  no  haven  can  find, 
But  both  mud  fink  for  ever.    There's  a  wench 

Cali'd  Moll,  mad  Moll,  or  merry  Moll,  a  creature 

So  ftrange  in  quality,  a  whole  city  takes 

Note  of  her  name  and  perfon ;  all  that  affection 

I  owe  to  thee,  on  her  in  counterfeit  paflion 

J  fpend  to  mad  my  father :  he  believes 

J  doat  upon  this  Roaring  Girl,  and  grieves 

As  it  becomes  a  father  for  a  fori, 

That  could  be  {o  bewitcht :  yet  I'll  go  on 

This  crooked  way,  figh  ftill  for  her,  fain  dreams, 

Jn  which  111  talk  only  of  her :  thefe  dreams 

Shall,  I  hope,  force  my  father  to  confent 

That  here  I  anchor  raiher  than  be  rent 

Upon  a  rock  fp  dangerous :  art  thou  plcas'd, 

Becaufe  thou  feed  we  are  way-laid,  that  I  take 

fi.  path  that's  fate,  though  it  be  far  about  I 
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Mary  Fite-allard. 
My  prayers  with  heaven  guide  thee. 

Stbaftian  W engrave* 
Then  I  will  on : 
My  father  is  at  hand,  kifs  and  begone ; 
Hours  (hall  be  watch'd  for  meetings ;  I  rauft  now, 
As  men  for  fear,  to  a  ftrange  idol  bow.  . 

Mary  Fit%~aUarJ. 
Farewel. 

Sehaftian  Wengrawe. 
Ill  guide  thee  forth ;  when  next  we  meet, 
A  ftory  of  Moll  (hall  make  our  mirth  more  fweet,       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave,  Sir  Davy  Dapper,  Sir  Adam 
Appleton,  Go&awk,  Lax  ton,  and  Gentlemen. 

Omne$. 
Thanks,  good  Sir  Alexander,  tor  our  bounteous  cheer, 

Sir  Alexander  ft 'engrave* 
Fy,  fy,  in  giving  thanks  you  pay  too  dear. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
When  bounty  fpreads  the  table,  faith  t*  were  fin, 
(At  going  off)  if  thanks  Ihould  not  ftep  in. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
No  more  of  thanks,  no  more :  aye,  marry,  fir, 
•JV  inner  room  was  too  clofe ;  how  do  you  like 
This  parlour,  gentlemen  ? 

Omnes. 
Oh  paffing  well. 

Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
What  a  fweet  breath  the  air  caits  here,  fo  cool ! 

Go/baivk. 
I  like  the  profpect  befl. 

Laxton. 
See  how  'tis  furnifh'd. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper  m 
A  very  fair  fweet  room. 

Sir  Alexander  If 'engrave. 
Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
The  furniture  that  doth  adorn  this  room 

Coft 
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Coft  many  a  fair  gray  groat  ere  it  came  here  ; 

But  good  things  are  moll  cheap,  when  th'  are  rnoft  dear* 

Nay,  when  you  look  into  my  galleries, 

How  bravely  they  are  trimm'd  up,  you  all  fhall.fwear 

V'are  highly  pleas'd  to  fee  what's  fet  down  there : 

Stories  or  men  and  women  (mixt  together  ' 

Fair  ones  with  foul,  like  fun-mine  in  wet  weather) 

Within  one  fijuare  a  thoufand  heads  are  laid 

So  clofe,  that  all  of  heads  the  room  feetns  made  : 

As  many  faces  there  (fill'd  with  blith  looks) 

Shew  like  the  promising  titles  of  new  books, 

(Writ  merrily)  the  readers  being  their  own  eyes, 

Which  feem  to  move  and  to  give  plaudities  : 

And  here  and  there  (whilfl  with  obfequious  ears, 

ThrongM  heaps  do  liften)  a  cut-purte  thrults,  and  leers 

With  hawk's  eyes  for  his  prey  :  I  need  not  (hew  him, 

By  a  hanging  villainous  look,  your  feives  may  know  him, ' 

The  face  is  drawn  fo  rarely:  then,  fir,  below, 

The  very  flower  (as  twere)  waves  to  and  fro, 

And,  like  a  floating  ifland,  feems  to  move, 

Vpon  a  fea,  bound  in  with  mores  above. 

Enter  SebafHan  Wengrave  and  Mr.  Greenew.it. 

Omnes. 
Thefe  fights  are  excellent. 

Sir  Alexander  JFengrave* 
Til  (hew  you  all» 
Since  we  are  met,  make  our  parting  comical. 

Sebafiian  Wengrave. 
This  gentleman  (my  friend)  will  take  his  leave,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Ha,  take  his  leave  (Sebaftian)  who  i 

Sebajlian  JWengravem 

This  gentleman. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave.  , 

Your  love,  fir,  has  already  given  me  fome  time, 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  truft  my  age  with  mose, 
Jt  (hall  pay  double  interefr. :  good  fir,  flay. 

Grecaewit* 
|  have  been  too  bold. 
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Sir  Alexander  Weitgravt. 
lo,  fir.    A  merry  day 

\  friend*  being  fpenr,  is  better  than  gold  fair'd. 
vine,  fome  wine.     Where  be  thefe  knaves  I  keep? 
Enter  three  erfiur  Serving/sen,  and  Neat-foot. 
Neat-fiot, 
'our  worfhipfu!  elbow,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wingrove. 
ire  kiffing  my  maids,  drinking,  or  fall  aQeep. 

Neat-foit. 
r  worlhip  has  given  it  us  right. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengratie. 
vailets  fl'r. 


Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
but  an  eafy  gift ; 

t 1  thank  you  for  it,  fir ;  I'll  take  it, 
•Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
air  for  old  fir  Adam  Appleton. 
Neat-foot. 
ck  friend  to  your  worlhip. 

Sir  Adam  Apple  ton. 
y,  good  Neat-foot, 
thee  for  it :  back  friends  fomerimcs  are  gond. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave, 
make  that  fiool  your  perch,  good  Mr.  Golhawk. 

Gojbawk. 
>p  to  your  lure,  fir. 

Sir  Altxander  Wengrave, 
Sebaftiap, 
nafter  Greenewit  to  you.  - 

Sehafiian. 
lear  friend. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
mailer  Laxtort — rurnilh  matter  Lax  ton 
hat  be  wants  (a  Done)  a  fiool  I  would  fay,  a  Stool. 

Laxton.  .  , 

rather  (land,  fir,  [Exewit  Servants. 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengravt. 
'     I  know  you  had  (good  Mr.  Laxton).    So,  fo— 
Now  here's  a  mefs  of  friends,  and  (gentlemen) 
Becaufe  time's  glafs  {hall  not  be  running  long, 
I'll  quicken  it  with  a  pretty  tale. 

Sir  Davy  Dappers 
Good  tales  do  well 
In  thefe  bad  days,  where  vice  does  fo  excel* 

Sir  Adam  Appkton. 
Begin,  fir  Alexander. 

Sir  Alexander  JtTngrave* 
Lait  day  I  met 
An  aged  man,'  upon  whofe  head  was  fcor'd 
A  debt  of  jult  fo  many  years  as  thefe, 
Which  I  owe  to  my  grave ;   the  man  you  all  know# 

Omnes. 
His  name  i  pray  you,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Nay,  you  (hall  pardon  me ;    * 
But  when  he  faw  roe  (with  a  figh  that  break, 
Orfeem'd  to  break  his  heart-firings),  thus  he  fpake: 
Oh,  my  good  knight,  fays  he  (and  then  his  eyes 
Were  richer  evenoy  that  which  made  them  poor, 
They  had  fpent  fo  many  tears  they  had  no  more.) 
Oh,  fir,  fays  he,  you  know  it,  for  you  have  feen 
Bleflings  to  rain  upon  mine  houfe  and  me : 
Fortune  (who  flaves  men)  was  my  flave :  her  wheel  N 

Hath  (pun  me  golden  threads  ;  for,  I  thank  heaven, 
I  ne'er  had  but  one  caufe  to  curfe  my  flars. 
I  afk'd  him  then,  what  that  one  caufe  might  be. 

Omnes, 
So,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
He  paus'd  :  and  as  we  often  fee, 
A  fea  fo  much  becalm'd,  there  can  be  found 
No  wrinkle  on  his  brow,  his  waves  being  drowh'd 
In  their  own  rage ;  but  when  th*  imperious  wind 
Ufe  flrange  invifible  tyranny  to  (hake 
Both  heaven's  and  earth's  foundation  at  their  noife, 
The  feas,  fwclling  with  wrath  to  part  that  fray, 
Vol.  VI.  B  Rife 
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Rife  up,  and  are  more  wild,  more  mad  than  they. 
Even  to  this  good  old  man  was  by  my  queftion 
Stir'd  up  to  roughnefs ;  you  might  fee  his  gall 
Flow  even  in*s  eyes :  then  grew  he  fantaftical. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
Fantaflical !  ha,  ha. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Yes;  and  talk  oddly. 

Sir  Adam  Apple  ton.    . 
Pray,  fir,"  proceed : 
How  did  this  old  man  end  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Marry,  fir,  thus : 
He  left  his  wild  fit  to  read  o'er  his  cards ; 
Yet  then  (though  age  caft  fnow  on  all  his  hair) 
He  joy'd,  becaufe  (fays  he)  the  God  of  gold 
Has  been  to  me  no  niggard;  that  difeafe 
(Of  which  all  old  men  ficken)  avarice 
Never  infe&ed  me. 

LaxtoHm 
He  means  not  hirhfelf,  I'm  fure. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave  ,K 
For  like  a  lamp, 
Fed  with  continual  oil,  I  fpend  and  throw 
My  light  to  all  that  need  it,  yet  have  ftill 
Enough  to  ferve  myfelf ;  oh  but  (quoth  he) 
Tho*  heaven's  dew  fall  thus  on  this  aged  tree, 
I  have  a  fon,  that's  like  a  wedge,  doth  cleave 
My  very  heart  root. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
Had  he  fuch  a  fon  ? 

Sebajlian  Wengrave, 
Now  I  do  fmell  a  fox  ftrongly. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Let's  fee :  no,  mailer  Greenewit  is  not  yet 
So  mellow  in  years  as  he ;  but  as  like  Sebaltian, 
Juft  like  my  fon  Sebaltian— fuch  another. 

Sebajlian  Wengrave. 
How  finely  like  a  fencer  my  father  fetches  his  by-blows  to  hit 
me !  but,  ir  I  beat  you  not  at  your  own  weapon  of  fubtilty— 

Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrarve* 
This  (on  (faith  he)  that  mould  be 
The  column  and  main  arch  unto  my  houfe, 
The  crutch  unto  my  age,  becomes  a  whirlwind 
Shaking  the  firm  foundation* 

Sir  Adam  Appkton. 
*Tis  fome  prodigal. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
'  Well  (hot,  old  Adam  Bell 

Sebaftian  Wengraw* 
No  city  monfter  neither,  no  prodigal, 
But  (paring*  wary,  civil,  and  (tho'  wivelefs) 
Aq  excellent  hufband ;  and  fuch  a  traveller, 
He  has  more  tongues  in  his  head  than  fome  have  teeth. 

Sir  Dany  Dapper* 
I  have  but  two  in  mine* 

Gojbawk. 
So  (paring  and  fo  wary ; 
What  then  could  vex  his  father  fo  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
'Oh,  a  woman ! 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
A  flelh-fly,  that  can  vex  any  man. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravt. 
A  (curvy  woman, 
On  whom  the  pafiionate  old  man  fwore  he  doated : 
A  creature  (faith  he)  nature  hath  brought  forth  , 
To  mock  the  fexof  woman.— It  is  a  thing 
One  knows  not  how  to  name,  her  birth  began 
Ere  (he  was  all  made.    *Tis  woman  more  than  man, 
Man  more  than  woman,  and  (which  to  none  can  hap) 
The  fun  gives  her  two  fhadows  to  one  fhape ; 
Nay  more,  let  this  ftrange  thing,  walk,  ftand,  or  fit, 
No  blazing  ftar  draws  more  eyes  after  it. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
A  monfter,  'tis  fome  monfter. 


f  0*e?ijbot9  old  Adam  Belt]     For  an  account  of  this  celebrated  archer 
and  outlaw,  fee  Dr.  Percy's  Relijuss  of Anunt  Paery,  vol.  III.  p.  143. 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengr&ve. 
She's  a  varlet.  , 

Sebafiian  Wengrave. 
Now  is  my  cue  to  brittle. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
A  naughty  pack* 

Sebafiian  Wengraive* 
'Tis  falfe. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravc* 
Ha>  boy. 

Sebafiian  Wengr&ve. 
Tib  falfe. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
What's  falfe  ?  I  fay  (he's  nought. 

Sebafiian  Weugrarve* 
I  fay  that  tongue 
That  dares  fpeak  fo  (but  yours)  flicks  in  the  throat 
Of  a  rank  villain,  fet  yourfelf  afide.-— 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
So  fir,  what  then  I 

Sebafiian  Wengrave. 
Any  here  elfe  had  lyed. 
I  think  I  (hall  fit  you— 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Lyer 

Sebafiian  Wengrave. 
Yes. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
Doth  this  concern  hinW 

Sir  Alexander  Wcngrave* 
Ah,  (irrah  boy! 
Is  your  blood  heated  ?  boils  it  ?  are  you  flung  r 
I'll  pierce  you  deeper  yet :  oh,  my  dear  friends, 
I  am  that  wretched  father;  this  that  fon, 
That  fees  his  ruin,  yet  headlong  on  doth  run. 

Sir  Adam  Appleton* 
Will  you  love  fuch  a  poifon  ? 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
Fye,  fye. 
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Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Y*are  all  mad, 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Th*  art  fick  at  heart,  yet  feel'ft  it  not :  of  all  thefe, 
What  gentleman  (but  thou)  knowing  his  difeafe 
Mortal  would  fhun  the  cure  !  oh  mailer  Greenewit, 
Would  you  to  fuch  an  idol  bow  ? 

Greenewif* 
Not  I,  iir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Here's  matter  Laxton ;  has  he  mind  to  a  woman 
As  thou  haft? 

Laxton* 
No,  not  I,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Sir,  I  know  it. 

Laxton* 
Their  good  parts  are  fo  rare,  their  bad  fo  common, 
I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  any  woman. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
*Tis  well  done,  mailer  Laxton. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Oh,  thou  cruel  boy ! 
Thou  wouldfl  with  lufl  an  old  man's  life  deflroy : 
Becaufe  thou  fee'fl  I'm  half  way  in  my  grave, 
Thou  fhovd'il  dud  upon  me :  would  thou  mightefl  have 
Thy  wifh,  moil  wicked,  mo  ft  unnatural ! 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
Why,  fir,  'tis  thought  fir  Guy  Fitz-allard's  daughter 
Shall  wed  your  fon  Sebaftian. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrwve* 
Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
I  have  upon  my  knees  woo'd  this  fond  boy 
To  take  that  virtuous  maiden. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave* 
Hark  you  !  a  word,  fir. 
You  on  your  knees  have  curft  that  virtuous  maiden, 
And  me  for  loving  her  j  yet  do  you  now 
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Thus  8  baffle  me  to  my  face ;  wear  not  your  forces 
In  fuch  intrearies,  give  me  Fitz- a  Hard's  daughter. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave^ 
I'll  give  thee  rats -bane  rather.  \J\fuk% 

Sebaftian  W engrave  * 
Well,  then  you  know 
What  difh  I  mean  to  feed  upon. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengraw* 
Hark,  gentlemen ! 
He  fwears  to  have  this<rut-purfe  drab,  to  fpite  my  gall, 

Omnes, 
Matter  Sebaftian. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
I  am  deaf  to  you  all. 
I'm  fo  bewitch 'd,  fb  bound  to  my  defires, 
Tears,  prayers,  threats,  nothing  'can  quench  out  thofe  fires 
That  burn  within  me.  [Exit  Sebaftiap, 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave% 
Her  blood  (hall  quench  it  then  ; 
Lofe  him  not,  oh  difluade  him,  gentlemen. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
He  (hall  be  wean'd,  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrawe. 
Before  his  eyes 
Lay  down  his  fhame,  my  grief,  his  miferies. 

Qmneu 
No  more,  no  more,  away !     {Exeunt  all  but  Sir  Alexander, 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrawe* 
I  waih  a  Negro, 
Lofing  both  pains  and  coft  :  but  take  thy  flight, 
1*11  be  moft  near  thee,  when  I'm  leaft  in  fight. 
Wild  buck,  I'll  hunt  thee  breathlefs,  thou  (halt  run  on, 
But  I  will  turn  thee  when  I'm  not  thought  upon.  * 

Enter  Ralph  Trapdoor. 

Now,  firrah,  what  are  you  ?  leave  your  ape's  tricks  and  fpeak. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
A  letter  from  my  captain  to  your  worfhip. 

•  Uffle]     See  Note  7  to  The  Mufti's  Looking  Glajs  voL  IX.  p.  183. 

Sir 
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1  Sir  Alexander  W engrave* 

Oh,  oh ;  now  I  remember  'tis  to  prefer  thee  into  my  fervice. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
To  be  a  (hitter  under  your  wor/hip's  nofe  of  a  clean  tren* 
cher,  when  there's  a  good  bit  upon'r. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Troth,  honeft  fellow— -humh— -ha — let  me  fee. 
This  knave  (hall  be  the  axe  to  hew  that  down 
At  which  I  (tumble ;  he  has  a  face  that  promifeth 
Much  of  a  villain  :  I  will  grind  his  wit, 
And,  if  the  edge  prove  fine,  make  ufe  of  it* 
Come  hither,  iirrah;  canft  thou  be  fecret  t  ha  I 

Ralph  "Trapdoor. 
As  two  crafty  attornies  plotting  the  undoing  of  their  clients* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Did'ft  never,  as  thou  hail  walkt  about  this  town, 
Hear  of  a  wench  call'd  Moll,  mad  merry  Moll  ? 

Ralph  Trapdoor* 
Moll  Cut-purfe,  fir  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
The  fame ;  doit  thou  know  her  then  r" 

Ralph  Trapdoor* 


next 
with 
find  her  out. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
That  talk  is  eafy ;  do't  then,  hold  thy  hand  up. 
What's  this  f  is't  burnt  I 

Ralth  Trapdoor. 
No,  fir,  no ;  a  little  fing  d  with  making  fire-works* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
There's  money,  fpend  it ;  that  being  fpent,  fetch  more,    . 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
Oh,  fir,  that  all  the  poor  foldiers  in  England  had  fuch  a 
leader !  For  fetching,  no  water-fpaniel  is  like  me. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
This  wench  we  fpeak  of  (trays  {o  from  her  kind, 
Nature  repents  (he  made  her.    'Tis  a  Mermaid 
Jias  toll'd  my  fon  to  (hipwreck. 

B  4  Ralph 
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Ralph  Trapdoor. 
I'll  rut  her  comb  for  you* 

Sir  Alexander  JVengrave. 
1*11  tell  out  gold  for  thee  then :  hunt  her  forth, 
Caft  out  a  line  hung  full  of  filver  hooks 
To  catch  her  to  thy  company :  deep  fpendings 
May  draw  her  that's  moft  chafte  to  a  man's  bofom. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
The  gingling  of  golden  bells,  and  a  good  fool  with  a  hobby* 
horfe,  will  draw  all  the  whores  i'th'   town  to  dance  in  * 
morris. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravem 
Or  rather,  for  that's  heft,  (they  (ay  fometimes 
She  goes  in  breeches)  follow  her  as  her  man.  } 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
And  when  her  breeches  are  off,  (he  (hall  follow  me* 

Alexander  Wengrave* 
Beat  all  thy  brains  to  ferve  her. 

Ralph  Trapdoor* 
Zounds,  fir,  as  country  wenches  beat  cream,  'till  butter 
comes. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Play  thotf  the  fubtle  fpider ;  weave  fine  nets    • 
To  infnare  her  very  life. 

/  v      Ralph  Trapdoor* 

Her  life? 

Sir  Alexander  W 'engrave. 
Yes;  fuck 
Her  heart- blood  if  thou  canft  ;  twift  thou  but  cord* 
To  catch  her,  I'll  find  law  to  hang  her  up. 

Ralph  Trapdoor* 
Spoke  like  a  worfhipful  bencher. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
9  Trace  all  her  fteps  :  at  this  fhe-fox's  den 
Watch  what  lambs  enter :  let  me  play  the  fhepherd 
To  fave  their  throats  from  bleeding,  and  cut  hers. 

9  Tract  all  her  Jtep's :]    i.  e.  follow  all  her  fteps.    Sec  Note  26  t« 
George  a  Greene,  vol.  III.  p.  46. 

Ralph 
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Ralph  Trapdoor. 
This  is  the  IO  goll  (hall  do't. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Be  firm,  and  gain  me 
fever  thine  own.    This  done,  I  entertain  thee  i 
How  is  thy  name  ? 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
My  name,  fir,  is  .Ralph  Trapdoor,  honeft  Ralph. 

'  ,Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

Trapdoor,  be  like  thy  name,  a  dangerous  ftep 
For  her  to  ventore  on,  but  unto  roe — 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
As  fad:  as  your  foal  to  your  boot  or  (hoe,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Hence  then,  be  little  feen  here  as  thou  canft ; 
JT1  ftill  be  at  thine  elbow. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
The  trapdoor's  fet. 
Moll,  if  you  budge  y'are  gone :  this  me  fhall  crown, 
A  Roaring  Boy,  the  Roaring  Girl  puts  down. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
God-a-mercy,  lofe  no  time.  [£*ry*/# 

The  three  Jbops  open  in  a  rank:  the  Jit  J!  an  Apothecary's  Jhop  :  the 
next  a  Feather  Jhop:  the  third  a  Semjjter's  Jhop:  Miftrejs 
Gallipot-/'*  the  firft^  Miftrejs  Tilt-yard  in  the  next%  Mafter 
Openwork  and  his  Wijk  in  the  third ;  to  them  enter  Lajcton, 
Golhawk,  and  Greene  wit. 

Miftrejs  Opemyork. 
Gentlemen,  what  is  t  you  lack  ?  what  is*t  you  buy  ?  fee 
fine  bands  and  rutfs,  fine  lawns,  fine  cambricks ;  what  i&'t  you 
lack,  gentlemen  ?  what  is't  you  buy  ? 

Lax  ton, 
Yondej's  the  (hop. 

Go/hawk. 
Is  that  (he. 

10  g°lf]    i.e.  hand.     Sec  Note  17  to  Tbt  Mayor  cf  ^uinborough,  vol. 
XI.  p.  163. 

Laxton. 
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Laxtan* 
Peace. 

>  GreenewiU 
She  that  minces  tobacco. 

Laxton. 
Ay :  foe's  a  gentlewoman  born  I  can  tell  you,  tho'  it  be 
her  hard  fortune  now  to  ftiread  Indian  pot-herbs. 

Gcjbawk* 
Oh,  fir,  *tis  many  a  good  woman's  fortune,  when  her,  huf- 
band  turns  bankrout,  to  begin  with  pipes  and  fet  up  again. 

LaxtoH. 
And  indeed  the  railing  of  the  woman  is  the  lifting  up  of  the 
man's  head  at  all  times;  if  one  flourish,   t'other  will  bud  as 
fait,  I  warrant  ye. 

Go/hawk, 
Come,  th'art  familiarly  acquainted  there,  I  grope  that. 

Laxton, 
And  you  grope  no  better  i'th*  dark,  you  may  chance  lie  iW 
ditch  when  y 'are  drunk. 

Gnfljovoh 
Go,  th'art  a  myflical  letcher. 

Laxton* 
I  will  not  deny  but  my  credit  may  take  up  an  ounce  of 
pure  fmoak. 

Gojbanvk. 
May  take  up  an  ell  of  pure  fmock,;  away  go,  ?tis  the  clofeft 
ftriker.  Life  I  think  he  commits  venery  forty  foot  deep,  no 
man  s  aware  on't.  I,  like  a  palpable  fmock  ft  er,  go  to  work  fo 
openly  with  the  tricks  of  art,  that  I'm  as  apparently  feen 
11  as  a  naked  boy  in  a  vial;  and  were  it  not  for  a  gift  of  trea- 
chery that  I  have  in  me  to  betray  my  friend  where  he  puts 
moft  truft  in  me  (mafs  yonder  he  is  too — )  and  by  his  injury 
to  make  good  my  accefs  to  her,  I  fhould  appear  as  defective 
in  courting,  as  a  farmer's  fon  the  firft  day  of  his  feather,  that 
doth  nothing  at1  court  but  woo  the  hangings  and  glafs  win- 
dows for  a  month  together,  and  fome  broken  waiting  woman 
for  ever  after.     J  find  thofe  imperfections  in  my  venery,  that 

**  aj  a  naked  boy  in  a  vial j]     I  fuppofc  he  means  an  abortion  pre? 
ferved  in  fpirits.      S. 

S  were'? 
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were't  not  for  flattery  and  faUboof),  I  (hpuld  want  difcourfe 
and  impudence ;  and  he  that  wahts  impudence  among  women 
is  worthy  to  J>e  kick'd  out  at  bed's  feet.— {Je  (hall  not  fee 
me  yet. 

Qrecncwfa 
Troth,  this  }s  finely  (hred. 

Laxton. 
Oh,  women  are  the  bed  mincers. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
'Thad  been  a  good  phrafe  for  a  cook's  wife,  fir. 

Laxton, 
But  'twill  ferve  generally,  like  the  front  of  a  new  Alma- 
pack,  as  thus :  calculated  tor  the  meridian  of  cook's  wives, 
but  generally  for  all  Englifhwomen, 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Nay,  you  (hall  ha't,  fir,  I  have  fill'd  it  for  you. 

[She  puts  it  to  the  fire, 
Laxton. 
The  pipe's  in  a  good  hand,  and  I  wifti  min,e  always  fo* 

Greene%uit. 
But  not  to  be  us'd  o'  that  fafhlon. 

l+axton. 

0  pardon  me,  fir,  I  underfland  no  french,. 

J  pray  be  cover'd :  Jack,  a  pipe  of  rich  fmoak. 

Gq/bawk. 
Rich  fmoak  !  that's  fix-pence  a  pipe,  is't? 

Greenwit, 
To  me,  fweet  lady  ? 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Be  not  forgetful ;  refpe&  my  credit  ;  feem  Grange  ; 
y\rt  and  wit  makes  a  fool  of  fufpicion : — pray  be  wary, 

Laxton, 
Pufli,  I  warrant  you  r-r-come,  how  is't  gallants  ? 

Greenewit) 
Pure  and  excellent. 

Laxton. 

1  thought  'twas  good,  you  were  grown  fo  filent;  you  are 
|ike  thofe  that  love  not  to  talk  at  vi&uals,  tho'  they  make 
a/worfe  noife  i'th  nofe  than  a  common  {idler's  prentice,  and 

difcourfe 
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difcourfe  a  whole  fupper  with  fnuffiing;~- 1  muft  fpeak  a  word 
with  you  anon. 

Miflrefs  Gallipot. 
Make  your  way  wifely  then. 

Go/hawk, 
Oh,  what  elfe,  fir ;  he's  perfection  itfelf,  full  of  manners, 
But  not  an  acre  of  ground  belonging  to  '-era. 

Greenewit. 
Ay,  and  full  of  form ;  h'as  ne'er  a  good  ilool  in's  chamber. 

Go/bawk. 

But  above  all,  religious :    he  prayeth  daily  upon    elder 
brothers. 

Greenewit. 

And  valiant  above  meafure.;  he'as  run  three  ftreets  from  4 
ferjeant. 

Lax  ten. 

Puh,  puh.  [He  blows  tobacco  in  their  faces. 

Greencwit^Gq/bawk. 
Oh,  puh,  ho,  ho. 

Laxton. 
So,  fo. 

Vxru    ,     t  Miflrefs  Gallipot. 

What's  the  matter  now,  fir? 

Laxton. 
I  proteft  I'm  in  extreme  want  of  money  5  if  you  can  fupply 
me  now  with  any  means,  you  do  me  the  greateft  pleafure, 
next  to  the  bounty  of  your  love,  as  ever  poor  gentleman  tailed. 
,     ,  Miflrefs  Gallipot. 

What  s  the  fum  would  pfeafure  ye,  fir  ? 
Though  you  deferve  nothing  Ids  at  my  hands. 

WTi       9 •  Laxton. 

Why,  tis  but  for  want  of  opportunity  thou  know'tt ; 
I  put  her  off  with  opportunity  mil:  by  rhis  light  I  hate  her, 
but  for  means  to  keep  me  in  fafhion  with  gallants;  for -what 

r!a^Vn°!11  hcr»I(l)enJ  uPon  ©'her  wenches;  12  bear  her  in 
hand  ltill ;  fhe  ha*  wit  enough  to  rob  her  hufband,  and  I  ways 
enough  to  contome  the  money:  why,  how  now*  what  the 
chin- cough? 

M  bear  her  in  band]     See  Note  19  to  Ram- Alley,  vol.  V.  p.  441. 

7  Gojhawk. 
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Gtjbawh 
Thou  haft  the  cowardlieft  trick  to  come  before  a  man's  face, 
and  ftranglc  him  ere  he  be  aware ;  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
make  a  quarrel  in  earned* 

Laxton. 
Pox,  and  thou  do'ft,  thou  know'ft  I  never  ufe  to  fight  with 
my  friends,  thoull  but  lofe  thy  labour  in't. 
Jack  Dapper ! 

Enter  Jack  Dapper  and  bis  man  Gull* 

Greenevjiu 
Monfieur  Dapper,  I  dive  down  to  your  ancles* 

Jack  Dapper. 
Save  ye,  gentlemen,  all  three  in  a  peculiar  falute. 

Gojbawk. 
He  were  ill  to  make  a  lawyer;  he  difpatches  three  at  oncer 

Laxton. 
So  well  {kid:  but  is  this  of  this  fame  tobacco,  miftrefs 
Gallipot  ? 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
The  fame  you  had  at  firft,  fir. 

Laxton.  v- 

I  wifh  it  no  better :  this  will  ferve  to z*  drink  at  my  chamber. 

Gojbawk. 
Shall  we  tafte  a  pipe  on't  r 

Laxton. 
Not  of  this  by  my  troth,  gentlemen,  I  have  fworn  before 
you. 

Gq/bawk.  . 
What  not  Jack  Dapper  ?  v 

Laxton. 
Pardon  me,  fweet  Jack,  I'm  forry  I  made  fuch  a  rafh  oath, 
but  foolifh  oaths  mufi  (land  :  where  arc  going,  Jack  ? 

Jack  Dapper* 
'Faith  to  buy  one  feather. 

Laxton. 
One  feather  1  the  fool's  peculiar  frill. 

**  dnnk  at  my  chambtr  {\     See  Note  31  to  Second  Part  of  Htnefi  Wbvre^ 
*ol.III.  p.455. 

Jack 
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Jack  Dapper. 
Gull. 

Gulh 

Mafter. 

Jack  Dapper. 
Here's  three  half-pence  for  your  ordinary,  boy ;  meet  rrte 
an  hour  hence  in  Paul's* 

Gull. 
How !  three  Angle  half-pence ;  life,  this  will  fcarce  ferve  a 
man  in  fauce,  a  halporth  of  muftard,  a  halporth  of  oil,  and  a 
halporth  of  vinegar,  what's  left  then  for  the  pickle  herring  : 
this  (hews  like  fmall  beer  i'th*  morning  after  a  great  furfeit  of 
wine  o'er  night :  he  could  fpend  his  three  pounds  laft  night  in 
a  fupper  amonglt  girls  and  brave  baudy-houfeboys  :  I  thought 
his  pockefscackel'd  not  for  nothing;  thefe  are  the  eggs  of  three 
pounds,  I'll  go  fup  'em  up  prefently.  {Exit  Gull. 

Laxton. 
Eight,  nine,  ten  angels  j  good  wench  i'faith,  and  one  that 
loves  darknefs  well,  (he  puts  out  a  candle  with  the  beft  tricks 
of  any  drugfler's  wife  in*  England:  but  that  which  mads  her 
I  rail  upon  opportunity  ftill,  and  take  no  notice  on't.  The 
other  night  (he  would  needs  lead  me  into  a  room  with  a  can- 
dle in  her  hand  to  mew  me  a  naked  picture,  where  no  fooner 
entered,  but  the  candle  was  fent  of  an  errand  :  now  I  not  in- 
tending to  undeiftand  her,  bnt,  like  a  puny  at  the  inns  of  ve- 
nery,  call'd  for  another  light  innocently,  thus  reward  I  all  her 
cunning  with  fimple  mistaking.  I  know  (he  cofens  her 
hufband  to  keep  me,  and  I'll  keep  her  honeft  as  long  as  I  can, 
to  make  the  poor  man  fome  part  of  amends  :  an  honeft  mind 
of  a  whoremafter !  how  think  you  amongft  you  ?  what !  a 
fre(h  pipe  ?  draw  in  a  third  man. 

Go/bowk, 
No  you're  a  hoarder,  you  ingrofs  by  th'  ounces. 

[AttbeFeatfjerJJjopnow. 
Jack  Dapper. 
Pub,  I  like  it  not. 

Mifircfs  Tilt  yard. 
What  feather  is't  you'd  have,  fir  ? 
Thefe  are  molt  worn  and  molt  in  falhion, 
Amongft  the  beaver  gallants,  the  itone  riders, 

The 
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The  private  (rage's  audience,  I4the  twelve  penny  flool  gentle- 
men; 
I  can  inform  you  Vis  the  general  feather. 

Jack  Dapper. 
And  therefore  I  miflike  it,  tell  me  of  general. 
Now  a  continual  Simon  and  Jude's  rain 
Beat  all  your  feathers  as  flat  down  as  pancakes* 
Shew  me  —  a  — -  fpangled  feather. 

Miftrejs  Tilt-yard. 
Oh,  to  go  a  feafting  with, 
You'd  have  it  for  a  '*  hench  boy,  you  (hall. 

[At  tbt  Semfftersjbop  new. 
Mafter  Openwork. 
Mafs  I  had  quite  forgot, 
His  Honour's  tootman  was  here  laft  night,  wife, 
Ha'  you  done  with  my  Lord's  Ihirr. 

Mtftrefs  Openwork. 
What's  that  to  you,  fir  ? 
I  was  this  morning  at  his  Honour's  lodging, 
lire  fuch  a  fnake  as  you  crept  out  of  your  (hell. 
•  Mafter  Openwork. 

Oh,  'twas  well  done,  good  wife. 

Mtftrefs  Openwork. 
I  hold  it  better,  fir,  than  if  you  bad  don't  yourfelf. 

Mafter  Openwork. 
Nay,  fo  fay  I :  but  is  the  Counter's  fmock  almoft  done, 
16  moufe  ? 

M'ftreft  Openwork. 
Here  lies  the  cambrick,  fir ;  but  wants  I  fear  me. 

Mafter  Ofenvjork. 
Ill  refolve  you  of  that  prefently. 

14  the  twelve  penny  Jlool gentlemen]  Dr.  Percy  is  of  opinion,  that  one 
(hilling  was  the  general  price  of  what  is  now  called  the  Pit.  See  Relifucs 
•f  Ancient  Poetry,  vol.  I.  p.  141. 

JS  bench  boy}  See  Note  13  to  The  Mufe's  Looking-Glafs,  yoL  IX. 
p.  187. 

16  moufe']  Moufe  was  formerly  a  word  of  endearment.  In  Every  Man 
in  bis  Humour,  A.  2.  S.  2.  Mrs.  Kitely  calls  her  hulband  Mufs;  or,  as 
I  think,  it  fhould  be  written  Mus,  the  Latin  word  for  meufe. 

Mtftrefs 
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Mifirefi  Opemvork. 
Heyday !  oh,  audacious  groom ! 
Dare  you  prefume  to  noble  women's  linen  ? 
Keep  you  your  yard  to  meafure  fhepherd's  holland, 
I  muft  confine  you*  I  fee  that,  [At  the  Tobacco Jbop  now. 

Gqjbavih 
What  fay  you  to  this  geer  ? 

Uaxton* 
I  dare  the  arrant'ft  critick  in  tobacca 
To  lay  one  fault  upon't. 

Enter  Moll,  in  a  frtefe  jerkin  and  a  Black  *7  faveguard* 

Go/hawk. 
'Life !  yonder's  Moll. 

Laxton. 
Moll  r  which  Moll  r 

Gojbavok. 
Honeft  Moll 

"Laxton* 
Pr'ythee  lets  call  her-— Moll. 

~  All. 
Moll,  Moll;  pift  MolL 

Moll 

How  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

,  '  Go/hawk, 
A  pipe  of  good  tobacco,  MolL 

Moll, 

I  cannot  flay. 

Gojbanbk. 
Nay,  Moll,  puh,  pr'ythee  hark  j  but  one  word  i'faith. 

Moll. 
Well,  what  is*t? 

Greenewit*         # 
Pr'ythee  come  hither,  lirrah. 

Laxton* 
'Heart,  I  would  give  but  too  much  money  to  be  nibbling 
with  that  wench';  life,  (he  has  the  Spirit  of  four  great  parifhes, 

x*  fave  guard].    Sfctfott  5  f  Tkt  Mtrry  Devil  ofEdrmnfn,  v6l.  V. 

and 


OT 
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and  a  voice  that  will  drown  all  the  City:  Methinks  a  brave 
Captain  might  get  all  his  foldiers  upon  her,  and  ne'er  be  behold- 
ing to  a  company  of  Mile-end  milk  fops,  if  he  could  come 
on,  and  come  off  quick  enough :  Such  a  Moll  were  a  mari- 
bone  before  an  Italian ;  he  would  cry  bona  roba,  till  his  ribs 
were  nothing  but  bone.  I'll  lay  hard  fiege  to  her  ;  money  is 
that  Aqua  firths  that  eats  into  many  a  maidenhead,  where  the 
walls  are  fleih  and  blood.  I'll  ever  pierce  through  with  a 
golden  augre. 

Gofbawk* 
Now  thy  judgment,  Moll?  is't  not  good  ? 

Moll 
Yes  'faith,  'tis  very  good  tobacco :  How  do  you  fell  an 
ounce?  farewel.     God  b'y  you,  Miftrefs  Gallipot. 

Gq/bawk. 
.    Why,  Moll,  Moll. 

Moll. 
I  cannot  ftay  now  'faith ;  I  am  going  to  buy  a  (hag-ruff; 
the  (hop  will  be  (hut  in  presently. 

Go/bawi. 
'Tis  the  maddeft  fan  tall  ical  girl-— I  never  knew  fo  much 
fleih  and  (b  much  nimblenefs  put  together* 

Laxton. 
She  (lips  from  one  company  to  another,  like  a  fat  eel  be- 
tween a  Dutchman's  fingers : — I'll  watch  my  time  for  her. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Some  will  not  (lick  to  fay  (he's  a  man, 
And  fome  both  man  and  woman. 

Laxton* 
That  were  excellent  j  (lie  might  firft  cuckold  the  hufljand, 
and  then  make  him  do  as  much  for  the  wife. 

The  Featber-Jbop  again, 

MoU. 
Save  you ;  how  does  miftrefs  Tilt-yard  ? 

Jack  Dapper. 
Moll. 

Moll. 
Jack  Dapper. 
Vox.  VI.  C  Jack 
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Jack  Dapper > 
How  doflr,  Moli  ? 

Moil. 
I'll  tell  thee  by  and  by,  I  go  but  to  the  next  (hop. 

Jack  Dapper. 
Thou  (halt  find  me  here  this  hour  about  a  feather. 

Moll. 
Nay,  and  a  feather  hold  you  in  play  a  whole  hour,  a  goofe 
will  laft  you  all  the  days  of  your  lite.    Let  me  fee  a  good 
(hag-ruff.  [The  Sempfler-fbop. 

Mafier  Openwork. 
Miftrefs  Mary,  that  (halt  thou  i'faith,  and  the  beft  in  the 

(hop, 

Mijlrefs  Openwork. 
How  now !  greetings !  love  terms  with  a  pox  between 
you  I  have  I  found  out  one  of  your  haunts  ?  I  fend  you  for 
hollands,  and  you're  i'th'  the  low  countries  with  a  mifchief. 
I'm  ferv'd  with  good  ware  by  th'  (hift,  that  makes  it  lie  dead 
fo  long- upon  my  hands;  I  were  as  good  (hut  up  (hop,  for 
when  I  open  it  1  take  nothing. 

Mafier  Openwork. 
Nay,  and  you  fall  a  ringing  once,  the  devil  cannot  Hop 
you  ;  "I'll  out  of  the  belfry  as  fad  as  I  can — Moll. 

Mijlrefs  Openwork. 

Get  you  from  my  mop. 

Moll. 

r  m 

I  come  to  buy. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 

I'll  fell  ye  nothing  ;  I  warn  ye  my  houfe  and  (hop. 

Moll. 

You,  goody  Openwork,  you  that  prick  out  a  poor  living. 
And  few  many  a  bawdy  (kin-coat  together, 
Thou  private  pandrefs  between  fhirt  and  fmock, 
I  wifh  thee  for  a  minute  but  a  man : 
Thou  (houldil  never  ufe  more  Ihapes,  but  as  th'  art 
I  pity  my  revenge  :  new  my  fpleen's  up, 

Enter  a  fellow  with  a  long  rapier  by  his  fide. 

I  would  not  mock  it  willingly— ha,  be  thankful; 

•  Now  I  forgive  thee. 

*  Mijlrefs 
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Mifirefs  Openwork. 
Marry  hang  thee,  I  never"  afkt  forgivenefs  in  my  life* 

.     #  Moll. 

You  goodman  fwines  face. 

Fellow. 
What,  will  you  murder  me  ? 

Moll.  . 

You  remember,  (lave,  how  you  abus'd  me  t'other  night  in 
a  tavern. 

Fellow. 
Not  I  by  this  light. 

Moll.  m 
No,  but  by  candle-light  you  did :  you  have  tricks  to  fave 
your  oaths :  refervations  have  you  ?  and  I  have  referved  fome- 
what  for  you, — as  you  like  that,  call  for  more;  you  know  the 
fign  again. 

'  Fellow. 
Pox  an'r,  had  I  brought  any  company  along  with  me  to 
have  borne  witnefs  on'r,  'twold  ne'er  have  gricv'd  me ;  but 
to  be  (truck  and  nobody  by,  'tis  my  ill  fortune  fiill :  why, 
tread  upon  a  worm,  they  fay  'twill  turn  tail ;  but  indeed  a 
gentleman  mould  have  more  manners.  [Exit  Fellow. 

Laxton.  •. 

Gallantly  performed  i'faith,  Moll,  and  manfully;  I  love 
thee  for  ever  for't :  bafe  rogue !  had  he  ofFer'd  but  the  leaft 
counter-buff,  by  this  hand  I  was  prepared  for  him. 

Moll: 
You  prepared  for  him !  why  mould  you  be  prepared  for 
him  ?  was  he  any  more  than  a  man  ? 

Lax  ton.. 
No,  nor  fo  much  by  a  yard  and  a  handful,  London  mea- 
fure. 

Moll. 
Why  do  you  (peak  this  then !  do  you  think  I  cannot  ride 
a  llone  horfe,  unlefs  one  lead  him  by  th1  fnaffle  ? 

Lax  ton. 
Yes,  and  fit.  him  bravdy ;  I  know  thou  canlt,  Moll :  ftwas 
but  an  honeft  miftake  through  love,  and  I'll  make  amends 
for't  any  way  :  pr'ythee,  fweet  plump  Moll,  when  fhall  thou 
and  I  go  out  a  town  together  ? 

C  z  Moll. 
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Moll. 
Whither,  to  Tyburn  pr'ythee ? 

Laxton. 
Mafs    that's  out  a  town  indeed:   thou  hang'ft  fo  many 
jefts  upon  thy  friends  ft  ill.    I  mean  honeftly  to  Brentford, 
Staines,  or  Ware. 

mu 

What  to  do  there  ?• 

Laxton. 
Nothing  but  be  merry  and  lie  together :  I'll  hire  a  coach 
with  four  horfes. 

MAr 

I  thought  'twould  be  a  beaftly  journey ;  you  may  leave 
out  one  well ;  three  horfes  will  ferve,  if ,1  play  the  jade  my- 
felf. 

Laxton. 
Nay,  pufli,  th'art  fiich  another  kicking  wench ;  pr'ythee 
be  kind  and  let's  meet. 

Moll 
'Tis  hard  but  we  (hall  meet,  fir. 

Laxton* 
'  Nay,  but  appoint  the  place  then ;    there's  ten  angels  in, 
fair  gold,  Moll :  you  fee  I  do  not  trifle  with  you  ;  do  but  fay 
thou  will  meet  me,  and  I'll  have  a  coach  ready  for  thee* 

MolU 
Why  here's  my  hand,  I'll  meet  you,  fir. 

Laxton. 
Oh,  good  gold — the  place,  fweet  Moll  ? 

Moll. 
It  ftiall  be  your  appointment. 

Laxton. 
Somewhat  near  Holborn,  Moll. 

MolU 
In  Gray's-Inn'fiekjs  then. 

Laxton* 
A  match. 

Moll. 
Ill  meet  you  there. 

-  Laxton* 

The  hour? 

Moll. 
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Mall. 
Three, 

Laxion. 

That  will  be  time  enough  to  fup  at  Brentford. 

[Fall from  them  to  the  other. 
Mafter  Opemuork, 
I  am  of  fuch  a  nature,  fir,  I  cannot  endure  the  houfe  when 
flie  fcolds.  Sh'  has  a  tongue  will  be  heard  further  in  a  ftill 
morning  than  Saint  Antling's-bell :  fhe  rails  upon  me  for  for- 
reign  wenching,  that  I  being  a  freeman  mull  needs  keep  a 
whore  i'th'  fuburbs,  and  feek  to-  impoverifli  the  liberties : 
when  we  fall  out,  I  trouble  you  dill  to  make  all  whole  with 
my  wife. 

Go/hawk. 
No  trouble  at  all;  'tis  a  pleafure  to  me  to  join  things 
together. 

Mqfter  Openwork. 
Go  thy  ways ;  I  do  this  but  to  try  thy  honefty,  Gofhawk. 

^  [The  Feather  Jhop. 

Jack  Dapper. 
How  lik'ft  thou  this,  Moll  r 

Moll 
Oh  Angularly,  you're  fitted  now  for  a  bunch :  he  looks  for 
all  the  world  with  thofe  fpangled  feathers  like  a  nobleman's 
bedpoft  :  the  purity  of  your  wench  would  I  fain  try,  ftie 
feems  like  Kent  unconquered,  and  I  believe  as  many  wiles 
are  in  her — oh,  the  gallants  of  thefe  times  are  (hallow  let- 
chers,  they  put  not  their  courtfhip  home  enough  to  a  wench: 
'tis  impoflible  to  know  what  woman  is  thoroughly  honeft, 
becaufe  (he's  ne'er  thoroughly  tried;  I  am  of  that  certain 
belief  there  are  more  queans  in  this  town  of  their  own  making, 
than  of  any  man's  provoking  :  where  lies  the  flacknefs  then  ? 
many  a  poor  foul  would  down,  and  there's  nobody  will  pufh 
them: 

Women  are  courted,  but  ne*er  foundly  try'd, 
As  many  walk  in  fpurs  that  never  ride.         The  Se?npfier*sJhop9 

Mijlrefs  Openwork. 
Oh,  abominable! 

Gofhawk. 
Nay,  morel  tell'you  in  private^  he  keeps  a  whore  i'th'  fuburbs* 

C3  Mijlrefs 
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Miftrefs  Qjxnwork* 

0  fpittle  dealing!  I  came  to  him  a  gentlewoman  born* 
I'll  fhcw  you  mine  arms  when  you  pleafe,  fir, 

Gojbawk. 

1  had  rather  fee  your  legs,  and  begin  that  way. 

Mifirefs  Openwork. 
'Tis  well  known  he  took  me  from  a  lady's  fervice,  where  I 
was  well  beloved  of  the  iteward.     I  had  my  Latin  tongue, 
and  a  fpice  of  the  French,  before  I  came  to  him ;  and  now 
doth  he  keep  a  fuburbian  whore  under  my  noftrils  2 

Qojbavok. 
There's  ways  enough  to  cry  quit  with  him  ;  heark  in  thine 
ear. 

Mifirefs  Opcnwvrh. 
There's  a  friend  worth  a  million, 

Moll. 
I'll  try  one  fpear  againft  your  chaftjty,  miftrefs  Tiltyard, 
Though  it  prpve  too  fhort  by  the  burgh. 

Enter  Ralph  Trapdoor. 

Trapdoor* 

Mafs,  here  me  is.  ,.,,.,.„      •  1 

I'm  bound  already  to  ferve  her,  tho'  it  be  but  a  iluttilh  tnck. 
Blefs  my  hopeful  young  miftrefs  with  long  life  and  great 
limbs ;  fend  her  the  upper  hand  of  all  bailiffs,  and  ttieir  hun- 
gry adherents* 
*7  Moll, 

How  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

Ralph  Trapdoor* 
A  poor  ebbing  gentleman,  that  would  gladly  wait  for  the 

toung  flood  of  your  fervice. 
J  Moll. 

#[y  fervice !  wfrat  mould  move  you  to  offer  your  fervice  to 

me,  fir?  n7/T   x, 

Jtalpb  Trapdoor. 
The  love  I  bear  to  your  heroick  fpirit  and  mafculine  WQ* 

manhood. 

Moll. 

So,  fir,  put  cafe  we  mould  retain  you  to  us,  what  parts  are 
there'in  you  for  a  gentlewoman's  fervice  ?  ^ 
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Ralph  Trapdoor. 
Of    two    kinds,   right    worfhipful :    moveable,    and    im- 
moveable ;    moveable  to  run  of  errands,  and  immoveable  to 
ftand  when  you  have  occafion  to  ufe  me. 

Moll. 
What  ftrength  have  you  i 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
Strength,  miftrefs  Moll  ?   I  have  gone  up  into  a  fteeple,  and 
(laid  the  great  bell  as  it  has  been  ringing;  itopt  a  windmill 
going.     .  [Molls  trips  up  his  if  eels  %  he  falls. 

Moll. 
And  never  flruck  down  yourfelf. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
Stood  as  upright  as  I  do  at  this  prefent, 

Moll.      . 
Come,  I  pardon  you  for  this,  it  (hall  be  no  difgrace  to 
you :  I  have  flruck  up  the  heels  of  the  high  Germans  fize 
ere  now, — what,  not  lland  ? 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
I  am  of  that  nature  where  I  love,  I'll  be  at  my  miftrefs* 
foot  to  do  her  fervice. 

Moll.   # 
Why,  well  faid ;  but  fay  your  miftrefs  fhould  receive  injury, 
have  you  the  fpirit  of  fighting  in  you  ?  durft  you  fecond  her  ? 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
Life,  I  have  kept  a  bridge  myielf,  and  drove  feven  at  a  time 
before  me. 

MolU 
Aye? 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
But  they  were  all  Lincolnshire  bullocks  by  my  troth.  \Afide. 

Moll. 
Well,  meet  me  in  Gray's-inn-fields,  between  three   and 
four  this  afternoon;  and  upon  better  confideration  we'll  retain 
you. 

Ralph  Trapdoor. 
I  humbly  thank  your  good  miftrefsfhip ; 
J'H  crack  your  neck  for  this  kindnefs.  \Exit  Trapdoor. 

Lax  ton. 
Remember  three.  [Moll  meets  Lax  ton. 

C  4  Moll. 
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Moll. 
Nay,  if  I  fail  you,  hang  me. 

Laxton. 
Good  wench,  I'faith.  [then  Oftmxtorkm 

Moll. 
Who's  this? 

Mafter  Openwork* 
Tis  I,  Moll. 

Moll. 
Pr'ythee  tend  thy  (hop  and  prevent  baflards. 

Mafter  Openwork. 
We'll  have  a  pint  of  the  fame  wine  'faith,  Moll. 

{The  bell  rings* 
Gojbawk. 
Hark,  the  bell  rings!  come,  gentlemen. 
Jack  Dapper,  where  (hail's  all  munch  ? 

Jack  Dapper* 
I  am  for  Parker's  ordinary. 

Laxton. 
He's  a  good  gueft  to  them,  he  deferves  his  board ; 
He  draws  all  the  gentlemen  in  a  term  time  thither  : 
We'll  be  your  followers,  Jack  ;  lead  the  way ; 
Look  you,  by  my  faith,  the  fool  has  feathered  his  neft  well. 

"{Exeunt  •Gallants. 

Enter  Mafter  Gallipot,  -Mafter  Tiltyard,    and  Servants  with  , 

Water  Spaniels  and  a  duck. 

Mafter  Tiltyard. 
Come,  (hut  up  your  (hops ;  where's  mafter  Openwork  ? 

*     Miftrtfs  GaUitot.  - 

Nay,  aflc  not  me,  mafter  Tiltyara. 

-  Mafter  Tiltyard.       ,     » 
Where's  his  water-dog,  puh— pill — hur— hur— pift. 

Mafter  Gallipot.    . 
Come,  wenches,  come,  we're  going  all  to  Hogfdon. 

Miftrcfs  Gallipot. 
To  Hogfdon,  hufband  i 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Ay,  to  Hogfdon,  pigfny, 

Miftrefs 
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Mijlrefs  Gallipot. 
Tm  not  ready,  hufband.  [Spits  in  the  Jogs  mouth* 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
'Faith,  that's  well — hum — pift — pift. 
Come,  miftrefs  Openwork,  you  are  fo  long—. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
I  have  no  joy  of  my  life,  matter  Gallipot. 

*  Mafter  Gallipot. 

Pufli,  let  your  boy  lead  his  water  ipaniel  along,  and  we'll 
(how  you  the  braveft  fport lf  at  parlous  pond, ,9  he  trug,  he 
true,  he  trug ;  here's  the  beft  duck  in  England,  except  my 
wife;. he,  he,  he,  fetch,  fetch;  come,  let's  away : 
Of  all  the  year  this  is  the  fporrfurit  day.  [Kxettht. 

Enter  Sebaftian  filus. 

Sebaftian. 
If  a  man  have  a  free  will,  where  ftould  the  trie 
More  perfect  fhine  than  in  his  will  to  love  ? 
All  creatures  have  their  liberty  in  that, 

Enter  Sir  Alexander,  and  lift  ens  to  him* 

Tho'  elfe  kept  under  fervile  yoke  and  fear ; 
The  very  bond-flave  has  his  freedom  there. 
Amongft  a  world  «f  creatures  voie'd  and  filent, 
Muft  my  defires  wear  fetters  ? — yea,  are  you 
So  near  ?  then  I  muft  break  with  my  heart's  truth ; 
Meet  grief  at  a  back  way — well :  why  fuppofe, 
The  two-leav'd  tongues  of  flander  or  of  truth 
Pronounce  Moll  loathfome :  if  before  my  love 

18  at  parlous  pond,"]  This  I  imagine  is  the  fame  place  now  called 
peer  lefs  pool.  It  is  fituated  near  Old-ftreet  road,  and  was  formerly  a 
fpring  that,  over-flowing  its  banks,  caufed  a  very  dangerous  pond,  which,  . 
from  the  number  of  pcrfons  who  loft  their  lives  there,'  obtained  the  name 
of  Perilous  Pool.  To  prevent  thefe  accidents,  it  was  in  a  manner  filled 
'up  until  the  year-  1743,  when  it  was  inclofed,  and  converted  into  a 
bathing  place. 

■9  Hey,  trug,  trug,  trujr,  &c]  I  fuppofe  Trug  is  the  tame  of  the 
fpaniel  whom  he  Is  fending  into  the  water  to  hunt  ducks  ;  or  elfe  that 
he  means  to  fay  trudge,  trudge.      S. 

She 
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» 

She  appear  fair,  what  injury  have  I  ? 
I  have  the  thing  I  like :  in  all  things  elfe 
Mine  own  eyes  guide  me,  and  I  find  'em  profper. 
Life,  what  vfhould  ail  it  now  ?  I  know  thac  man. 
Ne'er  truly  loves,  if  he  gainfay't  he  lyes, 
That  winks  and  marries  with  his  father's  eyes* 
I'll  keep  mine  own  wide  open. 

Enter  Moll,  and  a  Porter  with  a  viol  on  his  back* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrawe. 
-    Here's  brave  wilfulnefs  !  " 
A  made  match,  here  (he  comes,  they  met  a  purpofe. 

Porter. 
Muft  I  carry  this  great  fiddle  to  your  chamber,  miftrefs 
Mary  ? 

Moll 
Fiddle,  goodman  hog-rubber !  fome  of  thefe  porters  bear 
fo  much  for  others,  they  have  no  time  to  carry  wit  for  thein- 
felves. 

Porter. 
To  your  own  chamber,  miftrefs  Mary  ? 

Moll. 
Who'll  hear  an  afs  fpeak  ?  whither  elfe,  goodman  pageant* 
bearer  \  they're  people  of  the  woi  ft  memories.    [Exit  Porter^ 

Sebaftian  Wcngrave. 
Whyi  'twere  too  great  a  burthen,  love,  to  have  them  carry 
'  things  in  their  minds,  and  a'their  backs  together. 

Moll. 
Pardon  me,  fir,  I  thought  not  you  fo  near. 

Sir  Alexander  W engrave. 
So,  To,  fo. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
I  would  be  nearer  to  thee,  and  in  that  famioa 
That  makes  the  beft  part  of  all  creatures  honeft, 
No  otherwife  I  wifh  it. 

Moll. 
Sir,  I  am  fb  poor  to  requite  you,  you  muft  look  for  nothing 
but  thanks  of  me  :  I  have  no  humour  to  marry,  I  love  to  lie 
aboth  fides  ath9  bed  royfelf ;  and  again  o'th'  other  fide,  a  wife 

5  y°w 
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yeu  know  ought  to  be  obedient ;  but  I  fear  me  I  am  too 
headftrong  to  obey,  therefore  1*11  ne'er  go  about  it.  I  love 
you  fo  well,  fir,  lor  your  good  will,  I'd  be  loath  you  lhould 
repent  your  bargain  after;  and  therefore  well  ne'er  come 
together  at  firft :  I  have  the  head  now  of  myfelf,  and  am  man 
enough  for  a  woman  :  marriage  is  but  a  chopping  and  chang- 
ing ;  where  a  maiden  Jofes  one  head,  and  has. a  worfe  i'th9 
place. 

/  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

The  moft  comfortableil  anfwer  from  a  Roaring  Girl,  that 
eyer  mine  ears  drunk  in. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
This  were  enough  now  to  affright  a  fool  for  ever  from  thee, 
when  'tis  the  mufick  that  I  love  thee  for. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengr&ve* 
There's  a  boy  fpoils  all  again. 

Moll. 
Believe  it,  fir,  I  am  not  of  that  difdainful  temper,  but  I 
.could  love  you  faithfully. 

"  Sir  Alexander  Wengravem 
A  pox  on  you  for  that  word.     I  like  you  not  now, 
Y'are  a  cunning  roarer  I  fee  that  already. 

Moll. 
But  fleep  upon  this  once  more,  fir  ;  you  may  chance  fhift 
a  mind  to-morrow  ;  be  not  too  haily  to  wrong  yourfelf ;  never 
while  you  live,  fir,  take  a  wife  running,  many  have  run  out 
at  heels  that  have  don't ;  you  fee,  fir,  I  ipeak  agamft  myfelf; 
and  if  eveiy  woman  w©uld  deal  with  their  fuiter  fo  honeftly, 
poor  younger  brothers  would  not  be  fo  often  gull'd  with  old 
cozening  widows,  that  turn  o'er  all  their  wealth  in  trull  to 
fome  kinfman,  and. make  the  poor  gentleman  work  hard  for  a 
penfion  :  fare  you  well,  fir. 

Sebaftian  JPengrave, 
Nay,  pr'ythee,  one  word  more. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave, 
How  do  I  wrong  this  girl!  (he  puts  him  off  (till. 

MolL 
Think  upon  this  in  cold  blood,  fir :  you  make  as  mach 
Jiafte  as  if  you  were  a  going  upon  a  (turgeon  voyage.    Take 

deliberation, 
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deliberation!  fir ;  never  chufe  a  wife  aB  if  you  were  going  to 
*°  Virginia. 

.  Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
And  fo  we  parted,  my  too  curfed  fate ! 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravc. 
She  is  but  cunning,  gives  him  longer  time  in?t. 

Enter  a  Taylor. 

Taylor. 
Miftrefs  Moll,  miftrefs  Moll:  foho,  ho,  fo,  ho. 

Moll. 
There,  boy ;  there,- boy ;  what  doft  thou  go  a  hawking  after 
me  with  a  red  clout  on  thy  finger  i 

Taylor. 
I  forgot  to  take  meafure  on  you  for  your  new  breeches. 

Sir  Alexander  IP  engrave. 
Hoyda,  breeches  !  what  will  he  marry  a  monfter  with  two 
trinkets  !  what  age  is  this  ?  if  the   wife  go  in  breeches,  the  - 
man  muft  wear  long  coats  like  a  fool. 

Moll. 
What  fidling's  here !  would  not  the  old  pattern  have  ferv'd 
your  turn  ? 

Taylor. 
You  change  the  fkfhion;  you  fay  you'll  have  the  great 
Dutch  flop,  miftrefs  Mary. 

Moll. 
Why,  fir,  I  fay  fo  (till. 

Taylor. 
Your  breeches  then  will  take  up  a  yard  more. 

Moll. 
Well,  pray  look  it  be  put  in  then. 

Taylor. 
It  (hall  ftand  round  and  full  I  warrant  you*. 

MolU 
Pray  make  'em  eafy  enough. 

Taylor. 
I  know  my  fault  now,  t'other  was  fomewhat  ftifF  between 
the  legs,  I'll  make  thefe  open  enough  I  warrant  you. 

*°  Virginia.]  Great  efforts  were  ufed  about  this  time  to  fettle  Virginia. 

Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Jfcngrave. 
Here's  good  geer  towards,  I  have  brought  up  my  ion  to 
marry  a  Dutch,  (lop,  and  a  French  doublet;   a  eodpeice, 
daughter. 

Taylor* 
So,  I  have  gone  as  far  as  I  can  go. 

.  Moll. 
Why  then  farewell. 

Taylor. 
If  you  go  prefently  to  your  chamber!  miftreis  Mary,  pray 
fend  me  the  meafure  of  your  thigh,  by  fome  honeft  body. 

Moll. 
Well,  fir,  111  fend  it  by  a  porter  prefently.       {Exit  MohV 

Taylor. 
So  you  had  need,  it  is  a  lufty  one ;  both  of  them  would 
make  any  porter's  back  ach  in  England.  [Exit  Taylor* 

Sebaftian  IVengraiK. 
I  have  examined  the  belt  part  of  man, 
Reafon  and  judgment ;  and  in  love  they  tell  me, 
They  leave  me  uncontroul'd ;  he  that  is  fway'd 
By  an  unfeeling  blood,  pail  heat  of  love, 
His  fpring  time,  mull  needs  err,  his  watch  ne'er  goes  right. 
That  fets  his  diall  by  a  rufty  clock. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
So,'  and  which  is  that  rufty  clock,  fir,  you? 

Sebaftian  Wengrarve. 
The  clock  at  Ludgate,  fir,  it  ne'er  goes  true* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrawe. 
But  thou  goeft  falfer  :•  not  thy  father's  cares 
Can  keep  thee  right ;  when  that  infentlbte  work 
Obeys  the  workman's  art,  lets  off  the  hour, 
And  flops  again  when  time  is  fatisfied  : 
But  thou  run'ft  on,  and  judgment,  thy  main  wheel, 
Beats  by  all  flops,  as  if  the  work  would  break, 
Begun  with  long  pains  for  a  minute's  ruin: 
Much  like  a  fuffering  man  brought  up  with  care  ; 
At  laft  bequeathed  to  fhame  and  a  fhort  prayer. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
I  tafie  you  bitterer  than  I  can  delerve,  fir, 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

Who  has  bewitched  thee,  Ton  ?  what  devil  or  drug 
Has  wrought  upon  the  weaknefs  of  thy  blood, 
And  betray'd  all  her  hopes  to  ruinous  folly  ? 
Oh,  wake  from  drowfy  and  enchanted  fhame, 
Wherein  thy  foul  fits  with  a  golden  dream 
Flatter'd  and  poifoned  ;  I  am  old,  my  fon ; 
Oh,  let  me  prevail  quickly  ! 
For  I  have  weightier  bufinefs  of  mine  own 
Than  to  chide  thee:  I  null  not  to  my  grave, 
As  a  drunkard  to  his  bed,  whereon  he  lies 
Only  to  deep,  and  never  cares  to  rife  : 
Let  me  difpatch  in  time,  come  no  more  near  her. 

Sebqftian  Wengrave. 

Not  honeftly  ?  not  in  the  way  of  marriage  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

What  fay'ft  thou  ?  marriage  ?  in  what  place  ?  the  Seflions- 
houfe?  and  who  (hall. give  the  bride,  pr'ythee?  an  indite- 
ment  ? 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 

Sir,  now  ye  take  part  with  the  world  to  wrong  her. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
-Why,  would'fl  thou  fain  marry  to  be  pointed  at  ? 
Alas  !  the  number's  great,  do  not  o'erburden'r. 
Why  as  good  marry  a  beacon  on  a  hill, 
Which  all  the  couptry  6x  their  eyes  upon, 
As  her  thy  folly  doats*on.     If  thou  long'ft 
To  have  the  ftory  of  thy  infamous  fortunes 
Serve  for  difcourfe  in  ordinaries  and  taverns, 
Th'art  in  the  way  :  or  to  confound  thy  name, 
Keep  on,  thou  canft  not  mifs  it :  or  to  ftrike 
Thy  wretched  father  to  untimely  coldnefs, 
Keep  the  left  hand  Hill,  it  will  bring  thee  to't. 
Yet  if  no  tears  wrung  from  thy  father's  eyes, 
Nor  fighs  that  flye  in  fparkles,  from  his  forrows, 
Had  power  to  alter  what  is  wilful  in  thee, 
Methinks  her  very  name  mould  fright  thee  from  her, 
And  never  trouble  me. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 

Why,  is  the  name  of  Moll  fo  fatal,  fir  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 

Many  one,  fir,  where  fufpeft  is  entered ; 
For  feek  aH  London  from  one  end  to  t'other, 
More  whores  of  that  name,  than  of  any  ten  other. 

Sebqftian  Wengrave* 

What's  that  to  her?  let  thofe  blufli  for  themfelves. 
Can  any  guilt  in  others  condemn  her? 
I've  vow'd  to  love  her :  let  all  {forms  oppofe  me, 
That  ever  beat  againft  the  bread  of  man, 
Nothing  but  death's  black  tempeft  (hall  divide  us.  ♦ 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrarve. 

Oh,  folly  that  can  dote  on  nought  but  fhame ! 

• Sebqftian  Wengrave, 

Put  cafe,  a  wanton  itch  runs  through  one  name 
More  then  another,  is  that  name  the  worfe, 
Where  honefty  fits  poffeft  in't  ?  it  mould  rather 
Appear  more  excellent,  and  deferve  more  praife, 
When  through  foul  mifts  a  brightnefs  it  can  raifew 
Why  there  are  of  the  devils,  honeft  gentlemen, 
And  well  defcended,  keep  an  open  houfe, 
And  fome  of  the  good  man's  that  are  errant  knaves. 
He  hates  unworthily,  that  by  rote  contemns,  ' 

For  the  name  neither  faves,  nor  yet  condemns  ; 
And  for  her  honefty,  I  have  made  fuch  proof  on't, 
In  feveral  forms,  fo  nearly  watcht  her  ways, 
I  will  maintain  that  ftri&,  again  ft  an  army, 
Excepting  you,  my  father :  here's  her  worft, 
Sh'  has  a  bold  fpirit  that  mingles  with  mankind, 
But  nothing  elfe  comes  near  it :  and  oftentimes 
Through  her  apparel  fomewhat  fharaes  her  birth, 
But  (he  is  loofe  in  nothing  but  in  mirth : 
Would  all  Molls  were  no  worfe  ! 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 

This  way  I  toil  in  vain,  and  %t  give  but  aim 
To  infamy  and  ruin  :  he  will  fall, 
My  blefling  cannot  ftay  him  :  all  my  joys 
Stand  at  the  brink  of  a  devouring  flood, 
And  will  be  wilfully  fwallowed  :  wilfully. 
But  why  {0  vain  ?  let  all  thefe  tears  be  loft, 
J'llpurfue  her  to  fhame,  and  fo  all's  croft.  [Exit  Sir  Alexander* 

*x  give  but  aim]    See  Note  23  to  CerruHa,  vol.  II.  p.  277. 

Sebqftian 
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Sehaftian  Wengravc* 
He  is  gone  with  fome  ftrange  purpofe,  whofe  effect 
Will  hurt  me  little  if  he  fhoot  fo  wide, 
To  think  I  love  fo  blindly:  I  but  feed 
His  heart  to  this  match,  to  draw* on  th*  other, 
Wherein  my  joy  fits  with  a  full  wifh  crown'd, 
Only  his  mood  excepted,  which  muft  change 
By  oppofite  policies,  cpurfes  indirect; 
Plain  dealing  in  this  world  takes,  no1  effect.  « 

This" mad  girl  Til  acquaint  with  my  intent, 
Get  her  aiMance,  make  my  fortunes  known, 
Twist  lover's  hearts,  (he's  a  fit  inftrurnent, 
And  has  the  art  to  help  them  to  their  own : 
By  her  advice,  for  in  that  craft  fhVs  wife, 
My  love  and  I  may  meet,  fpke  of  all  fpies.  [Exit  Sebaftian. 

Enter  Laxton  in,Gray\s~Inn:fields  with  the  Coachman* 

Laxton. 
Coachman. 

Coachman* 
Here,  fir. 

Laxton. 
There's  a  teller  more;   pr'ythee   drive  thy  coach  to  the 
hither  end  of  Marybone-park,  a  fit  place  for  Moll  to  get  in. 

Coachman* 
Marybone-park,  fir? 

Laxton. 
Ay,  it's  in  our  way,  thou  know'ft. 

Coachman. 
It  (hall  be  done,  fir. 

Laxton. 
Coachman. 

Coachman. 
Anon,  fir. 

Laxton. 
a*  Are  we  fitted  with  good  phrampel  jades  ? 

Coachman. 

**  Art  we  fitted noithgtod  fhpgmpil  jadtsfl     Pbrempel  in  this -place 
Mr.  Stccrens  cpofidcrs  as  the  word  frfimPoIa9  ufed  by  Shakfpeare,  in 

The 


i 


.    Tti£  SOARING   GIRL.  fo 

Coachman* 
The  bed  in  Smithfield  I  warrant  you,  fir. 

Lax  ton. 
May  we    (afely  tak«  the  upper  hand  of  any  cnaclit" tri- 
vet .cap,  or  tururffety  jacket?  for  they  keep  a  vile  fwavgerimj 
in  coaches  now- a -days  ;  the  hi  oh  ways  are  ftopt  with  them. ' , 

Coachman.  ' '      '\ 

My  life  for  yours,  and  baffle  'em  too\  fir,— why,  thev  are 
the  fame  jades  believe  it,  fir,  that  have  drawn  all  your  faoious 
whores  to  Ware. 

Laxton*  '•'  '-  ** 

Nay;  then  they  know  their  bufinefs,-  they  need  no  more 
inflrudtions.  ' 

Coachman* 
They're  fo  us'd  4o  fuch  journies,  fir,  I  never  ufe  whip  to 
'cm  ;  tor  if  they  catch  but  the  fcent  of  a  wench  orrce,  they 
run  like  devils.  '  [Exit  Coachman  with  his  wbtpi 

Laxton, 
Fine  Cerberus !  that  rogue  will  have  the  ftart  of  a  thoit- 
iand  ones ;  for  whilir.  others  trot  a  foot,  he'll  ride  prancing 
to  hell  upon  a  coach- horfe. 

Stay,  tis  now  about  the  hour  of  her  appointment^  but  yet  I 
Yhe  clock  1  fee  her  not.  Hark !  what's  this  ?  one,  two,  three, 
Jirikes  three.  J  three  by  the  clock  at  Savoy ;  thi$  is  the. hour,  and 
Gray's- Inn  fields  the  place,  (he  fwore  (he'd  meet  me  t  ha,- 
yonder's  two  Inns-a-court  men  with  one  wench,  but  that'g 
not  (he,  they  walk  toward  Iflington  out  of  my  way ;  I4ee 
none  yet  dreft  like  her ;  I  muft  look  for  a  (hag  ruff,  a  freeze 
jcrken,  a  (hurt  fword,  -and  a  %l  fafeguard,  or  I  get  none :  why, 
Moll,  pr'ythee  make  haile,  or  the  Coachman  will  curie  us 
anon. 

fbt  Merry  Wives  of  Wlndjor,  A.  *.  S«  2.  but  diflfertntly  (pelt.  See  hit 
note  on  the  paffage.  Pbrampel  hertf  Appears  to  figmiyjiery  or  mstt/efome  % 
and  the  word  as  ufed  by  Shakfpeare  and  the  other  writers,  quoted  fcy 
Mr.  Steevens,  Teems  generally  to  denote  fome thing  wild,  extravagant,  *t 
irregular, 

*3  fafeguard,}     See  p.  34, 
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Enter  Moll,  like  a  man. 

Moll. 
.  Qb,  here's  my  gentleman:  if  they  would  keep  their  day* 
M  .well  with  their  Mercers,  as  their  hours  with  their  harlots, 
no  bankrupt,  would  give  feven  fcere  pound  for  a  ferjeant's 
place ;  for  would  you  know  a  catchpole  rightly  derived,  the 
corruption  of  a  citizen,  is  the  generation  of  a  ferjeant :  bow 
^if  eye  hawks  for  venery  1  come,  you  are  ready,  fir  ? 

Laxton. 
Ready,  for  what,  fir? 

Do  you  aik  that  now,  fir  ?  why  was  this  meeting, 'pointed  ? 

Laxton* 
I  thought  you  mitfook  me,  fir : 
You  fecra  to  be  fome  young  barrifter, 
I  have  no  fuit  in  law — all  my  land's  fold, 
1  praife  heaven  for't;  tTias  rid  me  of  much  trouble. 

Moll. 
Then  I  mud  wake  you,  fir ;  where  {lands  the  coach  f 

Laxton* 
Whofethis?  Moll:  honeft  Moll? 

Moll.    .  . 
'  So  young,  and  purblind  ?  you're  an  old  wanton  in  your  eyes, 
I  fee  that. 

Laxton* 
Th'art  admirably  fuited  for  *4  the  three  pigeon*  at  Brent- 
ford; I'll  fwear  I  knew  thee  .nor, 

Moll. 
I'll  fwear  you  did  not :  but  you  (hall  know  me  now. 

Laxton.  t 

No  not  here,  we  (hall  be  fpy'd  'faith ;  the  coach  Is  better, 
come* 

-.  Stay. 

»  •■  •    .  *  * 

**  the  three  pigeons  at  Brentford^  This  Inn  was  afterwards  kept  by 
Jiohn  Lowcn,  the  celebrated  Player.  See  Dialogue  m  Playt  and  P layer i9 
vol.  XIL 

Laxton. 
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JLaxtotm   - 
What  wilt  thou  untrufs  a  point,  Moll  ? 

[She puts  of  her  cloak  and  draws* 

Yes ;  here's  the  point  that  I  unrrufi,  'thas  but  one  tag,  'twill 
ferve  though  to  tie  up  a  rogue's  tongue. 

Laxton. 
How! 

MoB. 
There's  the  gold  with  which  you  hirM  your  hackney,  here*! 
her  pace; 
She  racks  hard,  and  perhaps  your  hones  will  feel  it : 
Ten  angels  of  mine  own,  I've  put  to  thine,  win  'em,  and 


wear  'em. 


Laxton* 

Hold,  Moil ;  iriiftrefs  Mary. 

Moll. 

Draw,  or  111  ferve  an  execution  on  thee, 
Shall  lay  thee  up  till  doomfday. 

Laxton. 

Draw  upon  a  woman  I  why,  what  doft  mean,  Moll  t 

Moll. 
.    To  teach  thy  bale  thoughts  manners :  th'art  one  of  thofe 
That  thinks  each  woman  thy  fond  flexible  whore ; 
If  (he  but  caft  a  liberal  eye  upon  thee, 
Turn  back  her  head,  (he's  thine ;  or  amon^ft  company 
By  chance  drink  firft  to  thee,  then  (he's*  quite  gone, 
There  is  no  means  to  help  her :  nay  for  a  need, 
Wilt  fwear  unto  thy  credulous  fellow  letchers, 
That  th'art  more  in  favour  with  a  lady  at  firft  fight 
Than  her  monkey  all  her  life  time. 
How  many  of  our  fex,  by  fuch  as  thou, 
Hare  their  good  thoughts  paid  with  a  blafbed  name 
That  never  deferved  loofly,  or  did  trip 
In  path  of  whoredom,  beyond  cup  and  lip ! 
But  for  the  ftain  of  confeience,  and  of  foul, 
Better  had  Women  fall  into  the  hands 
Of  an  aft  filent,  than  a  bragging  nothing, 
There  is  no  mercy  Xn't— what  durfl  move  you,  fir, 
To  think  me  whorifh  ?  a  name  which  I'd  tear  out 

D  a  /  From 
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From  the  as  high  German's,  threat,  if  it  lay  *°  leiger  there 

To  difparch  privy  flandcrs  againft  me* 

In  thee  I  defy  all-men,  their  wotft  hates. 

And  their  bed  flatteries,  all  their  golden  witchcrafts, 

With  which  they  intangle  the  poor  fpifits  of  fools, 

Diftreffed  needle-women,  and  trade-  fall'n  wives* 

Fifh  that  mufl  needs  bite,  or  themfelves  be  bitten, 

Such  hungry  things  as  thefe  may  foon  be  took 

With  a  worm  fattened  on  a  golden  hock. 

Thofe  are -the  letcher's  food,  his  prey,  he  Watches  . 

For  quarrelling  *7  wedlocks,  and  poor  (hifting  fitters; 

'Tis  the  beft  fifh  he  takes :  but  why,  good  fiftierman, 

Am  I, thought  meat  for  you,  that  never  yet 

Had  angling  rod  caft  towards  me  ?  caufe  yoji'irfay 

I'm  given  to  fport,  I'm  often  merry,  jeft : 

Had  mirth  no  kindred  in  the  world  but  luft/  ; 

O  fhame  take  all  her  friends  then  !  but  how'er 

Thou  and  the  bafer  world  cenfure  my  life, 

1^1  fend  'em  word  by  thee,  and  write  fo  much 

Upon  thy  breall,  caufe  thou  ihalt  bear't  in  mind, 

Tell  them  'twere  bafe  to  yield  where  I  have  conquerM  ; 


*5  big  b  German's  throat]  This  man  is  taken  notice  of  before  in  this  play. 
He  feems  to  .have  been  noted  for  bis  extraordinary  strength,  and  is  pro- 
pably  the  fame  perfon  mentioned  in  The  Curtaine  Drawer  of  the  rVorld9 
1612,  4*o.  p.  27.  '•  Alke  but  this  Curtaine  Drawer  and  he  will  tell  you, 
"  that  few  there  are,  and  thofe  efcape  very  hardly  like  the  bird  out  of 
"  the  fnare,  like  the  German  out  of  Wood-ftreet,  or  thofe  that  commit 
"  murder,  or  like  him  that  eicapes  the  hangman  from  the  tree  of  exe- 
•*  cution." 

a6  fieger]  i.  e.  rclident  ambaflador. 

*7  wedlocks,]  i.  e.  wives.     So,  in  The  Foeta/ler,  A.  4.  S.  3.  "  Which. 
4i  of  thefe  is  thy  wedlock,  Menelaus  ?" 
The  Devil  is  an  Afa  A.  1.  S.  3. 

u  -—you  do  fee,  good  wedlock, 
«  How  I  direfted  him  }" 
Marfton's   Par  aft  taper,  A.  2.  S.  1. — .  but  to  lie  With  one's  brother"* 
*  wedlock,  O  my,  dear  Herode  'tis  vile  and  uncommon  loft  \" 
Churchyard's  Challenge,  1593,  f>.  £33  : 

"  My  wedlocke  now,  not  hearing  of  thefe  newes, 
"  Made  no  haft  home,  till  I  was  ore  the  ihewes.". 
80  Matrimcnium'ii  ufed,  as  Mr.  Sympfrn  ebferves,  for  Ux w>  more  thaa 
obcc,  by  Judia. 

I  feorn 
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I  (corn  to  proftitute  myfelf  to  a  man ; 
I  that  can  proititute  a  man  to  roe ; 
And  fo  I  greet  thee. 

Laxton. 
Hear  me. 

Moll. 

Would  the  fpirits  of  all  my  (landers  were  carpt  in  thine, 
That  I  might  vex  an  army  at  one  ttm  e! 

Laxton. 
I  do  repent  me,  liold !  \Vbyfigbu 

MoU. 
You'll  die  the  better  Chriftian  then. 

Laxton. 
I  do  confefs  I  have  wrongM  thee,  Moll.    * 

Moll 
Confeflion  is  but  poor  amends  for  wrong, 
Unlefs  a  rope  would  follow. 

Laxton. 
I  afk  thee  pardon. 

MoU. 
Fm  your  hir'd  whore,  fir. 

Laxton. 
I  yield  both  purfe  and  body. 

MM 
Both  are  mine,  and  now  at  my  difpofing. 

Laxton. 

Spare  my  life. 

MoU. 

I  fcorn  to  flrike  thee  bafely. 

Laxton. 
Spoke  like  a  noble  girl  i'raith. 
Heart,  I  think  I  fight  with  a  familiar,  or  the  Ghoft  of  a  fencer. 
She  has  wounded  me  gallantly ;  call  you  this  a  letcherous  vifage  r 
Here's  blood  would  have  ferv'd  me  this  feven  years  in  broken 
heads  and  cut  fingers;  and  it  now  runs  all  out  together.    Pox, 
athe  three  pigeons  !  I  would  the  coach  were  here  now  to  carry 
me  to  the  Chirurgion's.  [Exit  Laxton. 

Moll, 
If  I  could  meet  my  enemies  one  bv  one  thus, 
I  might  nuke  pretty  fluft  with  them  in  time; 

D3  And 


1 


j«.  THE  ROARING  GIRL. 

And  make  tbem  know,  (he  that  has  wit,  and  fpirir, 

May  fcorn  to  live  beholding  to  her  body  for  meat ; 

Or  for  apparel  like  your  common  dame, 

That  makes  fliame  get  her  cloaths  to  cover  fhame. 

Bafe  is  that  mind,  that  kneels  unto  her  body, 

As  if  a  hufband  flood  in  awe  on's  wife,  ' 

My  fpirit  (hall  be  roiftrefs  of  this  houfe  . 

As  long  as  1  have  time  in'*.— —Oh, 

Enter  Trapdoor.* 

Here  comes  my  man  that  would  be :  'tis  his  hour. 
'Faith,  a  good  well-fet  fellow,  if  his  fpirit 
Be  anfwerable  *8  to  his  umbjes  ;  he  walks  ftiff, 
But  whether  he  will  (land  to't  ftifly,  there's  the  point ; 
Has  a  good  calf  for'c ;   and  ye  fhall  have  many  a  woman 
Choofe  him  (he  means  to  make  her  head,  by  his  calf: 
]  do  not  know  their  tricks  in't ;  'faith  hefeems 
A  man  without ;  I'll  try  what  he  is  within. 

Trapdoor, 
She  told  me  GrayVInn-fields  twixt  three  and  four; 
I'll  fit  her  miftrefsfhip  with  a  piece  of  fervice  : 
I'm  hir'd  to  rid  the  town  of  one  mad  girl.         [Sbejujiks  him* 
What  a  pox  ails  you,  fir  ? 

MoU.      .      • 
He  begins  like  a  gentleman. 

Trapdoor* 
'Heart,  is  the  field  fo  narrow,  or  your  eye-fight  I   • 
Life,  he  comes  back  again.  [She  comes  towards  him** 

MoU. 
'    Was  this  fpoke  to  me,  fir  ? 

Trapdoor, 
I  cannot  tell,  fir. 

MoU.     v 
Go,  }  'are  a  coxcomb* 

Trapdoor* 
Coxcomb ! 

**  tohisumbhi]  i.e.  his  infidel  Umbles  are  the  entrails  of  a  deer. 
So,  in  Holingfhed's  Cbrcmcle,  vol.  I.  p.  204.  "  •—the  keeper  hath  the 
"  ikin,  head,  umbUs}  chine,  and  ihouldcfs,"        S. 

Moll 
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.Moll. 
TPare  a  flare 

Trapdoor* 
I  hope  there's  law  for  you/fir. 

Moll. 
Yes,  do  you  fee,  fir.  [Turns  his  hat. 

Trapdoor. 
'Heart,  this  is  no  good  dealing :  pray  let  me  know  what 
houfe  you  are  of. 

Moll. 
One  x>f  the  Temple,  fir.  [Philips  him. 

Trapdoor* 
Mafs  fo  me  thinks. 

Mdl. 
And  yet  fometime  I  lie  about  Chick-lane. 

Trapdoor. 
f    T  like  you  the  worfe,  becaufc  you  (hi  ft  your  lodging  fo  often ; 
I'll  not  meddle  with  you  for  that  trick,  fir. 

Moll. 
A  good  (hi ft ;  but  it  fhall  not  ferve  your  turn. 

Trapdoor. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  pafs  about  my  bufinefs,  fir? 

Moll.  ^ 
Your  bufinefs !  Ivlf  make  you  wait  on  me  before  I  have  done, 
and  glad  to  ferve  me  too. 

Trapdoor. 
How,  fir!  fervc  you  ?  not  if  there  were  no  more  men  in 
England. 

MoU. 
But  if  there  were  nor  more  women  in  England, 
I  hope  you'd  wait  upon  your  miftrefa  then  ? 

Trapdoor. 
Miflrefs ! 

Moll. 
Oh,  you  are  a  try'd  fpirit  at  a  pufh,  fir ! 

Trapdoor. 
What  would  your  worfhip  have  me  do  ? 

Moll.    . 
Ycu  a  fighter ! 

D  4  Trapdoor. 
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Trqpdoor. 

No,  I  praife  heaven  ;  I  had  better  grace  and  more  manner* 


Moll. 


J-r, 


As  how  I  pray,  fir  ? 

Trapdoor. 
Life*  'thad  been  a  beaftly  part  of  me  to  have  drawn  my 
weapons  upon  my  miftrefs ;  all  the  world  would  have  cry'd 
fhame  of  me  for  that, 

Mctt. 
Why,  but  you  knew  me  nor. 

Trapdoor, 
Do  not  hy  fo,  miftrefs  ;  I  knew  you  by  your  wide  ftraddle, 
as  well  as  if  f  had  been  in  your  belly. 

Moll. 
Well,  we  (hall  try  yQu  further ;  i\V  mean  time  we  give  you 
entertainment. 

Trapdoor, 
Thank  your  good  miftrefslhip. 

Moll. 
How  many  fuits  have  you  ? 

Trapdoor, 
♦   No  more  fuits  than  backs,  mifhefs. 

'   Molb  . 
Well,  if  you  deferve,  I  call  off  this,  next  week. 

And  you  may  creep  into'u 

Trapdoor, 

Thank  your  good  worlhip. 

Moll.  9 

Come  follow  me  ro  S.  Thomas  Apoftles  ; 

I'll  put  a  livery  cloal^upon  your  back,  the  fir  ft  thing  I  do. 

Trapdoor. 

I  follow  my  dear  miftrefs.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Mtjlrefe  Gallipot  as  from  /upper  ,  her  bvjband  after  )j*\ 

Mafter  Gallipot.  ' 
What,  Pru  ;  Nav,  fvveet  Prudence. 

,'       M'ftrefs  Gallipot. 

What  a  pruing  keep  you  !  I  thxk  the  baby  would  have  a 

teat 
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teat  *f  it  fcyes  fo ;  pray  be  not  fo  fond  of  me,  leave  your  City 
bumours;  I'm  vext  at  you  to  fee  how  like  a  calf  you  come 
bleating  after  me. 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
Nay,  honey  Pru !  how  does  your  riling  up  before  all  die 
table  (hew  ?  and  flinging  from  my  friends  fo  uncivily  ?  tie* 
Pru,  fie,  come. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Then  up  and  ride  i'fahh. 

Mafier  Gall 'pot. 
Up  and  ride !    nay,  my  pretty  Pru ;    that's  far  from  my 
thought,  duck  :  why,  3°  moufe ;  thy  mind  is  nibbling  at  i'ome- 
thing :  what  i&'t  i  what  lies  upon  thy  itomach  ? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot.     ' 
Such  an  afs  as  you:'  hovda,  y'are  bed  turn  midwife,  or 
phyfician :  y'are  an  apothecary  already,  but  I'm  none  or  your 
drugs, 

Maftcr  Gallipot.  • 

Thou  art  a  fweet  drug,  i  wee  re  ft  rru,  and  the  more  thou  art 
pounded,  the  more  precious. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Mult  you  be  prying  into  a  woman's  fecrets :  fay  ye  r 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
Woman's  (ecrets? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
What  ?    I  cannot  have  a  qualm  come  upon  me  but  your 
teeth  water,  till  your  nofe  hang  q\  er  it. 

Mafie/ Gallipot. 
It  is  my  love,  deaf  wire. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Your  love  !  your  love  is  all  words:  give  me  deeds  :  I  can* 
not  abide  a  man  that's  too  fond  over  me.  fo  cookifti ;  thou  doll 
not  know  how  to  handle  a  woman  in  her  kind. 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
No,  Pru  ?  why,  I  hope  I  have  handled— 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Handle  a  fool's  head  or  your  own — fih — fih. 

*»  itkyesfo]  i.e.  cries.    She  imitates  the  jargon  talked  by  nurfes  to 
infants.    S. 
3°  mv*Jt\     See  Note  16,  p.  31. 

i  Mafier 
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Mqfter  Gallipot. 
Ha,  ha,  'tis  (uch  a  wafp :  it  does  me  good  now  to  have  her 
fling  me,  little  rogue ! 

Mftrefi  Gallipot. 
Now  fie,  how  you  vex  me!  1  cannot  abide  thefe  3I  apron, 
hufbands;    fuch  corqueans:    you  overdo  your  things,  they 
become  you  fcurvily. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Upon  my  life  fhe  breeds :  heaven  knows  how  I  have  ftnuVd 
m>  felf  to  pleaie  her  night  and  day :  I  wonder  why  we  citizens 
ihould  get  children  fo  fretful  and  untoward  in  the  breeding, 
their  fathers  being  for  the  moil  part  as  gentle  as  milch  kine : 
{hall  I  leave  thee,  my  Pru  ? 

Miftrcfs  Gallipot. 
Fie,  fie,  fie, 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Thou  (halt  not  be  vext  no  more,  pretty  kind  rogue ;  take 
so  cold,  fweet  Pru*  [Exit  Mafter  Gallipot. 

Miftrcfs  Gallipot.  ' 
As  your  wit  has  done :  now,  Mafter  Laxton,  (hew  your 
head  ;  what  news  from  you  ?  would  arty  hufband  fufpe&  that 
a  woman  crying,  Buy  any  fcurvy-grafs,  mould  bring  love- 
letters  amongtt  her  herbs  to  his  wife  ?  pretty  trick  !  fine  con- 
veyance! had  jealoufy  a  thoufand  eyes,  a  filly  woman  with 
fcurvy-grafs  blinds  them  all ;  Laxton  with  bays  crown  I  thy 
wit  for  this,  It  deferves  praife. 

This  makes  me  aife&  thee  more,  this  proves  thee  wife. 
Lack,  what  poor  mi  ft  is  love  fore'd  to  devife  ?    To  the  point. 

She  reads  the  letter. 

07  Fvoeet  Creature — (a  fweet  beginning)  pardon  my  long  ah/ence^ 
for  thou  Jhalt  Jbortiy  be  poffcjjed  with  my  pre  fence ;  though  Demo* 
phoon  wasfalfi  to  Phi  His  ^  /  w///  be  to  thee  as  Pan-da-rus  was 
to  Cre/'Jida :  though  JEncas  made  an  afs  of  Didoy  I  will  die 
to  thee  ere  I  do  Jo  ;  09fveeteft  creature »,  make  much  of  me,  for 
no  man  beneath  thefiher  moon  Jhall  make  more  of  a  woman  than 

**  apron  bu/bands]  1.  c.  hufbands  who  follow  their  wtfjes  as  if  tied  to 
tfieir  apron  firings,     S, 

I  d$ 
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/  do  of  thee:  fitrnijhme  therefore  *»ith  4hirty  pounds  ;  you  muft 
do  it  of  neceffity  for  me ;  /  langtujh  till  I  fee  forme  comfort  conie  v 
from  thee  ;  protejling  not  to  die  in  thy  debt,  but  rather  to  live 
fo,  as  hitherto  I  have  and  will. 

Thy  true  Laxton  every 

Alas,  poor  gentleman  I  troth  I  pity  him  ; 

How  mall  I  raife  this  money?  thirty  pounds ! 

*Tis  thirty  fure,  a  3  before  an  o, 

I  know  his  threes  too  well ;  my  childbed- linen, 

Shall  I  pawn  that  for  him  ?  then  if  my  mark 

Be  known,  I  am  undone;  it  maybe  thought 

My  hu (band's  bankrout:  which  way.  (hall  I  turn  ? 

Laxton,  what  with  my  own  feats,  and  thy  wants, 

I'm  like  a  needle  twixt  two  adamants. 

Enter  Mafter  Gallipot  haftily. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 

Nay,  nay,  wife,  the  women  are  all  up :  ha !  how  ?   reading 

a  letter  ?  I  fmell  a  goofe,  a  couple  of  capons,  and  a  gammon 

of  bacon,  from  her  mother  out  of  the  country.    I  hold  my 

life— ileal—  • 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
O,  beftirew  your  heart ! 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
What  letter's  that  r  I'll  fee  it.  {She  tears  the  letter. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Oh,  would  thou  had'li  no  eyes  to  fee  the  downfal  of  me  and. 
thylelf !  I'm  for  ever,  for  ever  JW  undone. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
What  ails  my  Pru  ?  what  paper^  that  thou  tear'ft  r 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Would  I  could  tear 
IVIy  very  heart  in  pieces :  for  my  foul 
Lies  on  the  tack  of  fliame,  that  tortures  me 
Beyond  a  woman's  fuffering.  / 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
What  means  this?      -  -  •  • 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Had  you  no  other  vengeance  to  throw  down, 
But  even  in  heigh  th  of  all  my  joys  f 

Mafter 
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Mafttr  Gallipot. 
Dear  woman. 

Mtftre/s  Gallipot. 
When  the  full  fea  of  pleafure  and  content  feem'd  to  flow 
over  me  ? 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
As  thou  dcfireft  to  keep  me  out  or  Bedlam,  tell  what  trou- 
bles thee :  ie  not  thy  child  at  nurle  fallen  fide,  or  dead  \ 

Miftrr/s  Gallipot. 
Oh,  no. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Heavens  blefs  me !  are  my  barn9  and  houfes 
Yonder  at  Hock ly- hole  confum'd  with  fire? 
I  can  build  more,  fweet  Pru. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
*Tis  worfe,  *ti*  worfe.     •' 

Mafter  GaWpot. 
My  factor  broke*  or  is  the  Jonas  funk  ? 

Mftrefi  Gallipot. 
Would  all  we  had  were  fvvallowed  in  the 'waves, 
Rather  then  both  fhould  be  the  fcom  of  (laves. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
I'm  at  my  wit's  end. 

Miftrefi.  GaWpot. 
Oh,  my  dear  hufband, 
Where  once  I  thought  myfeif  a  fixed  frar, 
Plac'd  only  in  the  heaven  of  thine  arms, 
I  tear  now  I  fhall  prove  a  wanderer; 
Oh,  Laxton,  Laxton,  is  it  then  my  fate 
To  be  by  thee  o'ei  thrown ! 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Defend  me,  wifdom, 
From  falling  into  frenzy,  on  my  knees. 
Sweet,  Pru,  fpeak,  what's  that  Laxton  who  fo  heavy  lies  on  thy 
bofotn  ? 

Mftrefs  Gallipot. 
I  fhall  fure  run  mad. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
I  dial!  run  mad  for  company  then :  fpeak  to  me, 
I'm  Gallipot  thy  hufband— Pru— -why,  Pru  I 

Are 
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Art  nek  in  conference. for  fomc  villainous  deed 
Thou  wert  about  to  aft ;  didft  mean  ro  rob  me  f.  ' 
Tufh,  I  forgive  thee :  baft  thou  on  my  bed 
Thruft  my  foft  pillow  under  another's  head  ? 
I'll  wink  at  all  faults,  Pru ;  'las  that's  no  more, 
Than  what  fome  neighbours  near  thee/have  done  before, 
Sweet  honey  Pru  I  what's  that  Laxton  ? 

Mifirefs  .Gallipot. 
Oh. 

Mqfier  Gallipot. 
Out  with  him. 

Mftrefi  Gallipot. 
Oh  he's  born  to  be  my  uodoer, 
This  hand  which  thqu  call'ft  thine,  to  him  was  given, 
To  hiin  was  I  made  fure  i'th*  fight  of  heaven. 

Mafttr  GaliijM. 

I  never  heard  this  thunder. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot.. 
Yes,  yes,  before 
I  was  to  thee  contracted,  to  him  I  fwore : 
Since  lall  I  faw  him  twelve  months  three  times  told 
The  moon  hath  drawn  through  her  light  filver  bow, 
For  o'er  the  feas  he  went,  and  it  was  laid, 
(But  rumour  lies)  that  he  in  Frauce  was  dead. 
But  he's  alive ;  oh,  he's  alive,  he  Pent 
That  letter  to  me,  which  in  -rage  I  rent  j 
Swearing  with  oaths  mod  damnably  to  have  me, 
Or  tear  me  from  this  bofom  :  oh  heaven 9,  fave  roe ! 

Mafttr  Gallipot. 
My  heart  will  break— »fham'd  and  undone  for  ever ! 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
So  black  a  day  (poor  wretch  !)  went  o'er  thee  never. 

Mqfier  Gallipot. 
If  thou  (hould'it  wreftle  with  him  at  the  law, 
Th'art  fure  to  fail  :  no  odd  (light?  no  prevention  ? 
I'll  tell  him  th'art  with  child. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot, 
Umb. 

Majler  Gallipot. 
Or  give  out  one  of  my  m*n  was  ut'en.abed  with  thee. 

Mifirefi 
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Miftrcfi  Gallipot. 
Uuh,  umh. 

Jlf^r  Gallipot. 
Before  I  lofe  thee,  my  dear  Pru, 
111  drive  it  to  that  pufh. 

Mr  fir  eft  Gallipot. 
Worfe,  and  worfe  frill, 
You  embrace  a  mifchief,  to  prevent  an  ill. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
Fil  buy  thee  of  him,  ftop  his  mouth  with  gold, 
Think'ft  thou  'twill  do. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Oh  me  heavens !  grant  it  would 
Yet  now  my  fenfes  are  fet  more  in  tune, 
He  writ,  as  I  remember  in  his  letter, 
That  he  in  riding  up  and  down  had  fpent, 
(Ere  he  could  find  me)  thirty  pounds;  fend' that, 
Stand  not  on  thirty  with  him. ' 

Mqfter  Gallipot. 
Forty,  Pru  ;  fay  thou  the  word,'tis  donet  we  venture  fivet 
/or  wealth,  but  mull  do  more  to  keep  our  wived:  thirty  or 
forty  Pru  ? 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Thirty,  good  facet* 
Of  an  ill  bargain  let's  fave  what  we  can, 
1*11  pay  it  him  with  my  tears ;  he  was  a  man 
When  rirft  I  knew  him,  of  a  meek  fpirir, 
All  goodncts  is  not  yet  dry'd  up  I  hope. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
He  (hall  have  thirty  pound,  let  that  flop  all : 
Love's  fweets  tafle  beft,  when  we  have  drunk  down  gall. 

Enter  Mqfter  Tilt-yard,  and  bis  fTife,  Mafter  Goihawk,  and 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 

God's-fo !  our  friends.;-  come,'  come,  fmooth  your  cheek  i 
After  a  ftorm  the  face  of  heaven  looks  (leek. 

Mafter  Tilt-yard. 
Did  I  not  tell  you  thefe  turtles  were  together  ? 

Miftrefs  Tilt-yard. 
How  dott  thou,  firrah?  why;  filler  Gallipot  ? 
*  Tv  .  Miftrefs 


1 
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Mifirefs  Qpewoork*    . 
.  Lord,  bow  fhe*s  chang'd  ! 

jW^/fcr  Gojbawk. 
Is  your  wife  ill,  fir  ? 

Mz^rr  GaWpof. 
Yes  indeed,  la,  fir,  very  ill,  very  ill,  never  worfe. 

Mifirefs  Tdt-yard.    . 
How  her  head  burns !  feel  how  her  pulfes  work. 

Mifirefs  Openwork* 
Sifter,  lie  down  a  little,  that  always  does  me  good* 

>t        Mifirefs  Tilt-yard. 
In  good  fadnefs  I  find  beft  eafe  in  that  too  : 
Has  (he  laid  fome  hot  thing  to  her  ftomach? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
No,  but  I  will  lay  fomething  anon* 

Mafier  Tiltyard. 
Come,  come,  fools,  you  trouble  her;   fhalTt  go,  .Matter 
Gofliawk? 

Mafier  Gojbawk. 

Yes,  fweet  Maifter  Tiltyard  ;  firrah,  Rofiundbd,  I  hold  mtf 
life  Gallipot  hath  vext  his  wife. 

Mifirefs  Openwork. 
*  She  has  a  horrible  high  colour  indeed. 

Mafier  Gojbehvk. 
We  (hall  have  your  face  painted  with  the  fame  red  (boa 
at  night,  when  your  hufband  comes  from  his  rubbers  .in  a 
felfe  alley ;  thou  wilt  not  believe  me  that  bis  howls  run,  with 
a  wrong  bias. 

Mifirefs  Ope^mtk. 
It  canuor  fink  into  me,  that  he  feeds  upon  ftale  mutton 
abroad,  having  better  and  frether  at  borne. 

Mafier  Gqjbawk. 
What  if  I  briao;  thee,  where  thou  (halt  fee  him  ftand  at 
rack  and  manger  T 

Mifirefs  Openvwi. 
I'll  faddle  him  ]n's  kind,  and  four  him  till  he  kick  again. 

Mafier  Gqjhtwk. 
Shall  thou  and  I  ride  our  journey  then  i 

Mfircfs  Openywk. 
Here's  my  handy  j  f 

6  Mafier 
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Mafter  Go/Bawi.  ' 

No  more ;  come,  Mafter  Tilt-yard,  (hall  we  leap  into  the 
ftirrups  with  our  women,  and  amble  home  ? 

Mafter  Tiltyard. 
Yes,  yes ;  come,  wife. 

Miftrefs  Tiltyard. 
In  troth,  filter,  I  hope  you  will  do  well  for  all  this. 

Mjftrefi  Gallipot. 
1  hope  I  mail :  farevvel,  good  fitter :  fweet  Mafter  Gbfliawk, 

Mafterr  Gallipot. 
Welcome,  brother,  moil  kindly  welcome,  fir. 

1  Omnes. 

Thanks,  fir,  for  our  good  cheer. 

[  Exeunt  all  hut  Gallipot  and  bis  Iffy. 
Mafter  Gall/pot. 
•It  fhall  be  fo,  becaufe  a  crafty  knave 
dhall  not  o.ut-reach  nAe,  nor  walk  by  my  door 
With  my  wife  arm  in  arm,  as  'twere  his  whore, 
1*11  give  him  a  golden  coxcomb,  thirty  pound  : 
Tufti*  Prii,  what's  thirty  pound  ?  fweet  duck,  look  cheerly. 

Mftrefs  GaWpat. 
Thou  art  worthy  of  my  heart,  thou  buy 'ft  it  dearly. 

Enter  Laxron  muffled* 

Laxton. 

Uds  light !  the  tide's  againft  me,  a  pox  of  your  'Poticarifhip ! 

•h  for  fome  glitter  to  fet  him  going ;  Ms  one  of  Hercules 

labours,  to  tread  one  of  thefe  city  hens,  becaufe  their  cocks* 

are  ftill  crowing  over  them;  there's  no  turning  tail,  here,  I 

mutt  on. 

•    Mftrefs  Gallipot. 

Oh,  hufband,  fee  he  comes  ! 

Majler  Gallipot. 

Let  me  deal  with  him. 

Laxton* 

Blefs  you,  fir. 

Majler  Gallipot. 
Be  you  bleft  too,  fir,  if  you  come  in  peace. 

Laxton. 
Have  you  any  good  pudding  tobacco,  fir  r 
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Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Oh,  pick  no  quarrels,  gentle  fir,  my  hufband 
Is  not  a  man  of  weapon,  as  you  are, 
He  knows  all,  I  have  open'd  all  before  him, 
Concerning  you. 

Laxton. 
Zounds !  has  (he  mown  my  letters  ? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Suppofe  my  cafe  were  yours,  what  would  you  do  ? 
At  fuch  a  pinch,  fuch  batteries,  fuch  aflaults, 
Of  father,  mother,  kindred,  to  diflblve 
The  knot  you  tied,  and  to  be  bound  to  him  ; 
How  could  you  flrift  this  ftorm  off? 

Laxton. 
If  I  know  hang  me* 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Befides  a  (lory  of  your  death  was  read 
Each  minute  to  me. 

Laxton*  • 

What  a  pox  means  this  riddling  ? 

Mafier  Gallipot* 
Be  wife,  fir,  let  not  you  and  I  be  toft 
On  lawyer's  pens ;  they  have  (harp  nibs,  and  draw 
Men's  very  heart  blood  from  them :  what  need  you,  fir, 
To  beat  the  drum  of  my  wife's  infamy, 
And  call  your  friends  together,  fir,  to  prove 
Your  precontract,  when  ih'has  confeft  it  r 

Laxton. 
Umh,  fir,— has  (he  confeft  it  ? 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
Sh'has  'faith  to  me,  fir,  upon  your  letter  fending. 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
I  have,  I  have. 

Laxton. 
If  I  let  this  iron  cool,  call  me  flave. 
Do  you  hear,  you  dame  Prudence  ?  think'ft  thou,  vile  woman 
I'll  take  thefe  blows  and  wink  ? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Upon  my  knees. 

,  Lax  ten. 

*     Out,,  impudence ! 

Vol..  VL  %  Water 
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Mafier  Gallipot. 
Good  fir.  ' 

Laxton. 
You  goatifh  flaves, 
No  wild  fowl  to  cut  up  but  mine  ? 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
Alas;  fir, 
You  make  her  flcfh  to  tremble,  fright  her  not, 
She  fhatt  do  reafon,  and  what's  fit. 

.  Lax  ton, 
Fll  have  thee,  wert  .thou  more  common 
Than  an  hofpital,  and  more  difeafed. — 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
But  one  word,  good  fir. 

Laxton. 

So,  fir. 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
I  married  her,  have  lain  with  her,  and  gal 
Two  children  on  her  body  -r  think  but  on  that ; 
Have  you  fo  beggarly  an-  appetite, 
When  I  upon  adainty  difh  have  fed 
To  dine  upon  my  fcraps,  my  leavings?  ha,  fir? 
Do  I  come  near  you  now,  fir? 

haxton* 

By  lady  you  touch  me. 

Majter  Gallipot. 
Would  not  you  feorn  to  wear  my  cloaths,  fir  ?   . 

Laxton, 

Right,  fir. 

Mafier  GaiUpbt. 

Then  gray,  fir,  wear  not  her,  for  (he's  a  garment 
So  fitting  ,for  my  body,  I  am  loth 
Another  (hould  put  it  on,  you  will  undo  both. 


Laxton. 

Well,  if  I  fwallow  this  wrong,  let  her  thank  you  s 
The  money  being  paid,  fir,  I  am  gone : 
Farewel:  oh  women!  happy 's  he  trufts  none. 


Miftrejs 
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.      Mifirtfs  Gallipot. 
Difpatch  him  hence,  fweet  huiband. 

Mqfier  Gallipot. 
Yes,  dear  wife :  pray,  fir,  come  in ;  ere  mailer  Laxton  part, 
Thou  (halt  in  wine,  drink  to  him. 

[Exit. 
Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
With  all  my  heart ;— how  doll  thou  like  my  wit  ? 

Laxton. 
Rarely,  that  wile,  ' 

By  which  the  ferpent  did  the  firft  woman  beguile. 
Did  ever  fince  all  women's  bofoms  fill ; 
Y'are  apple-eaters  all,  deceivers  iVill.  .  [Exeunt. 

» 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave :  Sir  Davy  Dapper,  Sir  Adam 
Appleton  at  one  door.  ana1  Trapdoor  a$  another  door. 

Sir  Alexander  Weugravu 
Out  with  your  tale,  fir  Davy,  to  fir  Adam. 
A  knave  is  in  mine  eye  deep  in  my  debt. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Nay:  if  he  be  a  knave,  fir,  hold  him  faft. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Speak  foftly ;  what  egg  is  there  hatching  now  ? 

Trapdoor. 
A  duck's  egg,  fir,  a  duck  that  has  eaten  a  frog;  I  have 
crackt  the  (hell,  and  fame  villainy  or  other  will  peep  out  pre- 
fently :  the  duck  that  fits  is  the  3a  bouncing  Ramp  (that  Roar- 
ing Girl  my  miftrefs)  ;  the  drake  that  mud  tread  is  your  fan 
Sebaftian. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Be  quick. 

Trapdoor* 
As  the  tongue  of  an  oyfter  wench. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave, 
And  fee  thy  news  be  true. 

Trapdoor. 
As  a  barber's  every  faturday-night— mad  Moil—  , 

51  bouncing  Ramp)    See  Note  60  to  Gammer  GurtotCs  Netdlf,  vqI.  II. 

£  1  Sir 


s. 
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Sir  Alexander  Pfcxgrave. 

Ah. 

Trapdoor. 
'  TVluft  be  let  in  without  knocking  at  your  back  gate. 

Sir,  Alexander  Wengrave* 

So» 

Trapdoor, 

Your  chamber  will  be  made  baudy. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengraw* 

Good. 

Trapdoor* 
She  comes  in  a  fhirt  of  male. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave, 
How  Hurt  of  male? 

Trapdoor. 
Yes,  fir,  or  a  male  fhirt,  that's  to  fay  in  man's  appard. 

'   Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
To  my  fon? 

Trapdoor. 
Clofe  to  your  fon :  your  ion  and  her  moon  will  be  in  con- 
junction, if  all  Almanacks  lie  not;  her  black  (aveguard  is> 
turned  into  a  deep  (lop,  the  holes  of  her  upper  body  to  button- 
holes, her  waiftcoat  to  a  doublet,  her  placket  to  the  ancient 
feat  of  a  codpiece,  and  you  (hall  take  them  both  with  landing 
cotters. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Art  fure  of  this  r 
*  Trapdoor* 

As  every  throng  is  fure  of  a  pick-pocket,  as  fure  as  a  whom 
is  of  the  clients  all  Michaelmas  Term,  and  of  the  pox  after 
the  Term, 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
The  time  of  their  tilting  ? 

Trapdoor., 
-    Three. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
The  day  i 

Trapdoor* 
This* 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Away  ;  ply  it,  watch  her. . 

Trapdotr* 
As  the  devil  doth  for  the  death  of  a  bawd ;  PH  watch  herf 
do  you  catch  her. 

Sir  Alexander  JVengrarve, 
She's  faft :  here  weave  thou  (he  nets ;  hark  I 

t  trapdoor. 

They  are  made.  ,     . 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
I  told  them  thou  dicjftqwe  me  money;  hold  it  up:  maintain^ 

^rafdbor, 
Stifly ;  as  a  puritan  does  contention— 
For  I  owe  thee  not  the  value  of  a  half-penny  halter* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Thou  (halt  be  hang'd  in't  ere  thou  fcape  fo, 
Varlet,  I'll  make  thee  look  through  a  grate. 

Trapddor. 
*  I'll  do't  prefenriy,  through  a  tavern  grate ;  drawer :  pifli. 

[Ifrit  Trapdoor* 
Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
Has.  the  knave  vext  you,  fir  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Afkt  him  my  money, 
He  fwears  my  fon  receiv'd  it :  oh,  that  boy 
Will  ne'er  leave  heaping  forrows  on  my  heart, 
Till  he  has  broke  it  quite. 

Sir  Adam  Applet  on. 
Is  he  ftill  wild  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengraw* 
As  is  a  Ruffian  bear. 

Sir  Adam  \Appleton. 
But  he  has  left 
His  old  haunt  with  that  baggage? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengr&ve. 
Worfe  flill  and  worfe. 
He  lays  on  ine  his  fbame,  I  on  him  my  curfe. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper ; 
My  fon,  Jack  Dapper,  then  (hall  run  with  him, 
All  in  one  pafture. 

E  i  Sir 
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Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
Prove*  your  Ton  bad  too,  fir  I 

Sir  Davy  Dapper  . 
As  villainy  can  make  him :  your  Sebaftian 
Doats  but  on  one  drab,  mine  on  a  thoufand, 
33  A  noife  of  fidlers,  tobacco,  wine,  and  a  whore, 
A  mercer  that  will  let  him  take  up  more. 
Dice,  and  a  water-fpaniei  with  a  duck:  oh, 
Bring  him  a  bed :  with  thefe,  when  his  purfe  gingles, 
Roaring  boys  follow1  at's  tail,  fencers  and  '+  mngles, 
(Beafts  Adam  ne'er  gave  name  to)  thefe  horfe-leeches  fuch 
My  fon,  he  being  drawn  dry,  they  all  live  on  fmoak* 

Sir  Alexander  W 'engrave* 
Tobacco? 

Sir  DavyDapper. 
Right,  but  I  have  in  my  brain 
A  windmill  going  that  (hall  grind  to  duft  N 

The  follies  of  my  fon,  and  make  him  wife, 
Or  a  fork  fool :  pray  lend  me  your  advice* 

Both.  * 

That  (hall  you,  good  fir  Davy, 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Here's  the  fprindge 
I  have  fet  to  catch  this  woodcock  in :  an  actio* 
In  a  falfe  name  (unknown  to  him)  is  entered  '. 

IW  Counter,  *  to  arreit  Jack  Dapper* 

Both. 
Ha,  ha,  he. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Think  you  the  Counter  cannot  break  him  ? 

Sir  Adam  Appleton. 
Break  him? 
Yes,  and  break's  heart  too,  if  he  lie  there  long. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Ill  make  him  fing  a  counter-tenor  fare* 

33  A  noife  of  fidlers  J     See  Note  ^6  to  The  Ordinary  ,  vol.  X.  p.  276. 

3+  ninglestj  This  word  is  to  be  found  ap  often  in  our  ancient  Plays 
as  ingle,  to  which  it  ftems  to  be  fynonymous.  An  explanation  of  it  is  in. 
Jttoynt's  Glojftgrapbi*, 

Sir 
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Sir  Adam  Applefon, 
No  way  to  tame  him  like  it ;  there  he  mall  learn; 
What  money  is  indeed,  and  how  ro  fpend  it* 

Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
He's  bridled  there. 

/  Sir  Alexander  fVengrave, 

Aye,  yet  knows  not  how  to  mend  it. 
Bedlam  cures  not  more  madmen  in  a  year, 
Than  one  of  the  Counters  does;  men  pay  more  dear 
There  for  their  wit  than  any  where:  a  Counter!    . 
Why,  'ti$  an  univerrky,  who  not  fees  f 
As  icholars  there,  fo  here  men  take  degrees,  . 
And  follow  the  fame  ft udies  (all  alike). 
Scholars  learn  firfr.  Logick"  and  Rhetprick; 
So  does  a  prifoner ;  with  fine  honied  fpeech    4  * 

At's  firii  comiftgjn  he  doth  perfuade,  beieech. 
He  may  be  lodg'd  with  one  that  is  not  itchy ; 
To  lie  in  a  clean  chamber,  in  meets  not  lowly  }     . 
But  when  he  has  no  money,  then  does  he  try, 
By  fubtle  logick,  and  quaint  fophiflry# 
To  make  the  keepers  truft  him. 

"  [Sir  Adam  Appleton* 
Say  they  60.   . 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrarvem  ■'.*  f  3 

Then  he's  a  graduate. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
Say  they  truft  him  not. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrarve. 
*5  Then  is  he  held  a  freihman  and  a  fot, 
And  never  fhall  commence ;  but  being  dill  barr'd, 
Be  expulft  from  the  mailer's  fide,  to  th*  two-penny  ward, 

36  Or  elfe  iW  hole,  beg  plac'tl 

c 

3*  Then  is  be  held  afrejhman  and  a  fat, 

And  never  Jhall  commence  ;  1  The  fpealier is  here  employing  terms 
in  ufe  only  at  the  Univerfity.  Every  one  is  acquainted  with  the  Cam- 
bridge commencement.  See,  however,  Mr.  Tyrwhitt's  Note  on  the  Second 
Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  vol.  V.  p.  561.  edit.  1778.       S. 

3*  Or  eije  i'tti1  bole,  beg  place.]     The  quarto  reads  beg  plac't.       S. 

For' an  account  of  that  part  of  the    Counter  called   The  Hrfe,  fee 
JFennor's  Compter's  Cowmoawcakb,  Ato.  1617.  p.  79. 

JS  4  ?'       '  Sir 
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Sir  Adam  Appkton* 
When  *hen  I  pray  proceeds  a  prifoner  ? 
/  Sir  Alexander  IVengrawe* 

When  money  being  the  theme, 
He  can  difpute  with  his  hard  creditor's  hearts, 
And  get  out  clear,  he's  then  a  matter  of  arts  : 
Sir  Davy  fend  your  fon  to  Wooditreet  college*  ' 

A  gentleman  can  no  where  get  more  knowledge. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
There  gallants  ftudy  hard.       # 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrawe*  •  . 
True :  to  get  money. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
,  'Lies  byth'  heels  i'faith ;  thanks,  thanks ;  I  have  fent 

For  a  couple  of  bears  (hall  paw  him. 

Enter  Serjeant  Curtilax,  and  Teoman  Hanger. 

Sir  Adam  Appkton* 
Who  comes  yonder  ? 

Sir  D any  Dapper* 
They  look  like  37  putrocks  ;  tbele  mould  be  they. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave'.  \ 

I  know  'em,  they  are  officers ;  fir,  well  leave  you» 

Sir  Davy  Dapper, 
My  good  knights,*'  .. 

Leave  me ;  you  fee  I'm  haunted  now  with  fpirits. 

*     Both. 
Fare  you  well,  fir.       {Exeunt  Sir  Alexander  and  Sir  Adam* 

Serjeant  Curtilax, 
This  old-  muzzle  chops  'fhould  be  he  . 

By  thf^  fellow's  defcription :  Save  you,  fir. 
1  Sir  Davy  Dapper* 

Come  hither  you  mad  varlets ;  did  not  my  man  tell  you  I 
watch'd  here  for  you  f 

Serjeant  Curtilax* 
One  in  a  blue  coat,  fir,  told  us,  that  in  this  place  an  old 
gentleman  would  watch  for  us;  a  thing  contrary  to  our  oath, 
for  we  are  to  watch  for  every  wicked  member  in  a  City. 

37  puttocks]  i.  e.  buzzands.    So  Shakfpeare,  , 

"  Who  finds  the  partridge  in  xbtputtock't  nftft, 
•      #But,  &c.        S» 

t  y  Sir 
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Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
You'll  watch  then  for  ten  thoufaad :   what's  thy-  name, 
honefty  I 

Spjeant  Curtilax, 
Serjeant  Curtilax  I,  fir. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
An  excellent  name  for  a  ferjeanr,  Curtilax. 
Serjeants  indeed  are  weapons  ef  the  lair;  • 
When  prodigal  ruffians  far  in  debt  are  grown, 
Should  not  you  cut  them,  citizens  were  overthrown.-    - 
Thou  dwell'li  hereby  in  Holborn,  Curtilax  r 

(  Serjeant  Curtilax. 

That's  my  circuit,  fir ;  I  conjure  moft  in  that  circle. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
And  what  young  toward  whelp  is  this  ? 

Teoman  Hanger* 
Of  the  fame  litter ;  his  yeoman,  fir  ;  my  name's  Hanger, 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Yeoman  Hanger, 
One  pair  of  ihears  lure  cut  out  both  your  coats, 
You  have  two  names  moft  dangerous  to  men's  throats : 
You  two  are  villainous  loads  on  gentlemen's  backs ; 
Dear  ware,  this  Hanger  and  this  Curtilax. 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 
We  are  as  other  men  are,  fir;  I  cannot  fee  hut  he  who 
makes  a  (how  of  honefly  and  religion,  if  his  claws  can  fatten 
to  his  liking,  he  draws  blood  ;  all  that  live  in  the  world  are 
but  great  fifh  and  little  fiih,  and  feed  upon  one  another :  fome 
eat  up  whole  men,  a  ferjeant  cares  but  for  the  (boulder  of  a 
man  :  they  call  us  knaves  and  cure-.;  but  many  times  he  that 
fcts  us  on  worries  more  lambs  one  year  than  we  do  in  feven. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
■  Spoke  like  a  noble  Cerberus  L  is  the  action  entered? 
'  Yeoman  Hanger. 

His  name  is  entered  in  the  book  of  unbelievers. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper  m . 
What  book's  that  r 

Serjeant  Curtilax*        *  • 

The  book  where  all  prisoners'  names  ft  and  ;  and  not  one 
flmdngft  forty,  when  he  comes  in,  believes  to  come  out  in  hafre. 

Sir 
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Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Be  as  dogged  to  him  as  your  office  allows  you  to-be. 

•     Both. 
O,  fir! 

Sir  Davy  Dapper*   ,  .    .  , 
You  know  the  unthrift  Jack  Dapper. 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 

Ay,  Ay,  fir,  that  Gull  ?  as  well  as  I  know  my  yeoman* 

Sir  Davy  Dapper,   •  r 

And  you. know  hi*  father  too.  Sir  Davy  Dapper  i     i 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 
As  damn'd  a  ufurer  as  ever  was  among  Jew?;  if  he  were 
fure  his  father's  ikin  would  yield  him  any  money,  he  would 
when  he  dies  ilea  it  off,  and  fell  it  to  cover  drums  for  children 
at  Bartholomew  fair. 

,  Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
What  toads,  are  thefe  to  fpit  poifon  on  a  man  to  his  face  ? 
do  you  fee  (my  honeft  r.afcals)  ?  yonder  grey-hound  is  the  dog 
he  hunts  with  ;  out  of  that  Tavern  Jack. Dapper  will  fatly, 
fa,  fa ;  give  the  counter  ^  on,  fet  upon  him. 

Both. 
We'll  charge  him  upon  the  back,  fir. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper. 
Take  no  bail,  put  mace  enough  into  his  caudle;  double 
your  files,  traverle  your  ground. 
'    •-       .  Both. 

Brave,  fir. 

Sir  Dany  Dapper* 
Cry  arm,  arm,  arm. 

Both. 
Thus,  fir. 

Sir  Davy  Dapper* 
There,  boy ;  there,  boy ;  away :  look  to  your  prey,  my  true 
Englifh  wolves,  and  fo  I  vanifh.  [Exit  Sir  Davy  Dapper. 

Serjeant  Curtilax*. 
Some  warden  of  the  ferjeants  begat  this  old  fellow  upon  my 
life :  fland  clofe. 

Yeoman  Hanger* 
Shall  the  ambufcado  lie  in  one  place? 

Serjeant  Curtilax* 
>  Jtfo ;  nook  thou  yonder. 

Enter 
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Enter  Moll  and  Trapdoor* 

Ralph. 

Trapdoor. 
What  fays  my  brave  Captain  male  and  female? 

MoU.  * 

This  Holborn  is  fuch  a  wrangling  ftreet. 

Trapdoor. 

That's  becaufe  Lawyers  walk  to  and  fro  in't. 

MoU. 

Here's  fuch  juftling,  as  if  every  one  we  met  were  drunk  and 
reefd. 

Trapdoor*  , 

Stand,  miftrefs !  do  you  not  fmell  carrion  ? 

MoU. 
Carrion  !  no,  yet  I  fpy  ravens. 

Trapdoor. 
6ome  poor  wind- (hake a  gallant  will  anon  fall  into  (ore  la- 
bour, and  thefe  men-midwives  mull  bring  him  to  bed  i'th* 
counter ;  there  all  thofe  that  are  great  with  child  with  debts 
lie  in. 

"  MoU. 
Stand  up. 

Trapdoor. 
Like  your  new  May-pole. 

Yeoman.  Hanger*  ^ 

Whifl,  whew. 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 
Hump,  no. 

Moll. 
Peeping  ?  it  (hall  go  hard,  huntfmen,  but  I'll  (poll  yout 
game:  they  look  for  all  the  world  like  two  infected  malt-men 
coming  muffled  up  in  their  cloaks  in  a  froity  morning  to 
London* 

Trapdoor. 
A  courfe,  Captain, ;  a  bear  comes  to  the  flake.       / 

Enter  Jack  Dapper  and  Gull* 

Moll. 
It  mould  be  lb,  for  the  dogs  ftruggle  to  be  let  loofe. 

Yeoman 


7«  TH5  ROARING  GIRLf 

Teaman  Hoaxer  * 
Whew, 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 
Hemp. 

JWW/. 
Hark,  Trapdoor,  follow  your  leader. 

Jack  Dapper. 

Gull. 

.      Gull. 

Matter. 

Jack  Dapper. 
Dtd*ft cv«r  fee  fuch  an  afs  as  I  am,  boy? 

Gull. 
No  by  my  troth,. fir,  te  lofe  all  your  money,  yet  have  falfe 
dice  of  your  own  s  why  'tis  as  I  faw  a  great  iellow  uied  t'other 
day ;  he  had  a  fair  fvvord  and  buckler,  and  yet  a  butcher  dry 
beat  him  with  a  cudgel. 

Both. 
Honed  ferjeant  fly ;  fly,  matter  Dapper,  you'll  be  arretted 

elfe. 

:  ...  Jack  Dapper. 

Run,  Gull,  and  draw.  *c> 

GuU. 
Run,  mailer,  Gull  follows  you.        [Exit  Dapper  on/ Gull. 

Serjeant  Curtilax, 
I  know  you  well  enough ;  you're  but  a  whore  to  hang  upon 
any  man. 

Mall. 
Whores  then  are  like  ferjeants ;  fo  now  hang  you  ;  draw, 
rcgue,  but  itrike  not :  for  a  broken,  pate  they'll  keep  their 
beds,  and  recover  twenty  marks  damages. 

Serjeant  Curtilax. 
You  (hall  pay  fof  this  refcue ;  run  down  Shoe-lane  and  meet 
him. 

Trapdoor. 
Shu,  is  this  a  refcue,  gentlemen,  or  no  ? 

Moll. 
Refcue !  a  pox  on  'em ;  Trapdoor,  let's  away ; " 
Vm  glad  I  have  done  perfect  one  good  work  to-day  : 
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If  any  gentleman  be  in  fcrivener's  bands, 

Send  but  for  Moil,  (he'll  bail  him  by  thefe  hamfe.       [Exeunt. 

♦  *  *  - 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave  johs* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Unhappy  in  the  follies  of  a  fon, 
Led  againtt  judgment,  fenfe,  obedience. 
And  all  the  powers  of  noblehefs  and  wit. 

Enter  Trapdoor. 

Oh  wretched  father !  new,  Trapdoor,  will  (he  come  ? 
'  Trapdoor. 

In  man's  apparel,  fir ;  I  am  in  her  heart  now, 
And  (hare  in  all  her  fecrets. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Peace,  peace,  peace. 
Here  take  3t  my  German  watch,  haneft  up  in  fights 
That  I  may  fee  her  hang  in  Englifh  for't.  # 

Trapdoor* 
I  warrant  you  far  that  now,  next  Seffions  rids  her,  fir : 
This  watch  will  bring  her  in  better  than  a  hundred  conftables* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
*    Good  Trapdoor,  fayft  thou  fo  ?  thou  cheer^fl  my  heart 
After  a  ftorm  of  forrovv — my  gold  chain  too, 
Here  take  a  hundred  marks  in  yellow  links. 

Trapdoor. 
That  will  do  well  to  bring  the  watch  to  light,  fir. 
An;!  worth.a  thoufand  of  your  Headborough's  lanthorns* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave^ 
Place  ithat  a'the  39  Court  cup-board,  let  it  lie 
Full  in  the  view  of  her  thief-whorifh  eye.  ,    •  ' 

Trapdoor, 
She  cannot  mifs  it,  fir;  I  fee't  fo  plain,  that  I  could  {leaft 
myfelf. 

38  my  German  watch]    Clock  and  watch-making  had  their  origin  ia 
Germany.     See  Note  to  Love's  J^sbbur  Loft ',  A.  3.  S.  1.  S. 

See  alfo  Note-.  3^  to  4  Mad  World  my  Ma/lers,  vbL  V.  ?.  3*6. 
3»  Court  cup-board]  Sec  Note  15  to  The  Rweft  Whirc^  vol.  III.  p.  280. 

Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Perhaps  thou  (halt  too,  .    .. 

That  or  fometh'ing  as  weighty ;  what  (he  leaves, 
Thou  (halt  come  clofely  in,  and  filch  away, 
And  all  the  weight  upon  her  back  I'll  lay. 

Trapdoor. 
You  cannot  allure  that,-  fir.  • 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
No;  what40 lets  it? 

Trapdoor, 
Being  a  flout  girl,  perhaps  (he'll  defire  prcffing; 
Then  all  the  weight  muft  lie  upon  her  belly. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Belly  or  back  I  care  not,  fo  I've  one. 

Trapdoor. 
You're  of  my  mind  for  that,  fir. 

.   -         Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Hang  \jp  my  ruff-band  with  the  diamond  at  it; 
It  may  be  (he'll  like  that  beft. 

Trapdoor. 
It's  well  for  her,  that  (lie  muft  have  her  choice;  he  things 
nothing  too  good  for  her:  if  you  hold  on  rhis  mind  a  little 
longer,  it  (hall  be  the  fir  ft  work  I  do  to  turn  thief  myfelf  \ 
'twould  do  a  man  good  to  be  hang'd  when  he  is  fo  well  pro- 
rided  for. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
So,  well  faid ;  all  hangs  well ;  would  (he  hung  (b  too !  ~ 
The  fight  would  pleafe  me  more,  than  all  their  glifterings : 
Oh  that  my  myfteries  to  fuch  ftreights  (hould  run, 
That  I  muft  rob  myfelf  to  blefs  my  fon !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sebaftian  Wengrave,  with  Mary  Fitz-allard  like  a  Page, 

and  Moll. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Thou  haft  done  me  a  kind  office,  without  touch 
Either  of  fin  or  (hame ;  our  loves  are  honeft. 

Moll. 
I'd  fcora  to  make  fuch  (hift  to  bring  you  together  elfe. 

*a  Uu  //]  i.  e.  hinders  it* 
:  Sebaftian 
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Sebaftian  Wengrave* 
Now  have  I  time  and  opportunity 
Without  all  fear  to  bid  thee  welcome*  *  [JDjs* 

Maty  Fit%  altar  a\ 
Never  with  more  defire  and  harder  venture.   . 

Moll.  ' 

How  ftrange  this  {hews,  one  man  to  kifs.  another ! 

Sebaftian.  Wengxaive. 
I'd  kifs  fuch  men  to  chufe>  Moll ;     ^ 
Methiaks  •  a  woman's  lip  taftes  well  in  a  doublet.    . 

s  MolL  :  ....'■ 

Many  an  old  madam  has  the  better  fortune  then 
Whofe  breath's  grew  ftale  before  the  falhion  came ; 
If  that  will  help  'em,  as  you  think  'twill  do, 
They'll  learn  in  time  to  pluck  on  the  hofe  too* 

.  Sebaftian  IVengravc. 
The  older  they  wax,  Moil,  troth  I  fpeak  ferioufly, 
As  fome  have  a  conceit  their  drink  taftes  better 
In  an  outlandifh  cup  than  in  our  own ; 
So  methinks  every  kifs  (he  gives  me  now 
In  this  ftrange  form  js  worth  a  pair  of  two. 
Here  we  are  fafe,  and  furtheft  from  the  eye 
Of  all  fufpicion ;  this  is  my, father's  chamber; 
Upon  Which  floor  he  ntver  fleps  till  night. 
Here  he  miftrufts  me  not,  nor.  I  his  coming. 
At  mine  own  chamber  he  {till  pries  unto  me. 
My  freedom  is  not  there  at  mine  own  finding ; 
Still. check'd  and  curb'd,  here  he  (hall  mifs  his  purpofe.    - 

Moll 
And  what's  your  bufinefs  now,  you  have  your  mind,  fir 
At  your  great  fuit  I  promis'd  you  to  come. 
I  pitied  her  for  name's -fake,  that  a  Moll 
Should  be  fo  croit  in  love,  when  there's  fo  many,        .      • 
That  owes  nine  lays  apiece,  and  not  fo  little  : 
My  taylor  fitted  her,  how  like  you  his  work  ? 

Sebaftian  frengrave* 
So  well,  no  art  can  mend  it,  for  this  purpofe :     . 
But  to  thy  wit  and  help  we're  chief  in  debt, 
And  muij  live  iiill  beholding. 
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Moll. 
Any  honefl;  pity  - 

•I'm  willing  to  beftow  npon  poor  ring-doves. 

Sebqftian  Wengravt* 
I'll  offer  no  worfe  play. 

Moll  • 

< 

Nay,  and  you  fhould,  fir, 
I  fhould  draw  firfl  and  prove  the  quicker  man. 

Sebqftian  Wetigranje. 

Hold,  there  (hall'  need  no  weapon  at  this  meeting  { 
But  caufe  thou  fhalt  not  lofe  thy  fury  idle, 
Here  take  this  viol,  run  upon  the  guts, 
And  end  thy  quarrel  finging. 

Like  a  fwan  above  bridge  ; 
For  look  you  here's  the  bridge,  and  here  am  L 

Sebqftian  Wcngrawe. 
Hold  on,  fweet  Moll. 

Mary  Fitz-allard, 
I've  heard  her  much  commended,  fir,  for  one  that  was  ne'er 
taught. 

Moll. 
I'm  much  beholding  to  'em ;  well,  fince  you'll  needs*  put  us 
together,  fir,  I'll  play  my  part  as  well  as  I  can :  it  (hall  ne'er 
be  faid  I  came  into  a  gentleman's  chamber,  and  let  his  inilru- 
ment  hang  by  the  walls. 

Sebqftian  Wengrave. 
Why,  well  faid,  Moll,  i'fairh ;  it  had  been  a  fhame  for  that 
gentleman  then  that  would  have  let  it  hung  (till,,  and  ne'er 
offered  thee  it. 

Moll. 
There  it  fhould  have  been  frill  then  for  Moll ;  for  though 
the  world  judge  impudently  of  me,  I  ne'er  came  into  that 
rhamber  yet,  where  I  took  down  the  inftrument  myfelf. 

Sebqftian  Wengrave. 

Pi(h,  let   'em  prate   abroad;  th'art   here  where  thou  art 

known  and  lov'd ;  there  be  a  thoufand  clofe  dames  that  will 

call  the  viol  an  unmannerly  inftrument  for  a  woman,  and 

therefore  talk  broadly  of  thee  \  ■  when  you  fhall  have  them  £t 

•  wider  to  a  worfe  quality. 

MIL 
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MoH. 

Pulh,  I  ever  fall  afleep  and  think  not  of  'em,  fir ;  and  thua 
I  dream. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Pr'ythee,  let's  hear  thy  dreara,  Moll. 

The  So  no. 

Moll.    /  dream  there  is  a  miftrefsi 

And  Jbe  lays  out  the  money f 
She  goes  unto  her  Jifters, 
She  never  comes  at  ahy,  , 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  behind  them. 

She  fays  Jbe  went  4t  to  th9  BurJJefot  patterns f 

Toujhall  find  her  at  Saint  Katbern's,    * 
And  comes  home  with  never  a  penny* 
Sebqftian  Wengrave. 
^That's  4  free  miftrefs,  i'faith. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Ay,  ay,  ay,  like  her  that  (ings  it,  one  of  thine  own  choofing. 

Moll. 
But  fhali  I  dream  again  ?     ' 

Here  comes  a  wench  wiU  brave  ye$ 

Her  courage  was  fo  greats 
She  lay  with  one  o9  the  navyf 

Her  hujb and  lying  ithc  fieet. 
Tet  oft  with  him  jbe  caveTd\ 

I  wonder  what  Jbe  ails: 
Her  hufband9sfbip  lay  graveVd% 

When  herfs  could  hoift  up  fails  ; 
Yet  Jbe  began  like  all  my  foes, 

To  cajl  whore  firft  :  for  Jo  do  tho  e%  4 
A  pox  of  all  faife  tails  ! 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Marry,  amen  fay  I. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
So  lay  I  too. 

■**  to  tb*  burfe  for  patterns,]  the  burfc  is  the  Exchange.  Bourfs  F. 
Over  this  building,  in  the  time  of  Middleton,  were  many  (hops  where 
women's  finery  was  fold.      S. 

Vo  l.  VI.  F  M$U. 
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Molt. 
Hang  tip  the  viol  how,  fir:   all  this  while  Twas  in  * 
dream,  one  fhall  lie  rudely  then ;  but  being  awake,  I  keep  my 
legs  together ;  a  watch,  what's  a  clock  here  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengram* 
Now,  now,  (he's  trapt. 

Moll. 
Between  one  and  two  ;  nay,  then  I  care  not :  a  watch  and 
a  mufician  are  Coufen-germans  in  one  thing,  they  muft  both 
keep  time  well,  or  there's  no  goodnefs  in  'em  ;  the  one  elfe 
deferves  to  be  dafh'd  again  ft  a  wall,  and  t'other  to  have  his 
brains  knock'd  out  wr.h  a  fiddle  cafe*  What !  a  ioole  chain 
and  a  dangling  diamond  ? 

Here  were  a  brave  booty  for  an  evening-thief  now : 
There's  many  a  younger  brother  would  be  glad 
To  look  twice  in  at  a  window  fort, 
And  wriggle  in  and  out,  like  an  eel  in  a  fand-bag. 
Oh,  if  men's  fecret  youthful  faults  ihould  judge  'em, 
Twould'be  .the  general'^  execution, 

That  e'er  was  feen  in  England  1  there  would  be  but  few  left  to 
ling  the  ballets,  there  would  be  fo  much  work :  mod  of  our 
brokers  would  be  chofen  for  hangmen ;  a  good  day  for  them  : 
they  might  renew  their  wardrobe  of  free  coir.  then. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
This  is  the  roaring  wench  mull  do  us  good. 

Mary  Fitz-allard. 
No  Doifon,  fir,  but  ferves  us  for  fame  ufe,  which  is  con* 
firm'd  in  her. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Peace,  peace ;  foot,  I  did  hear  him  fure,  where'er  he  be. 

Moll. 
.  Who  did  you  hear? 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
My  father  ;  'twas  like  a  fight  of  his ;  I  muft  be  wary. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
No !  wilt  not  be  ?  am  I  alone  fo  wretched 
That  nothing  takes  ?  I'll  put  him  to  his  prunge  fort. 

Sebaftian  Wengrave* 
Life !  here  he  comes, — fir,  I  beieech  you  take  it, 
your  way  of  teaching  does  fo  much  content  me, 

IB 
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ftl  make  it  four  pound ;  here's  forty  (hillings,  fir* 
I  think  I  name  it  right ;  help  me,  good  Moll  j—* 
Forty  in  hand* 

Moll 
Sir,  you  (hall  pardoh  me ; 
t  have  more  of  the  meatieft  fcholar  I  can  teach  * 
'This  pays  me  more  than  you  have  offered  yet* 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
At  the  next  quarter^ 
When  I  receive  the  means  my  father  'lows  me, 
You  (hall  have  t'other  forty. 

Sir  Alexander  ffhgravt. 

This  were  well  now* 
Wert  to  a  man,  whofe  forrows  had  blind  eyes; 
But  mine  behold  his  follies  and  untruths, 
With  two  clear  glaffes— how  now  ? 

Sebaftian  Wimgrarte. 

Sir. 

Sir  AUxanAet  Wtngrave* 
What's  he  there  ? 

Sebaftian  Wengratie.  > 
You're  come  in  good  time,  fir*  I've  a  fait  to  you  \ 
Fd  crave  your  prefent  kindnefs. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
What,  is  he  there  ? 

Sebaftian  Wengrwve. 
A  gentleman,  amufician,  fir;  one  of  excellent  fingering, 

Sir  Alexander  ffengravt* 
Ay,  I  think  (b,  I  wonder  how  they  *fcapt  her* 

Sebaftian  Wengratie* 
Has  the  mofl  delicate  itroke,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravu 
A  firoke  indeed,  I  feel  it  at  my  heart* 

Sebaftian  fr  engrave* 
Puts  down  all  your  famous  muficians* 

Sir  Alexander  WengranH* 
Ay,  a  whore  may  put  down  a  hundred  of 'em* 

Sebaftian  fVengraw. 
Forty  (hillings  is  the  agreement,  fir,  between  us  ? 
Now,  fir,  my  prefent  means  mounts  but  to  half  on't. 

F  a  $&. 
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Sir  Alexander  JPeugrave. 
And  he  Hands  upon  the  whole  ?  \ 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 
Ay,  indeed  does  he,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  VPengrave. 
And  will  do  {till :  he'll  ne'er  be  in  other  tale. 

Sehqftian  Wengrwve. 
Therefore  I'd  flop  his  mouth,  fir,  and  I  could. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Hum,  true ;  there  is  no  other  way  indeed, 
His  folly  hardens,  fliame  muft  needs  fucceed. 
Now,  fir,  I  understand  you  profefs  mufick. 

MoU. 
I  am  a  poor  fervant  to  that  liberal  fcience,  fir,    . 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Where  is  it  you  teach  ? 

MoU. 
Right  againft  Clifford's- Inn. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Hum,  that's  a  fit  place  for  it :  you  have  many  fcholars  ? 

MoU. 
And  fome  of  worth,  whom  I  may  call  my  matters. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrarve. 
Ay,  true,  a  company  of  whoremalters ;  you  teach  to  ling 
too? 

MoU. . 
Marry,  do  I,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  If  engrave. 
I  think  you'll  find  an  apt  fcholar  of  my  fon,  efpecialry  for 
prick- fong. 

m  MoU. 
I  have  much  hope  of  him. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengraw. 
I  am  forry  for't,  I  have  the  lefs  for  that :  you  can  play  any 
leflbn  ? 

Moll. 
>     At  firft  fight,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
There'*  a  thing  called  the  Witch  :  can  you  play  that  ? 

6  Moll. 
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Moll. 
I  would  be  forty  any  one  fhould  mend  me  in't. 

Sir  Alexander  Wcngrave.  • 

Ay,  I  believe  tjiee,  thou  haft  Co  bewitcht  my  font         "•-   %- 
Ko  care  will  mend  the  work  that  thou  haft  done. 
I  have  bethought  myfelf,  fince  my  art  fails,  T 

IM1  make  her  policy  the  art  to  trap  her. 
Here  are  four  angels  markt  with  holes  in  them  ~ 

Fit  for  his  crackt  companions :  gold  he  will  give  her ;         ^    '■ 
Thefe  will  I  make  induction  to  her  ruin, 
And  rid  fhame  from  my  houfe,  grief  from  my  heart. 
Here,  fon,  in  what  you  take  content  and  pleafure,  •   ^ 

Want  fhall  not  curb  you ;  pay  the  gentleman 
His  htter  half  in  gold.  * 

Sebaftian  Jf engrave. 
I  thank  you,  fir.  \ 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Oh,  may  the  operation  on'r,  end  three  ! 
In  her, life;  ihame9  in  him;  and  grief,  in  me.  ' 

[Exit  Sir  Aleiander* 

Sebaftian  Wengrave. 

Faith  thou  (halt  have  'em ;  'tis  my  father's  gift :    •'     ■  o 

Never  was  man  beguii'd  with  better  ftiift.  *  •'•> 

MolC  .:; 

He  that  can  take  me  for  a  male  mufician, 
I  cannot  choofe  but  make  him  my  inftrument, 
And  play  upon  him.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Gallipot,  and  Miftrefs  Openwork. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Is  then  that  bird  of  yours  (mafter  Gofhawk)  fo  wild? 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
A  Gofliawk  ?  a  4*  Puttock ;  all  for  prey :  he  angles  for  fifli, 
but  he  loves  fiefh  better. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Is't  poflible  his  fmooth  face  mould  have  wrinkles  in/t,  and 
yve  not  fee  them  ? 

4*  Puttock  ;]     Sec  Note  37,  p.  72. 

F  3  Miftrefs 
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Mtfireft  Openwork. 
Poflible!   why  have   not  many  handfome  legs  4j  in  fih\ 
ftockings  villainous  fplay-fcet,  for  all  their  **  great  rdfes  ? 

Miftrefi  Gallipot. 
Troth,  firrah,  thou  fayft  true. 

Miftrefs  Opinwork. 
Didft  never  fee  an  archer  (as  thou  baft  walk'd  by  Bunhill) 
look  afquint  when  he  drew  his  bow  ? 

Mifirr/t  Gallipot. 
Yes,  when  his  arrows  have  fline  toward  Iflirigton,  his  eyet 
have  (hot  clean  contrary  towards  Pimiico. 

Miftrefi  Openwork* 
For  all  the  world  fo  does  matter  Cxoihawk  double  with  me. 

.Mftrefs  Gallipot. 
Oh  fie  uppn  him ;  if  he  double  once  he's  not  for  me* 

.  Miftrefi  Openwork, 
Becaufe  Goftawk  goes  in  a  jhag-ruif  band,  with  a  face 
flicking  up  in't,  which  (hows  like  an  agget  let  in  ^  a  cramp 
riflgy  he'thi^ks  Tm  in  love  with  him. 

43  Jtlkjlockhtpl  Among  the  other  extravagances  of  the  times,  that  of 
£lk  ftockings  feems  to  have  been  one  which  gave  great  offence  to  tha 
rigid  and  prccife.  Stubbes,  in  The  Anatomic  of  sfbufest  4x0.  1596,  p.  31. 
fay*,  "  Then  have  they  Neytber  Jlockes  [i.  e.  ftockings]  to  thefe  gay 
**  hofen,  not  of  cloth  (though  never  ib  fine)  for  that  is  thought  too  bafej 
"  but  of  Jarnfcy,  Worfted,  Crewell,  JSilke,  Thred,  and  fuch  like,  or  els  at 
?'  the  leaft  of  the  fineft  yarne  that  can  be  got,  and  fo  jcurioufly  knit 
."  with  open  feame  downe  the  legge,  with  quirkes  and  clockes  about  the 
u  anckles,  and  fometime  (haplie)  interlaced  with  gold  or  filver  threds, 
u  as  is  woonderfult  to  beholde.  And  to  fuch  impudent  infolency  and 
'*  Ihamefull  outrage  it  is  now  growne,  that  every  one  almoft,  though 
"  otherwife  verie  poore^  having  fcarce  fourtie  {hillings  of  wages  by  the 
u  yeare,  will  not  fticke  to  have  two  or.  three  paire  of  thefe  filke  nether 
"  ftockes,  or  els  of  the  fineft  yarne  that  may  be  got,  though  the  price  of 
5'  them  be  a  royal  or  twenty  (hillings  or  more,  as  commonly  it  is,  for 
"  how  can  they  be'lefTe,  when  as  the  very  jtnitting  of  them  is  worth  a 
"  noble  or  a  royall,  and  fome  much  more.  The  time  hath  bene,  when 
"  one  might  have  clothed  ail  his  body  wel,  from  top  to  toe,  for  lefle  than 
**  a  paire  of  thefe  nether  ftocks  will  coft." 

**  great  rofes]  i.  e.  rofes  anciently  worn  in  (hoes.  See  Note  on  HamUt. 
vol.  X-  p.  303.  edit.  1778.        S. 

45  a  tramp  ring]  •  See  Note  62  to  The  Ordinary,  vol.  X,  p.  250. 

'  Mifirrfi 
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Miftrefi  Gallipot. 
'Las !  I  think  he  takes  his  mark  amifs  in  thee. 

Miftrefi  Openwork, 
He  has  by  often  beating  into  me  made  me  believe  that  my 
luiiband  kept  a  whore. 

Miftrefi  Gallipot. 
Very  good. 

Miftrefi  Openwork 
Swore  to  me,  that  my  hufband  this  very. morning  went  in  a 
boat  with  a  tilt  over  it,  to  the  Three  Pigeons  at  Brentford,  aud 
his  punk  with  him  under  his  tilt. 

Miftrefi  Gallipot, 
That  were  wholefome. 

Miftrefi  Openwork. 
I  believ'd  it ;  fell  a  (wearing  at  him,  curling  of  harlots ; 
made  me  read/  to  hoift  up  fail,  and  be  there  as  foon  as  he. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
So,  fo. 

Miftrefi  Openwork. 
And  for  that  voyage  Goihawk  comes  hither  incontinently ; 
but,  firrah,  this  water-  fpaniel  dives  after  no  duck  but  me ;  his 
hope  is  having  me  at  Brentford,  to  make  me  cry  quack. 

Miftrefi  Gallipot. 
Art  fureof  it? 

Miftrefi  Openwork. 
Sure  of  it !  my  poor  innocent  Openwork  came  in  46  as  I 
was  poking  my  ruff;  prefently  hit  I  him  i'th'  teeth  with  the 
Three  Pigeons :  he  forfwore  all,  I  up  and  opened  all ;  and  now 
{lands  he  (in  fhop  hard  by)  like  47  a  mufket  on  a  re  It,  to  hit 
Goihawk  i'th'  eye,  when  he  comes  to  fetch  me  to  the  boat. 

Mftrefi 

*•  as  I  was  poking  my  ruff]  See  Note  24  to  The  Honeft  IVhore^  vol.  Ill, 
f,  280. 

47  a  mufket  on  a  refi\  The  following  extract  from  an  ingenious 
and,  I  believe,  noble  author,  as  quoted  in  the  Life  of  Roger  Afcham, 
will  explain  the  above  allufion  :  "  The  firft  mujkcts  were  very  heavy, 
"  and  could  not  be  fired  without  a  reft  j  they  had  match-locks,  and  barrels 
*  of  a  wide  bore,  that  carried  a  large  ball  and  charge  of  powder,  and  did 
u  execution  at  a  greater  diitance. 

F  4  "Th« 
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JWJf r#5  Gallipot. 
Such  another  lame  gelding  offered  to  carry  me  through  thick 
and  thin  (Laxton,  firrah),  but  I  am  rid  of  him  now. 

Miftrefs  Openwork.  * 

Happy  is  the  woman  can  be  rid  of  them  all ;  Mas  what  art 
your  whittling  gallants  to  our  hu {bands,  weigh  them  rightly 
man  for  man  ? 

Mlftrefi  GallipoU 
Troth,  mere  (hallow  things, 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Idle  fimple  things,  running  heads;-  and  yet  let  them  run 
over  us  never  fo  fail,  we  (hop-keepers  (when  all's  done)  are 
lure  to  have  them  in  our  purfhets  at  length  ;  and  when  they 
are  in,  Lqrd  what  fimple  animals  they  are  !  Then  they  hang 
the  head.  ' 


"  The  muflceteers  on  a  march  carried  only  their  refts  and  ammunition, 
*'  and  had  boys  to  bear  their  muikets  after  them,  for  which  they  were  al» 
"  lowed  great  additional  pay. 

"  They  were  very  flow  in  loading,  not  only  by  rcafon  of  the  unwicldi- 
l<  nefs  of  the  pieces,  and  becaufe  they  carried  the  powder  and  balls  fepa? 
"  rate,  but  from  the  time  it  took, -to  prepare  and  aiijuft  the  match  ;  fo 
"  that  their  fire  was  not  near  fo  brifk  as  ours  is  now.  Afterwards  a 
"  lighter  kind  of  match-lock  mufket  came  into  ufe,  and  they  carried 
tf  their  ammunition  in  bandcliers,  which  were  broad  belts  that  came  over 
"  the  (houkler,  each  containing  a  charge  of  p«wdcr ;  the  balls  they  car-* 
" tied  loofe  in  a  pouch  ;  and  they  had  alfo  a  priming  born  by  their 
"fide. 

"  The  old  Englilh  writers  called  thofe  large  mufkets  calivers :  the 
!'  harquebuze  was  a  lighter  piece,  that  cquld  be  fired  without  a  reft. 
4t  The  match-lock  was  fired  by  a  match  fixed  by  a  kind  of  tongs  in  the 
€i  ferpentine  or  cock,  which,  by  pulling  the  trigger,  was  brought  down 
1(  with  great  quicknefs  upon  the  priming  in  the  pan  ;  over  which  there 
"  was  a  Aiding  cover,  which  was  drawn  back  by  the  hand  juft  at  the 
<c  time  of  firing.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  nicety  and  care  required  to 
"  fit  the  match  properly  to-the  cock,  fo  as  to  come,  down  exactly  true  on 
"  the  priming,  to  blow  the  allies  from  the  coal,  and  to  guard  the  pan 
"  from  the  fparks  that  fell  from  it.  A  great  deal  of  time  was  alfo  loft  in 
f*  taking  it  out  of  the  cock,  and  returning  it  between  the  fingers  of  the 
"  left  hand  every  time  that  the  piece  was  fired  j  an,d  wet  weather  ofteji 
f?  rendered  the  matches  ufelefs." 
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,  Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Then  they  droop. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Then  they  write  letters, 

Mlftrefs  Gallipot. 
Then  they  cog. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Then  deal  they  under  hand  with  us,  and  we  mint  ingle 
with  our  hu (bands  abed;  and  we  mufl  fwear  they  are  our* 
cozens,  and  able  to  do  us  a  pleafure  at  Court. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
And  yet  when  we  have  done  our  bed,  all's  but  put  into 
4S  a  riven  difh,  we  are  but  frump'd  at  and  libel'd  upon. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Oh,  if  it  were  the  good  Lord's  will,  there  were  a  law  nutfle^ 
no  citizen  mould  trull  any  of  them  all  I 

Enter  Golhawk.       .*  } 

Miftrefs  Gallipot* 
Hum,  firrah,  Gofhawk. 

Gojbawk*  • 
How  now,  are  you  ready  ? 

Miftrefs  Opcnwofk, 
Nay,    are  you  ready  ?    a  little  thing  you  fee  *  makes  uf 
ready. 

Gq/bawk. 
Us  ?  why,  mufl:  (he  make  one  i'th'  voyage  ? 

Miftrefs  Openwork* 
Oh  by  any  means !  do  I  know  how  my  hufband  will  handle 
me? 

Gofoawk. 
'Foot,  how  mall  I  find  water  to  keep  thefe  two  mills  go- 
ing? Well,  fince  you'll  needs  be  clapt  under  hatches,  if  I  fail 
riot  with  you  both  49  till  all  fplit,  hang  me  up  at  the  main 
yard  and  duck  me :  it's  but  liquoring  them  both  found ly,  and 

48  a  riven  dijh\  i.  e.  a  broken  di(h. 

49  till  tall  fplit]  This  expreffion  occurs  In  many  old  Plays.  Seethe 
Notes  of  Dr.  Farmer,  Mr.  Stcevens,  and  Mr.  Malone,  on  Midfummr 
Night's  Dream}  A.  1.  S.  2. 

then 
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then  you  (hall  fee  their  cork -heels  fly  up  high,  tike  two  fwana 
when  their  tails  are  above  water,  and  their  long  necks  under 
water,  diving  to  catch  gudgeons ;  come,  come,  oars  Hand 
ready ;  the  tide's  with  us ;  on  with  thofe  falfe  faces ;  blow 
winds,  and  thou  (halt  take. thy  huiband  calling  out  hit  net  to 
catch  freih  falmon  at  Brentford. 

Mftrrfs  Gallifot. 

I  believe  you'll  eat  of  a  cod's  head  of  your  own  dreffing, 
before  you  reach  half  way  thither. 

Gojbawk. 
So,  fo,  follow  dole ;  pin  as  you  go. 

Enter  Laxton  muffled. 

Laxton. 
•  Do  you  hear? 

Mtftrefs  Gallipot. 
Yes,  I  thank  my  ears. 

Laxton* 
I  muft  have  a  bout  with  your  'PotticariJhip* 

MJtrefs  Gallipot. 
At  what  weapon? 

Laxton* 
I  mud  fpeak  with  you. 

Mtftrefs  Gallipot. 
Not 

Laxton. 
.  No  ?  you  (hall. 

Mtftrefs  Gallipot. 
Shall?  away,  fouc'd  flurgeon  !  halffiih,  halfflefli. 

Laxton, 
'Faith  gib,  are  you  (pitting  ?  I'll  cut  your  tail  pus-cat  for 
this. 

Mtftrefs  Gallipot. 
'Las,  poor  Laxton,  I  think  thy  tail's  cut  already:   your 
Word, 

Laxton. 

If  I  do  not [Exit  Laxton. 

Go/hawk. 
Come,  have  you  done  ? 

7  Enter 
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Enter  Mafler  Openwork. 

( 

6'foot,  Rofamond,  your  hufband. 

jMafter  Openwork. 
How  now  ?  fweet  matter  Gofhawk,  none  more  welcome, 
I  have  wanted  your  embracemears :  when  friends  meet, 
The  muikk  or  the  fpheres  founds  not  more  fweet, 
Than  does  their  conference :  who  is  this  ?  Rofamond  ; 
Wife ;  how  now,  filler  ? 

Gq/bawk. 
Silence,  if  you  love  me. 

Mafter  Openwork. 
Why  malk'd? 

Miftrefs  Openwork. ' 
Does  a  rnalk  grieve  you,  fir  ? 

Mafter  Openwork. 
It  does. 

Miftrefs  Openwork* 
Then  y'are  beft  get  you  a  mumming, 

Goftmxk. 
S'foot,  you'll  fpoil  all. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
May  not  we  coyer  our  bare  faces  with  majkf , 
As  well  as  you  cover  your  bald  heads  with  hats? 

Mafter  Openwork, 
No  mafks ;  why,  th'are  thieves  to  beauty,  that  rob  eyei 
Of  admiration  in  which  true  love  lies* 
Why  are  mafks  worn  ?  why  good  ?  or,  why  defired  ? 
Unlefs  by  their  gay  covers  wits  are  fired 
To  read  the  wild 'it  looks ;  many  bad  faces, 
(Bccaufe  rich  gems  are  treafured  up  in  cales) 
Pafs  by  their  priviledge  current ;  but  as  caves 
Damn  mifer's  gold,  fo  mafks  are  beauties  graves.    . 
Men  ne'er  meet  women  with  fuch  muffled  eyes, 
But  they  curfe  her,  that  firfr.  did  mafks  devife, 
.And  fwear  it  was  fome  beldam.     Come,  off  vvith't. 

Miftrefi  Openwork. 
1  will  not. 

Mafter 
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Mqfter  Openwork* 
Good  faces  mafk'd  are  jewels  kept  by  fpirits ; 
Hide  none  but  bad  ones,  fur  they  poifon  men's  fights  % 
Show  then  as  (hop-keepers  do  their  broidered  ftuff, 
(By  owl-light)  fine  wares  cannot  be  open  enough. 
Pr  ythee  (lweet  Rofe)  come  ftrike  this  fail. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Sail  ? 

Mqfter  Openwork.  ' 

Ha  ?  yes,  wife,  ftrike  fail,  for  ftorms  are  in  thine  eyes  : 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Th'are  here,  fir,  in  my  brows,  if  any  rife. 

Mqfter  Openwork. 
Ha,  brows  (what  fays  (he,  friend)  ?  pray  tell  me  why 
50  Your  two  flags  were  advanc'd ;  the  Comedy, 
Come,  what's  the  Comedy  ? 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
51  Weft  ward  hoe* 

Mqfter  Openwork. 
How  \ 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
*Tis  Weft  ward  hoe,  (he  fays. 

Gojbawk, 
Are  you  both  mad  ? 

■  Miftrefs  Openwork^ 
Is't  Marjcet-day  at  Brentford,  and  your  ware  not  fent  up 
yet? 

Mqfter  Openwork. 
What  market-day  ?  what  ware  ? 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
A  pye  with  three  pigeons  in't ;  'tis  drawn,  and  flays  youjj 
cutting  up. 

Gofkawk* 
As  you  regard  my  credit. 

5°  Your  two  fags]  Alluding  to  the  flags  which  were  placed  formerly 
©n  the  tops  of  play-houfes.  See  Note  5  to  A  Mad  World  my  Ma/ters. 
▼ol.  V.  p.  314. 

5"  Weftivard  hoi]  This  is  the  title  of  a  Comedy  written  by  Thomas 
Dekkar  and  John  Wcbftcr,  printed  in  4to,  1607. 

Mqfter* 
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Mqfier  Openwork. 
Art  mad? 

Mifirefs  Openwork. 
Yes,  letcherous  goat ;  baboon. 

Mqfier  Openwork* 
Baboon  ?  then  tofs  me  in  a  blanker. 

Mifirefs  Openwork* 
Do  I  it  well  ? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 
Rarely* 

Go/hawk. 
Belike,  fir,  (he's  not  well ;  beft  leave  her* 

Mqfier  Openwork. 
No; 
111  (land  the  florm  now,  how  fierce  fo  e'er  it  blow* 

Mifirefs  Openwork. 
Did  I  for  this  lofe  all  my  friends  ?  refufe 
Rich  hopes,  and  golden  fortunes,  to  be  made 
52  A  flale  to  a  common  whore  ? 

Mqfier  Openwork. 
This  does  amaze  me. 

Mtftrefs  Openwork* 
Oh,  God>  oh,  God,  feed  at  reverfion  now? 
A  (trumpet's  leaving? 

Mqfier  Openwork. 
Rofamond ! 

,  Gnfhawk. . 

I  fweat :  would  I  lay  in  53  Cold  Harbour ! 

Mtftrefs  Openwork. 
Thou  haft  ftruck  ten  thoufand  daggers  through  my  heart. 

5*  A  ftale  to  a  common  ivbore]  See  the  Notes  of  Mr,  Stcevens,  and 
Mr.  Collins,  to  The  Comedy  of  hrrors,  A.  2.  S.  i. 

53  Cold  Harbour]  Cold  Harbour  is  in  the  parifh  of  Alhallows  the 
Lefs.  It  was  formerly  a  large  houfe,  which,  in  the  year  1485,  Richard 
the  Third  granted  to  the  Heralds.  It  afterwards  came  into  the  poffemon 
of  Guthbert  Tonftal,  Biihop  of  Durham,  from  whom  it  was  conveyed  as 
is  fuppofed  to  the  Earl  of  Shrewibury.  After  continuing  fome  time  in 
that  family,  it  was  pulled  down,  and  a  number  of  houies  built  on  the 
fpot. 

Mqfier 


c94  .THE   HOAkltlG  tilkU 

Mafier  Openwork 
Not  I,  by  heaven  !  ftoeet  wife. 

Mtftrefs  Openwork. 
Go,  devil,  go  |  that  which  thou  fwear'ft  by ,  damns  the* 

Gojbawk. 

S'heart  will  you  undo  me  ? 

Mi/h  efs  Openwork. 
Why  flay  you  here?  the  liar,  by  which  you  fail,  (bine* 
yonder  above  Chelfea ;  you  lofe  your  (hore,  ifthis  moon  light 
you,  feek  out  your  light  whore* 

Mafier  Openwork* 

Ha? 

Mifirefs  Gallipot. 

Pufli ;  your  Weftcrn  pug. 

Gq/bawk.     > 

Zounds  !  now  hell  roars. 

MJlr./s  Openwork. 
With  whom  you  tilted  in  a  pair  of  oars  this  very  mom* 

ing. 

Mafier  Openwork* 

Oars } 

Mifirefs  Openwork* 

At  Brentford,  fir. 

Mafier  Openwork* 
Rack  not  my  patience :  Matter  Gofliawk,  fortte  flave  hat 
buzzed  this  into  her,  has  he  not  ?  I  run  a  tilt  in  Brentford 
with  a  woman  ?  'tis  a  lye.    What  old  bawd  tells  thee  this  ? 
S'death,  'tis  a  lye. 

Mifire/l  Openwork. 
lis  one  to  thy  face  (hall  juilify  all  that  I  fpeak* 

Mafier  Openworkm 
Ud'foul,  do  but  name  that  rafcal. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
No,  fir,  I  will  not. 

Gojbawk. 
Keep  thee  there,  girl :— ~then ! 

Mtftrefs  Openwork. 
Sifter,  know  you  this  varlet  ? 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 

Yes* 

Mafier 
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Mafter  Openwork. 

Swear  true, 
Is  there  a  rogue  fo  low  d&mn'd  ?  a  fecond  Judas  ?  a  common 
hangman,  cutting  a  man's  throat,  does  it  to  his  face?  bite 
me  behind  my  back  ?  a  cur  dog  ?  fwear  if  you  know  this  hell* 
hound. 

Miftrtfs  Gallipot. 


In  truth  I  do. 
His  name? 


Mafter  Openwork. 
Mftrefs  Gallipot. 


Not  for  the  world; 
To  have  you  to  (tab  him. 

Gojbavoh 
Oh,  brave  girls !  worth  gold  1 

Mafter  Openwok. 
A  word,  honed  mafter  Golhawk.        [Draws  out  bis  JworJ. 

Gqfbawok. 
What  do  you  mean,  fir  ? 

Mafter  Openwork. 
Keep  off,  and  if  the  devil  can  give  a  name  to  this  new 
fury,  holla  it  through  my  ear,  or  wra'p  it  up  in  fome  hid  cha- 
racter :  54  111  ride  to  Oxford,  and  watch  out  mine  eyes,  but  I'll 
hear  the  brazen  head  fpeak  :  or  elfe  fhew  me  but  one  hair  of 
his  head  or  beard,  that  I  may  fa m pie  ic ;  if  the  fiend  I  meet 
(in  mine  own  houfe)  I'll  kill  him  :— the  itreet, 
Or  at  the  church-door : — there— (caufe  he  feeks  to  untie 
The  knot  God  fattens)  he  deferves  moll  to  die. 

S*  ril  ride  to  Oxford,  and  watch  out  mine  eyes,  hut  Pit  bear  the  braxe* 
bead  fpeak:]  We  have  here  an  allufion  to  an  idle  ftory  very  current  of 
a  brazen  head,  which  was  faid  to  have  been  made  by  the  celebrated  Friar 
Bacon,  with  the  amftance  of  Friar  Bungay.  Thefe  two  learned  Friars 
are  fuppofed  to  have  been  employed  no  lefs  than  feven  years  in  framing 
it ;  and  the  information  they  were  to  receive  from  it  was,  Whether  it 
might  not  be  pofEble  to  build  a  wall  of  brafs  round  this  ifland  ?  They  were, 
however,  disappointed  in  their  expected  intelligence ;  for  neglecting  the 
time  at  which  the  head  was  to  fpeak,  they  loft  the  opportunity  of  hear- 
ing the  anfwer  diftinctly  j  and  thus  their  labour  being  vain,  and  the 
head  in  a  manner  ufelcfs,  it  was  demolifhcd.  See  alfo  Robert  Green's 
Hifiorieof  Friar  Bacon  and  Friar  Bungay,  1630. 

Mjftrefs 
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Miftrefs  Openwork. 
My  hufband  titles  him. 

Mafter  Openwork, 
Mafter  Goihawk,  pray,  fir, 
Swear  to  me,  that  you  know  him,  or  know  him  not* 
Who  makes  me  at  Brentford  to  take  up  a  peticoat  befides  my 
wife's* 

Gofbawk. 
By  heaven  that  man  I  know  not. 

Miftrefs  Openwork 
Come,  come,  you  lye. 

Gojbawk. 
Will  you  not  have  all  out  ? 
By  heaven  I  know  no  man  beneath  the  moon 
Should  do  you  wrong ;  but  if  I  had  his  name, 
I'd  print  it  in  text  letters. 

Miftrefs  Openwork* 
Print  thine  own  then,  : 

Did'ft  not  thou  fwear  to  me  he  kept  his  whore  \ 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
And  that  in  finful  Brentford  they  would  commit" 
That  which  our  lips  did  water  at,  fir, — ha  ? 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
Thou  fpider,  that  halt  woven  thy  cunning  web 
In  mine  own  houfe  t'infnare  me :  haft  not  thou 
Suck'd  nourifhment  even  underneath  this  roof* 
And  turned  it  all  to  poifon  ?  fpitting  it 
On  thy  friend's  face  (my  hufband)  ?  he  as  *twcfe  fleeping : 
Only  to  leave  him  ugly  to  mine  eyes, 
That  they  might  glance  on  thee* 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
Speak,  are  thefe  lies  i 

Gofoawk. 
Mine  own  fhame  me  confounds. 

Miftrefs  Openwork. 
No  more,  he's  flung ; 
Who'd  think  that  in  one  body  there  could  dwell 
Deformity  and  beauty  (heaven  and  hell)  r 
Goodnefs  I  fee  is  but  outfide,  we  all  fet, 
In  rings  of  gold,  irones  that  be  counterieit : 
I  thought  you  none.  Gffbm*. 
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Gefbavok. 

.  9ttrtbm.  note* 

Mafier  Openwork.  1 

Truth  I  db.  ! 

This  blemifti  grows  in  nature,  not  in  yo*i 
For  man's  creation  flicks  even  moles  in  fcorn 
On  fairefi  cheeks ;  wife,  nothing  is  perfect  born* 

Mtfire/s  Openwork.  ■  '  -    - 
I  thought  you  had  been  born  perfect. 

Mafier  Openwork. 
What's  this  whole  world  but  a  gilt  rotten  pill  ? . 
For  at  the  heart  lies  the  old  core  flill. 
I'll  tell  you,  matter  Goihawk  ;  ss  aye  in  your  eye 
I  haje  teen  wanton  fire ;  and  then,  to  try 
The  foundnefs  of  my  judgment,  I  told  you, 
I  kept  a  whore,  made  you  believe  'twas  true, 
Only  to  feel  how  your  pulfe  beat ;  but.  find, 
The  world  can  hardly  yield  a  perfect  friend. 
Come,  come,  a  trick  of  youth,  and  'tis  forgiven  j 
This  rub  put  by,  our  love  (hall  run  more  even* 

Mefirtfs  Openwork, 
You'll  deal  upon  men's  wives  no  more  ? 

Gojbawk. 
No :— you  teach  me  4  trick  for  that. 

Mjftrefs  Openwork* 
Troth  do  not,  they'll  o'er-reach  thee, 

;  Mafier  Openwork* 
Make  my  houfe  yours,  fir,  ftill.  ^ 

Go/hawk. 

Ko. 

Mqfter  Openwork* 

I  fey  you  (hall : 
Sefcrog  (thus  beKleg'd)  it  holds  out,  'twill  never  fall. 

Enter  Mafier  Gallipot,  and  Greenewit  like  a  Sumner,  Laxton 

fftttfied  aloof  off. 
Omnes. 
How  now?1 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
With  me,  fir? 

ss  ayt\  i.  e.  even*    The  quarto  has  I. 
Vol,  VI.  G  Greenewit. 
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Qrtenevjiu 
You,  fir.  I  have  gone  fnafiing  up  and  down. by  yotir  door 
this  hour  to  watch  for  you* 

Miftrefi  Gallipt. 
What's  the  matter,  hufband? 

Grcenewit. 
I  have  caught  a  cold  in  my  head,  fir,  by.  fitting  up 
,kte  in  the  Rofe  tavern ;  but  I  hope  youunderitand  my  fpeech. 

Maftcr  Gallipot. 
So,  fir. 

Greenemo'iU 
1  cite  you  by  the  name  of  Hippocrates  Gallipot,  and  vott 
6y  the  name  of  Prudence  Gallipot,  to  appear  upon  CraftinOy 
do  you  fee,  Craftino  Janfti  Dunfiani  (this  Eaftcr  Term)   in 
Sow  Church* 

Maftcr  Gallipot. 
Where,  fir?  what  fays  he ? 

Grcenewit. 
Bow :  Bow  Church,  to  anfwer  to  a  libel  of  precontract  on 
'  the  part  and  behalf  of  the  faid  Prudence  and  another; .  y'are 
beft,  fir,  take  a  copy  of  the  citation,  'tis  but  twelve-pence. 

Omnes. 
A  citation  !^ 

Maftcr  Gallipot. 
You  pocky-nofed  rafcai,  what  (lave  fees  you  to  this  ?  . 

Laxton. 
Slave !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  you ;  do  you  hear,  fir  ? 

Gojbannh.  . 
Laxton,  is't  not  ? — what  fagary  is  this  ? 

Maftcr  Gallipot. 
Truft  me,  I  thought*  fir,  this  ftorm  long  ago  had  been  full 
laid,  when  (if  you  be  remembered)  I  paid  you  the  laft  fifteen 
pounds,  bcfides  the  thirty  you  had  firft— rfbr  then  you  fwore* 

Laxton. 
Turn,  tu(h,  fir,  oaths,*- 
Truth,  yet  I'm  loth  to  vex  you — tell  you  what ; 
Make  up  the  money  I  had  an  hundred  pounds, 
And  take  your  belly  full  of  her. 

Mafier  Gallipot. 
An  hundred  pounds  I 

Mj/lre/s 
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Mftrefi  Gallipot. 
What!  a  hundred  pounds  f  he  gets  Hone:   what!   a  hun- 
dred pounds  ? 

M<$er  Gallipot. 

Sweet  Pru,  be  calm ;  the  gentleman  offers  thus : 
It  I  will  make  the  moneys  that  are  pad, 
A  hundred  pounds,  he  will  di (charge  all  courts, 
And  give  his  bond  never  to  vex  lis  more, 

Mtftrefi  Gallipot. 
A  hundred  pounds  ?    'Las !  take,  fir,  but  threescore : 
Do  you  feek  my  undoing  ? 

Laxton. 
1*11  not  'bate  one  fix-pence — I'll  maul  you,  pufs,  for  fpitting. 

Miftrtfs  Gallipot. 
Do  thy  worft : 
Will  fourfcore  flop  thy  mouth  ? 

Laxton. 
No. 

Mftrefs  Gallipot. 
Y'are  a  Have: 
Thou  cheat,  I'll  now  tear  money  from  thy  throat ; 
Hu&and,  lay  hold  on  yonder  tawny-coat. 

Greenewit. 
Nay,  gentlemen,  feeing  your  women  are  (b  hot,  5$  I  muft 
lofe  my  hair  in  their  company  I  fee. 

Mifireft  Openwork. 
His  hair  (beds  off,  and  yet  hefpeaks  not  fo  muck  in  the 
nofe  as  he  did  before. 

Gqfiawk. 
He  has  had  the  better  Chirurgi  >n,  mailer  Greenewit:  is 
your  wit  fo  raw  as  to  play  no  better  a  part  than  a  .Stunners  ? 

'Mafier  Gallipot. 
1  pray,  who  plays  a  5d  knack  10  know  an  honefl  map  in  this 
.company? 

»  » 

55  /  mttft  Icjc  my  ba!r,  Zee.']  Alluding  to  the  confeqtfenceS  of  letv/lnc/s, 
one  of  which  in  the  firft  appearance  of  the  difeafe  in  Europe  was  the  lofs 
of  hair. 

so  a  knack  tokftvw  an  hvnift  man]    The  name  of  an  ancient  anonymous 

Conjedy.    *»       -  ..."  , 

G  a*  Mifircfs 
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Mjftrofs  Gallipot 
Dear  hufband,  pardon  me,  1  did  dilTemble^  *         • 

Told  thee  I  was  his  precontracted  wife,* 
When  letters  came  from  him  for.  thirty  pounds : 
I  had  no  (hift  but  that. 

*     ^         Mafter  GaUipot.  . 
A  very  clean  (hift :  but  able  to  make  me  lowfy :  on. 

Mijirefs  GaUipot.  . 

Hufband,  I  pluck'd  (when  he  had  tempted  me  to  think  well 
of  him)  57Get  feathers  from  thy  wings,  to  make  him  fly 
more  lofty. 

Mafter  Gallipot. 
A'the  top  of  you,  wife?  on. 

Miftrefs  Gallipot. 
He  having  wafted  them,  comes  now  for  more, 
Ufing  me  as  a  ruffian  doth  his  whore, 
Whole  fin  keeps  him  in  breath  ;  by  heaven  !  I  vow, 
Thy  bed  he  never  wrong'd  more  than  he  does  now. 

Mafter  Gallipot, 
My  bed  !  ha,  ha,  like  enough ;  a  (hop-board  will  fenre  to 
have  a  cuckold's  coat  cut  out  upon  :  of  that  we'll  talk  here" 
afier :  y'are  a  villain. 

'  Lax  ton. 

Hear  one  but  fpeak,  fir,  you  (hall  find  me  none. 

Omnes. 
Pray,  fir,  be  patient  and  hear  him. 

^Mafter  Gallipot. 
I  am  muzzled  for  biting,  fir ;  ufe  me  how  you  will. 

Laxton. 
The  firft  hour  that  your  wife  was  in  my  eye, 
Myfelf  with  other  gentlemen  fitting  by, 
(In  your  mop)  tafting  fmoak,  and  fpeech  being  ufed, 
That  men  who  have  faireft  wives  are  moft  abufed, 
And  kardfy  fcap  d  the'  horn  ;  your  wife  maintain'd 
That  only  fuch  fpots  in  City  dames  were  ftain'd, 
JufUy,  but  by  men's  flanders  :  for  her  own  part, 
She  vovvM  that  you  had  fo  much  of  her  heart, 
No  man  by  all  his  wit,  by  any  wile, 

s*  Get  feather*]    So  the  quarto.  Get,  however,  feem*%erfltfous.    &, 

Never 


•THE  ROARING   GIRL.  ioi 

Never  Co  fine  (pun,  fhould  ydurfelf  beguile 
Of  what  in  her  was  yours. 

'  Maftir  Gallipot. 

Yet,  Pru,  Vis  well :  play  out  s8_your  gsme  at  tfi(h,  fir  :  who 
wins  r  % 

Mifircfs  Of>ewvw>r\\  : 

The  trial  is -When  flie  comes  to  Bearing: 

Letxton. 

I  fcorn'd  one  woman  thus  fhould  brave  all  men, 
And  (which. mors  vex'd' roc)  a  fhe 'Citizen.  '        • 
Therefore  I  laid  fiege  tc*  her,  ont  fhe  held, 
Gave  many  a  brave  repulfe,  and  jne^compell'd 
With  fhame  to  found  retreat  to  my  hot  iuftj 
Then,  feeing  alL  bafe  ddires  rak*d  tip  in  diitt, 
And  that  to  tempt  her  iriodeft  ears,  I  fwore  ; 
Ne'er  to  prefume  again  :  fhe  faid,  her  eye 
Would  ever  give  me  welcome  honeftly  ; 
And  (fince.  I  was  a  gentleman)  if  it  run  lowi 
She  would  my  *hte  relieve,  not  to  o'erthrow 
YoiH*  own  and  hers  :  did  fo;  then  feeing  I  wrought 
Upon  her  meeknefs,  me  (he  fet  at  nought : 
And  yet  to  try  if  I  could  turn  that  tide,' 
You  fee  what  ftream  I  flrove  with  ;  but,  fir,  I  fvvear, 
J5y  heaven,  and  by  thofe  hopes  men  lay  up  there,    ' 
I  neither  have,  nor  had  a  bafe  intent 
To  wrong  your  bed ;  what's  done,  is  merriment :  ' 
Your  gold  I  pay  back  with  this  intereft,    ' 
When  I  had  moft  power-to  do't  I  wrong'd  you  lead, 

Mafter  G/tllipou 

If  this  no  gulkry  be,  fir,*— 

Qmnts. 

No,  no,  on  my  life. 

Mafter  Gall'pot. 

Then,  fir,  I  am  beholden  (not  to  you,  wife)^ 
Put,  matter  Laxton,  to  your  want  of  doing  ill, 

$8  your  game  at  Irlfh"]  Ir)Jh  is  a  game  which  differs  very  (lightly 
from  Back-Gammon.  The  manner  of  plaving  it  is  defcrifceU  in  The 
CoiypUat  Gamefitrm  1680,  p.  ipq. 

G  5  Which 
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.u  ... 

Which  it  feems  yoiu  have  not:  gentlemen, 
Tarry  and  dine  here  all. 

Mafler  Openwork. 
Brother,  we  Jbaye  a  jeft, 
As  good  as  yours,  to  rurnifh  out  a  feaft. 

Mafler  Gallipot. 
We'll  crown  our  table  \vith  it ;  wife, brag  no  more 
Of  holding  out:  who  moft  brags  is  mofl  whore.  \Exeunt  omnes. 

JLntcr  Jack  Dapper,  Moll,  Sir  Beautious  Qauymed,  and  Sir 

Thomas  Long. 

Jack.  Dapper. 
But  pr'ythee,  jvf  after  paprain  Jack,  be  plain  and  perfpi- 
jcuous  with  me;  was  it  your  Megg  of  VVeftuiinfter's  courage, 
that  refcued  me  from  the  !9  Poultry  puttocks  indeed  I 

Mob 
The  valour  of  my  wit,  I  enfure  you,  fir,  fetch'd  you  off 
bravely,  when  you  were  i'the  forlorn  hope  among  thofjs 
defperates.  Sir  Beautious  Qanyrned'  here,  and  fir  Thomas 
Long,  heard  that  cuckoo  (my  man  Trapdoor)  fing  the  note  of 
you/  ranfom  from  captivity. 

fyir  P cautious  Ganymcd. 
Uds  fo;  Moll;  w here's  that  Trapdoor? 

\     Moll. 

Hang'd  I  think  by  this  time ;  a  juftice  in  this  town,,  (that 
fppnks  nothing  but  "  make  a  mittimus,  away  with  him  tQ 
Newgate'1)  ufed  that  rogue  like  a  fire-work  to  run  upon  a  litje 
betwixt  him  and  rpe. 

Omnes. 

How,  how  ? 

Ml!. 

Marry,  to  lay  trains  of  villainy  to  blow  up  my  life ;  I  fmelt 
the  powder,  fpy.'d  whai  ^Minftock  gave  iiie  to  (hoot  a  gain  It 
the  poor  captain  of  the  6l  Gallifoyft,  and  away  flid  I  niy  maj^, 

$9  Poultry  puttocks']     See  Note  37,  p.  72. 

*°  linftoci]     See  Note  47  to  The  Jew  of  Malta,  vol.  VIII.  p.  390. 

ff  Gallyfayft ;]     See  Note*  8  to  The  Parfons  Wtdd'mp  vol.  XI.  f .  389. 

like 
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Bfce  a  •»  (boveUboard  (hilling :  lie  ftrutf  up  and  down  the 
fuburbs  I  think;  and  eats  up  whores;  feed*  upon  a  bawd's 

Sir  Thomas  Juongt 
Sirrah,  Jack  Dapjper. 

Jack  Dapper* 
What  fay'ft,  Tom  Long, ? 

Sir  Thomas  Long. 
Thou  hadft  a  fweet  fac'd-boy,  hail-fellow  with  thee  to  your 
little  Gull :  how  is  he  fpent  ? 

Jack  Dapper. 
Troth,  I  whittled  the  poor  little  .buzzard  off* a  my  lift,  becaufe 
when  he  waited  upon  me  at  the  ordinaries,  the  gallants  hit 
me  i'the  teeth  ilill,  and  faid  I  look'd  like  a  painted  alderman's 
tomb,  and  the  boy  at  my  elbowTike  a  death's-head,  Sir?aht 
Tack.  Moll. 

Moll. 
What  fays  my  little  Dapper  ? 

Sir  Beautious  Ganymcd* 
Come,  come;  walk  and  talk,  walk  and  talk • 

Jack  Dapper. 
Moll  and  I'll  be  i'the  midft. 

Moll. 
Thefe  knights  mall  have  fquires  places  belike  xhen :  well, 
Dapper,  what  fay  you  ? 

Jack  Dapper. 
Sirrah,  captain,  mad  Mar}',  the  gujl  my  own  father  (Dapper 
Sir  Davy)  laid    thefe  London  6.3  bopt-Jialexa  the  catch-poles 
in  ambush  to  fet  upon  me. 

Omnes* 

9 

I 

**  Jkovei-b9ar4 /billing.']  Ajkavtl-hmardjbilling  Mr.  Steevens  fuppofes 
to  have  been  a  piece  of  palifhed  metal,  made  wfe  ef  in  the  play  of  fhovtt- 
board.  See  Note  on  Second  Part  of  King  Hairy  IV.  A.  2.  S.  4.  and  Mr. 
Whalley's  Note  on  Every  Man  in  bis  Humour,  A.  3.  S.  5. 

63  boot-bakrs\  Cot  grave  explains  Picortur  to  be  *i.  A  hat-bakr  (in  a 
"  friend's  country),  a  ravening  or  filching  (ouldier."  So;  in  Puree  Pcni- 
Jejfey  bis  Supplication  to  the  Dive/I,  1592,  p.  6.  u  It  were  lamentable  to 
"tell  what  miferie  the  rattes  an4  myce  endured  in  -  this  hard  world, 
f*  how  when  all  fupply  of  victualls  fayled  them,  they  went  a  Boot'halinr 
**  one  night  to  Signior  GrecdineiTe  bed-chamt*r«" 

G  4.  JDekkcr's 
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Q nines  ^  .   ,     t        .  .      , 

Your  father?  away  Jack.' 

«     • Jack  Dappit: 4* 

By  the  taflels  of  this  handkercbcr  Vis  true :  and  What  Wai 
his  warlike  ftrata^em,  think  you  ?  he  thought,  becaufe  a  wicker 
cage  tames  a  nightingale,  a  lowfy  prifon  could  jnake  an  afs. 
of  me,  ,  T 

Omnes. 
A  nafty  plot. 

Jack  Dapper. 
Ay  :  as  though  a  Counter,  which  is  a  park  in  wtiich  all 
the  wild  .beafts  of  the  city  run  head,  by  head  could  tame  me, 

inter  the  Z*r</ Noland. 

Moll. 
-   Yonder  comes  my  Lord  Noland, 

Opines* 
Save  you,  my  lord. 

Lord  Noland, 
Well  met,  gentlemen  all :  good  Sir  Beautious  Ganymed,  Sir. 
Thomas  Long,  and  how  does  mailer  Dapper  ? 

Jack  Dapper. 
Thanks,  my  lord; 

Moll. 
No  tobacco,  my  lord? 

i    Lord  NoIana\ 
No  faith,  Jack, 

'     Jack  Dapper^ 
My  Lord  Noland,  will  you  go  to  Rmlico  with  us  r  we  are 
making  a  boon  voyage  to  that  nappy  land  i>f  fpice-cakes. 

Lord  Noland. 
Here's  fuch  a  merry  ging,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  fail 
to  the  world's  find  with  fuch  company :  come,  gentlemen^ 
let's  on. 

Jack  Dapper \ 
Here's  moft  amorous  weather,  my  lord, 

.  .  Dekker's  Btiman  of  LonJcn,  H  5  :— "  foroe  of  thefe  Boct-balcrs  are 
«  called  Termers,  ana  they  ply  Weftminfter  U,a\V* 

Dekker's  Bc/matt'sNigbt-iva!kes9  F  2  :— like  Boot-bahn^they  forrage  uj 
f?  ar,d  downe  countries,  5  or  6  in  a  company." 

Qmna 
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Amorous  weather  I  [?£gr  mtalk.  { 

.    Jack  D<W*.      :  ! 

Is  not  amorous  a  good  word  2 

J£«/rr  Trapdoor  like  a  poor  Soldier,  with  a  patch  o9er  one  eye ;  and*  » 

Ttax-Cax  with  hi/tty  all  jtatters. 

Trapdoor* 
r  Shall  we  fet  upon  the  inftntry,  thefe  troops  of  foot  ?  Zounds ! 

Jonder  comes  Moll,  my  wliojifli  4  matter  and  miftrefs ;  would 
had  her  kidnies  between  my  teeth  I      / 

Tear-Cat* 
I  had  rather  have  a  cow-heel. 

Trapdoor*  ; 

Zounds !  I  am  fo  patch'd  up,  me  cannot  difcover  me :  we'll  on. 

fear-Cat  f 
AHa  corago  then.  ^  / 

Good  your  honours  and  worfbips  enlarge  the  ears  of 
commiferatioh,  and  let  the  found  of  a  hoarfe  military  orgaa- 
yipe  penetrate  your  pitiful  bowels  to  extraft  out  of  them  £> 
many  fmall  drop*  officer  as*  may  give  a  hard  ilraw-bed  lodg* 
ing  to  a  couple  of  maim'd  foldiers. 

% .  Jack  'Dapper. 
Where  are  you  maim'd  ? 

Tear^Cat. 
In  both  our  nether  limbs. 

Moll. 
Come,  come,  Dapper,  let's  give  'em  fomething:  Has !  poor 
men  I  what  money  have  you  ?  by  my  troth  1  love  a  foldier; 
with  my  foul. 

Sir  Beautious  Ganymed.  . 
Stay,  flay,  where  have  you  ferv'd  ? 

Sir  Thomas  Long* 
In  any  part  of  the  Low-countries  ?  { 

Trapdoor. 
Not  in  the  Low-countries,    if  it  pleafe   your  manhood  * 
but  in  Hungary  againft  the  Turk  at  the  fiege  of  Belgrade. 

L.ord  Noland. 
Who  ferv'd  theae  wiih  you,  firrah? 

jf  trapdoor  v  • 


?o6  TTHEOROAR*  N6  bllt-L; 

Trapd&r, 
..  Many  Hungarians,    Moldavians,  Valachians,  and  Tran- 
filvanians,  with  fome  Sclavtmians ;  and  retiring  home^  fir,  the 
Venetian  gallies  took  us  priioaers ;  yet  freed  us,  and  ftitiered 
jis  to  beg  up  and  down  the  CQU«try.  \ 

*  '    ;*'  ^*c£  Dapper. 

You  have  ambled  all  over  Italy  then  ? 

Trapdoor. 
Oh,  fir,  from  Venice  to  Roma,  Vecchio,  Bononia,  Roma- 
nia, Eqlonia,  Modena,  Piacenza,  and  Tufcana;  with  all  her 
cities,  as  Pitfoia,  Valteria,  Mountepuichena,  Arrezzo,  with 
the  Siennois,  and  diverfs  ethers. 

Moll. 
Mere  rogues,  put  fpurs  to  'em  once  more* 

Jmck  Dapper. 
Thou  look'ft  like  a  ftrange  creature,  a  fat  hutterrbox,  vef 
fpeak'fl  Englifh,  what  art  thou  ? 

Tear  Cat. 

3(tfc  mine  tyttt* .,  3ftfe  Bin  fcra  ruffling  ^Tear*Gtt, 
SDen, %xmz  ftoixiatio,  3ch  Bin  noricfc  all  SDutcfrtanu 
<5uetefen ;  Dcr  S^eilum  Had  meere  Jnc  Hfcafe 
3fnetooert  each* 

3lcft  Haas  tjm  Gtroafce0  ou  torn  {ftp  t 
jDaflieft  Den  SmmiteTi  taujun  £>iueli  jjalle, 
JFroIItcft  mine  $ere* 

£7r  Bcautlous  Ganymed. 
Here,  here ;  let's  be  rid  of  their  jobbeting. 

Moll 
Not  a  crofs,  Sir  Beautious :  you  bafe  rogues,  I  hare  taken 
rneafure  of  you  better  than  a  taylor  can  ;  and  I'll  fit  you,  as 
you  (monlier  with  one  eye)  have  fitted  me. 

Trapdoor. 
Your  worihip  will  not  abufe  a  foldier.  " 

Moll. 
Soldier !    thou  fjeferv'fi:  to  be  hang'd  up  by  that  tongue 
which  dishonours  fo  noble  a  proieffion;  foldier!  you  *4  fkelaer- 

*4  fkeldering]     A  cant  term  generally  applied  to  a  vagrant,  and  often 
ufed  by  oar  ancient  Poets.    It  appears  tp  have  teen  particularly  appror 

priatcjj 
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ing  varlet !  hold,  (land,  there  fliould  be  a  trapdoor  here  abouts. 

iPuUt  off his  patch. 
Trapdoor. 
The  balls  of  theie  glafiers  of  mine  (mine  eyes)  (hall  be  (hot 
up  and  down  in  tny  hot  piece  of  .fervice  for  my  invincible 
iniftrefs. 

Jack  Dapper. 
I  did  not  think  there  had  been  fuch  kna?ery  In  black  patches, 
*s  now  I  fee* 

MoB. 
Oh,  fir>  he  hath  been  brought  up  in  the  Ifle  of  Dogf »  and 
ican  both  fawn  like  a  fpaniel,  and  bite  like  a  maftiff,  as  ho 
finds  occafion. 

Lord  Noland* 
What  'are  you,  firrah  ?  a  bird  of  this  feather  too  ? 

<It or -Cat* 
?i  man  beaten  from  the  wars,  fir. 

Sir  Thomas  l*ong. 
I  think  lb,  for  you  never  flood  to  fight. 

Jack  Dapper. 
What's  thy  name,  fejlow-foldier  ? 

?riated  to  thofe  vagabonds  who  wander  about  under  the  name  of  foldlers, 
borrowing  or  begging  money. 

So,  in  The  Yottajhr,  A.  I.  S.  i :  "  An  fxoncft  decayed  commander 
"  cannot  fielder,  cheat,  nor  be  fcen  in  a  bawdy-houfe,  but  he  ihall  be 
4i  ftrait  in  one  of  their  wormwood  comedies." 

Ibid.  lt  O  no ;  and  there  was  the  mad  fieldering  captain  with  the 
/'  velvet  arms,  ready  to  lay  hold  on  him  as  he  comes  down :  he  that 
**  preffes  every  man  he  meets  with  an  oath  to  lend  him  money." 

Ibid.  A.  3.  S.  4.  "  A  man  may  fielder  ye  now  and  then  of  half  a 
."  dozen  ihiljjngs,  or  fo." 

Ibid.   A.  5.  S.  3.  "  Would  I  were  abroad  fieldring  for  a  drachm,  Ice.** 

Every  Manout  of  bis  Humour,  Dramatis  Perfonae.  Shift.  "  A  thread 
/*  bare  ibark;  one  that  never  was  a  foldier,  yet  lives  upon  lendings. 
"  His  profefUon  is  fieldring  and  odlicg,  his  bank  Paul's,  and  his  wart- 
.«  houfe  Piaiiatch." 

Dekker's  "Sato  wnafirix :  "  —come,  my  dear  mandrake,  if  fieldring  fall 
.("'not  to  decay,  thou  (halt  flouritli.'' 

Marmy ou's  Fine  Companion,  A.  3.  S.  4  : 

"-— orelfe 
/«  Wandring  abroad  to  fielder  for  a  (hilling 
**  Amongft  your  bowling  allcycs,  &c." 

Tear^ 


c«s       .thts  rcar:in^7gi*l. 

TtarrCaU    ...::•'    ' 
...   J-ajn  call'd,  J>y  thofe  that  have  feen  my  valour,  Tear-Cat. 

\Qmnes. 
Tear-Cat!  » 

1  JMML:  . 

A  mere  whip-jack,  and  that  is  in  the  common  wealth  "of 
rogues  a  flave,  that  can  .talk,  of  fea*fight,  name  all  your  chief 
pirates,  dijc.ver  roa?e  ..countries  to  yoa.than  either  the 
Dutch,  Spaniih,  French,  or  Engliih,  ever  found  out  ;*•  y*t 
indeed  all  his  fervice  is  by  landv  and  that  is  to  rob  a  fair,  «r 
.Jome  fuch  venturous -exploit.  Tear*Cai !  foot,  firrah,  I-bave 
.your  name,  now  I  remember  me,  in  my  book.ot  homers  y  horns 
for  the  thumb,  you  know  how.  ■»  • 

.  Ttar-Cat. 
No  indeed,  captain  Moll  (for  I  know  you  by  light) ;  I  am 
no  fuch  nipping  chriftiany  but  a  °5  maunderer  up  n  the  pad 
I  confefs;  and  meeting  with  hone  ft  Trapdoor  here,  whom 
you  had  cafhierd  from  bearing  apms,  out  at  elbow,  under  your 
colours,  I  inflrucied  him  in  the  rudiments  bt  roguery,  and  by 
my  map  made  him  fail  over  any  country  you  can  name,  fo 
that  now  he  can  maunder  better  then  myfelf. 

Jack  Dapper* 
So  t}ien,  Trapdoor,  thou  art  turn'd  foldier  now  ? 

Trapdoor. 
Alas,  fir!  now  there's  no  wars,  'tis  thefafeft  courfe  of  life 
J  could  take. 

Moll 
I  hope  then  you  can  cant,  for  by  your  cudgels,  you,  firrah, 
are  an  upright  man. 

<  Trapdoor. 

As  any  walks  the  highway  I  affure  you. 

Moll. 
And,  Tear-Cat,  what  are  you  ?  a  wild  rogue,  an  angler,  or 
'$  rurlltr/  . 

Tear-Cat. 
Brother  to  this  upright  man,  flefh  and  blood,  ruffling  Tear-* 
Cat  is  my  name ;  and  a  ruffle  r  is  my  ft  lie,  my  title,  my  profeffion. 

•$  maundsrtr  upon  the  pad\     For  an  explanation  of  thefe  cant  terms, 
fee  the  end  of  the  play. 

Molt. 
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Sirrah,  whereVyoiir  doxy  ?  halt  not  with  me* 

Qmnts* 
Doxy  !  Moll ;  what's  that  f 

Molk 

His  wench. 

TrapJoor, 
My  doxy  ?  I  have  by  the  Salomon  a  doxy,  that  carries  a 
kinchin  mort  in  her  flat  cat  her  back,  befides  my  dell  and  my 
dainty  wild  dell,  with  all  whom  I'll  tumble  this  next  dark- 
mans  in  the  firommel,  and  drink  ben  baufe,  and  eat  a  fat 
gruntling  cheat,  a  cackling  cheat,  and  a  quacking  cheat. 

Jack  Dapper* 
Here's  °*  old  cheating. 

Trapdoor. 
My  doxy  flays  for  me  in  a  hoofing  ken,  brave  captain. 

Moll. 
He  (ays  his  wench  flays  for  him  in  an  alehoufe :  **  you 
are  no  pure  rogues. 

Tear-Cat. 
Pure  rogues  !  no,  we  fcorn  to  be  pure  rogues  ;  but  if  you 
come  to  our  lib  ken,  or  our  flailing  ken,  you  (hall  find  neither 
him  nor  me  a  quire  cuffin. 

Moll 
So,  fir,  no  churl  of  you. 

Tear-Cat. 
No,  but  a  ben  cave,  a  brave  cave*  a  gentry  cuffin* 

Lord  Noland. 

Call  you  this  earning  ? 

Jack  Dapper* 

Zounds !  I'll  give  a  ichool-mafter  half  a  crown  a  week, 
and  teach  me  this  pedler's  French. 

Trapdoor. 

Do  but  flrol,  fir,  half  a  harveft  with  us,  fir,  and  you  fhaH 
cabbie  your  belly- full.- 
8  ■  Moll. 

Come,  you  rogue,  cant  with  me. 

**  old  cheating"]     See  Note  43  to  Linnet,  vol.  V.  p.  163. 

•7  you  are  no  pure  rogues]     See  Note  II  to  The  Mayor  of  Sjginborough 

vol.  ii.  p.  127. 

Sir 
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Sir  Thomas  Long, 
Well  faid,  Moll ;  cant  with  her,  firrah,  and  you  ftall  haVe 
money,  elfe  not  a  penny. 

Trapdoor* 
111  have  a  bout  if  (be  pleafe. 

'    *MolL    . 
Come  on,  firrah, 

Trapdoor* 
Ben  more,  (hall  you  and  I  heave  a  bough,  mill  a  ken  or 
nip  a  bung,  and  then  well  couch  a  hogfhead  under  the  ruffe- 
mans,  and  there  you  (hall  wap  with  me,  and  I'll  niggle  with 
you. 

Moll. 
Out  you  damn'd  impudent  rafcal. 

Trapdoor* 
Cut  benar  whiddcs,  and  hold  your  famblei  and  your  (lamps. 

Lord  Roland. 
Nay,  nay,  Moll,  why  art  thou  angry?  what  was  his  gib- 
berifh? 

MoU. 
Marry  this,  my  lord,  fays  he;  Ben  moct  (good  wench) 
(hall  you  and  I  heave  a  bough,  mill  a  ken,  or  nip  a  bung  r 
(hall  you  and  I  rob  a  houfe,  or  cut  a  purfe  ? 

Qmnes. 
Very  good. 

And  then  we'll  couch  a  hog(head  under  the  ruffemans : 
And  then  we'll  lie  under  a  hedge. 

Trapdoor. 
That  was  my  defire,  captain,  as  'tis  fit  a  foldier  mould  lie. 

Moll 
And  there  you  (hall  wap  with  me,  and  Til  niggle  with  you, 
and  that's  all! 

Sir  Beautious  Ganymed. 
Nay,  nay,  Moll,  what's  that  wap  ?  „ 

Jack  Dapper. 
Nay,  teach  me  what  niggling  is,  I'd  fain  be  niggling. 

Moll. 
Wapping  and  niggling  is  all  one,  the  rogue  my  man  can 
iH  you. 

Trapdoor* 
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Tis  fadoodling :  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Sir  Beautious  Ganymd. 
This  is  excellent,  one  fit  more,  good  MM. 

Moll. 
Come,  you  rogue,  fing  with  roe. 

The    Song. 

A  gage  of  ben  Rom-boufe 
In  a  boufing  ken  of  Rom-vile* 

Tear-Cat. 

Is  Benar  than  a  Cafter, 
Peck,  pennam,  lay  or  popkr, 
Which  we  mill  in  deufe  a  vile* 
Oh  I  wud  lib  ail  the  Hghtmans. 
Oh  I  woud  lib  all  the  darkmans, 
By  the  follamon  under  the  Ruffemans. 
By  the  folkmon  in  the  Hartmans, 

fear-Cat. 

And  fcoure  the  Quire  cramp  ring, 
And  couch  till  a  pallyard  docked  my  dell, 
So  my  boufy  nab  might  ikew  rom  boufe  well 
Avaft  to  the  pad,  let  us  bing, 
Avail  to  the  pad,  let  us  bing. 

Omnes. 
Fine  knaves  i'faith. 

Jack  Dapper. 

The  grating  of  ten  new  cart  wheels,  and  the  gruntling  of 

five    hundred   ho^s   coming   from  Rum  ford- market,  cannot 

make  a  worfe  noile  than  this  canting    language  does  in  my 

ears;  pray,  my  Lord  Noland,  let's  give  thefe  foldicrs  their  pay. 

Sir  B cautious  Ganymed.  *         (   , 

Agreed,  and  let  them  march. 

Lord  Noland.  .    .    .    .. 

Here,  Moll. 

Moll. 

.  Now  I  fee  that  you  are  ffofd  to  the  rogue,  and  are  not  a- 

(hamed  of  your  proteflions,  look  you  :  my  Lord  Noland  Here 

and  theCc  gentlemen  beflow  upon  you  two,  two  boards  and  a 

half,  that's  two  millings  and  fix- pence". 

I  Trapdoor m 
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Thanks  to  your  lordfhip*    * 

♦   .       Tear-Col* 
Thanks,  heroical  captain. 

Moth 
Away. 

Trapdoor. 
We  (hall  cut  ben  whiddes  of  your  maflers  and  miftresfliip 
whereioever  we  come.  ; 

Moll     ... 
You'll  maintain,  firrah, .the*  old  Juftice's  plot  to  his  face. 

Trapdoor. 
Elfe  trine  me  on  thccheats :  hang  me. 

MoU. 
Be  fure  you  meet  me  there. 

Trapdoor, 
Without  any  more  maundring  1*11  do't :  follow,  brave  Tear* 
Cat.  , 

Tear-Cat. 
Ifrar,  feattor  ;  fet  us  go,  moufe. 

[Exeunt  Trapdoor  and  Tear-Cat* 
Lord  Poland. 
Moll,  what  was  in  that  canting  fong  ? 

Moll. 
Troth,  my  Lord,  only  a  praife  of  good  drink,  the  only  milk 
Which  thefe  wild  beafts  love  to  fuck,  and  thus  it  was  ; 
A  rich  cup  of  wine,  oh  it  is  juice  divine, 
More  wholefome  for  the  head,  than  meat,  drink,  or  bread. 
To  fill  my  drunken  pate,  with  that,  I'd  fit  up  late, 
By  the  heels  wou'd  I  lie,  under  a  lowly  hedge  die, 
Let  a  Have  have  a  pull  at  my  wbore,  ib  I  be  full 
OF  that  precious  liquor ;  and  a  parcel  of  fuch  fluff,  my  lord, 
Not  worth  the  opening. 

Enter  a  Cut-purfe  very  gallant,  with  fiut  or  five  Men  after  bim% 

one  with  a  wand. 

Lord  Nolana\ 
What  gallant  comes  yonder  ? 

*  Sir  Thomas  Long. 

Mais,  I  think  I  know  him :  'tit  one  of  Cumbeihmd. 

titjt 
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Firft  Cufrptrfe. 
Shall  we  venture  to  fhufle  in  amongft  yon  heap  of  gallants, 
and  ftrikc? 

Second  Cut-purje* 

Tis  a  queftion  whether  there  be  any  filver  wells  amongft 
them,  for  all  their  fattin  outfides. 

Omnes. 
Let's  try. 

Mott. 
Pox  on  him,  a  gallant  ?  fhadow  me,  I  know  him :  'tis  one 
that  cumbers  the  land  indeed ;  if  he  fwim  near  to,  the  ihpre  of 
any  of  your  pockets,  look  to  your  purfet. 

Omnes. 
Is't  poffibk! 

Moll 
This  brave  fellow  is  no  better  than  a  foift. 

Omttes. 
Foift!  what's  that? 

Moll. 
A  diver  with  two  fingers,  a  pick-pocket;  aU  his  train  ftudy 
the  figging  law, -that's  to  fa  v,  cutting  of  purfes  and  foiling; 
oneofthem  is  a  nip ;  I  took  him  once  in  the  twopenny  gallery 
69  at  the  Fortune :  then  there's  a  cloyer,  or  lnap,  that  dogs 
any  new  brother  in  that  trade,  and'fnaps,  will  have  half  in 
any  booty.  He  with  the  wand  is  both  a  ltale,  whofe  office  is, 
to  face  a  man  in  the  Greets,  whilft  (hells  are  drawn  by  another  ; 
and  then  with  his  black  conjuring  rod  in  his  hand,  ne,  by  the' 
nimblenefs  of  his  eye  and  juggling  flick,  will,  in  cheaping  a 
piece  of  plate  at  a  goldfmith's  ftall,  make  four  or  five  rings 
mount  from  the  top  of  his  caduceus,  and,  as  if  it  were  at  leap- 
frog, they  fkip  into  his  hand  prefently. 

Second  Cut-purfe* 
Zounds !  we  are  fmbak'd. 

Omnes* 
Ha? 

Second  Cut-purfi. 
We  are  boil'd,  pox  on  her !  fee  Molly  the  roaring  drab ! 

•s  at  the  fortune]    In  White  Crofs-ftreet.    This  Play-houfe  belonged 
to  Edward  Alleyn,  the  founder  of  Dulwich-College. 

Vol.  VI.  H  FirJ 
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,     Firfi  Cut-furfi. 

All  the  difeafes  of  fixtecn  hofpitals  boil  her !  away. 

Mot 

Bids  you,  fir. 

Firfi  Cut-purfe. 
And  you,  good  fir. 

Moll. 
Do'fl  not  ken  me,  man  ? 

,    Firfi  Cul-purfe. 

No  truft  me,  fir* 

MB. 

'Heart,  there's  a  Knight,  to  whom  I'm  bound  for  many 
favours,  loft  his  purfe  at  the  lad  new  play  **  in  the  Swan, 
(even  Angels  in't ;  make  it  good,  you'd  belt ;  do  you  fee  f  no 
more* 

Firfi  Cut^urfe. 
A  Synagogue  mail  be  call'd  Miftrefs  Mary ;  difgrace  me 
ftot;  pacus  palabros,  I  will  conjure  for  you:  fareweL      [Bmt. 

Moil. 
Did  not  I  tell  you,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  Poland. 
I  wonder  how  thou  cam'il  to  the  knowledge  of  thefe  naily 

villains* 

Sir  Thomas  Long. 

And  why  do  the  foul  mouths  of  the  world  call  thee  Moll 
Cut-purfe  r  a  name,  methinks,  damn'd  and  odious. 

Moil. 

Dare  any  ftep  forth  to  my  face  and  fay, 
I  have  ta'en  thee  doing  fo,  Moll  ?  I  mult  confefs, 
In  younger  days,  when  I  was  apt  to  ftray, 
I  have  (at  amongrt  fuch  adders ;  feen  their  (lings, 
As  any  here  might,  and  in  full  play-houfes 
Watch'd  their  quick-diving  hands,  to  bring  to  (hame 
Such  rogues,  and  in  that  (cream  met  an  ill  name : 
When  next,  my  lord,  you  fpy  any  one  or"  thofe, 
So  he  be  in  his  art  a  lchoiar,  queftion  him  ; 

**  in  the  Swan]  This  Play-houfe  was  fituated  near  the  Globe  and  the 
Bear  Garden.  See  the  South  View  of  the  City,  and  part  of  Southward, 
as  it  appeared  about  the  year  1599* 

Tempt 
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Tempt  him  with  gold  to  open  the  large  hook 
Of  his  dole  villanies :  and  you  yourfelf  fhall  cant 
Better  than  poor  Moll  can,  and  know  more  laws 
Of  cheaters,  lifters,  nips,  foifts,  puggards,  curbers* 
With  all  the  devils  black  guard,  than  it  is  fit 
Should  be  discovered  to  a  noble  wit. 
I  know  they  have  their  orders,  offices, 
Circuits,  and  circles,  unto  which  they  are  bound 
To  raife  their  own  damnation  in. 

Jack  L after. 
How  dofft  thou  know  it  ? 

MoU. 
As  you  do,  I  (hew  it  you,  they  to  me  fh*w  iU 
Suppofe,  my  lord,  you  were  in  Venice. 

Lord  Noland. 
Well. 

Moll. 
If  fome  Italian  pander  there  would  tell 
All  the  clofe  tricks  of  curtizans ;  would  not  you 
Hearken  to  fuch  a  fellow  f 

Lord  Noland. 
Yes. 

Moll. 

And  here, 
Being  come  from  Venice,  to  a  friend  mofl  dear 
That  were  to  travel  thither,  you  would  proclaim 
Your  knowledge  in  thofe  villanie?,  to  fave 
Your  friend  from  their  quick  danger :  muft  you  have        \ 
A  black  ill  name,  becaufe  ill  things  you  know  ?  j 

Good  troth,  my  lord,  I  am  made  Moll  Cur-purfe  io.  1 

How  many  are  whores,  in  fmall  ruffs  and  ihll  looks  ? 
How  many  chafte,  whofe  names  fill  (lander's  books  ? 
Were  all  men  cuckolds,  whom  gallants  in  their  fcorns 
Call  fey  we  fhould  not  walk  for  goring  horns. 
Perhaps  for  my  mad  going  fome  reprove  me, 
I  pleafe  myfelt,  and  care  not  elfe  who  loves  me. 

Omnes. 

A  brave  mind,  Moll,  i'faith. 

Sir  Thomas  Long. 

Come,  my  lord,  ihalf  a  to  the  Ordinary  } 

H  2  tori 
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Lord  Noland. 
Ay,  'tis  noon  Cure, 

Good,  my  lord;  let  not  my  name  condemn  me  to  you,  or 

to  the  world':  a  fencer  I  hope  may  be  call'd  a, coward,  is  be  fo 

'  for  chat  ?    If  all  that  have  ill  names  in  London  were  to  be 

whipr,  and  to  pay  but  twelve-  pence  a-piece  u>  the  beadle,  I 

would  rather  kave  his  office,  than  a  Con  (I  able  V 

Jack  Dapper. 
So  would  I,  Captain  Moll :    twere  a  fweet  tickling  office 
i'faith.  [Ejfa&t. 

Enter  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave,  Gofliawk,  md  Greenewit, 

and  others. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
My  fon  marry  a  thief,  that  impudent  girl, 
Whom  all  the  world  flick  their  word  eyes  upon  ? 

Greenewit* 
How  will  your-care  prevent  it  ? 

Gq/bawk* 

'Tis  impoffible! 
They  marry  ciofe,  they  are  gone,  but  none  knows  whither* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Oh,  gentlemen,  when  has  a  father's  heart- firing* 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Held  out  fo  long  from  breaking  ?  now  what  news,  fir  f 

Servant. 
They  were  met  upon  the  water  an  hour  ficce,  fir,, 
Putting  in  towards  the  Sluce* 
'  Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

The  S luce  I  come,  gentlemen, 
'Tis  Lambeth  works  agaiiifl  us. 

Greenewit. 
And  that  Lambeth  joins  more  mad  matches,  than  your  fix 
wet  towns  ?•  'twixt  that  and  Windfor-bridge,,  where  fares  lie. 
(baking. 

7°  Thefe  I  {hould  apprehend  to  be  Fulhtm,  Richmond,  Kingftbn, 
Hampton,  Chertfey,  Staines. — The  other  intermediate  towns  axe,  Chelfca, 
Batterfca,  Kew,  Iflc worth,  Twickenham,  and  Wakoo.    N, 

Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Wmgrave, 
Delay  no  time,  fweet  gentlemen :  to  Black  Frier*/ 
Well  take  a  pair  of  oars  and  make  after  them. 

Enter  Trapdoor. 

Trapdoor* 
Your  (on,  and  that  bold  ma&uKae  ramp  my  miftrcfi, 
Are  landed  now  at  the  Tower. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Hoyda,  at  Tower  ? 

Trapdoor. 
I  heard  it  now  reported. 

Sir  Alexander  Wenrraw. 
Which  way,  gentlemen,  (hall  I  beftow  my  care  f 
I'm  drawn  in  pieces  betwixt  deceit  and  ihame. 

Enter  Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard, 

Sir  Guy  Fitz^aMard. 
Sir  Alexander,  r 

You're  well  met,  and  mq&  rightly,  ferved ; 
My  daughter  was  a  fcorn  to  you. 

Sir  Alexander  fVengrave, 
Say  not  fo,  fir* 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
A  very  abjeft ;  (he  poor  gentlewoman, 
Your  houfe  had  been  difhonoured.    Give  you  joy,  fir,  > 
Of  your  ion's  Gafkoyne- bride ;  you'll  be  a  grandfather  fhertljr 
To  a  fine  crew  of  roaring  fens  and  daughters  ; 
Twill  help  to  itock  the  fuburbs  pafling  well,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
O !  play  not  with  the  miferies  of  my  heart; 
Wounds  (hould  be  dreft  and  heal'd,  not  vext,.  or  left 
Wide  open,  to  the  anguiih  of  the  patient, 
And  fcorn ful  air  let  in :  rather  let  pity 
And  advice  charitably  help  to  refrefh  *eni. 

'Sir  Qty  Fit^aliard. 
Who'd  place  his  charity  fo  unworthily, 
Like  one  that  gives  alms  to  a  curling  beggar  )  x 

Had  J  but  found  one  fpark  of  goodnefs  in  you 
Toward  my  deferring  child,  which  then  grew  fond 
Of  your  fun's  virtues,  I  had  eafed  you  now* 

H  3  Bik 
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*   *  >      * 

But  I  perceive  both  fire  of  youth  and  goodnefs 
Are  rak'd  up  in  the  aihes  or  your  age,  >  .  « 

JSlfe  00  iuch  ftiame  mould  have  come  near  your  houfe, 
Norfuch  ignoble  forrow  touched  your  heart. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
If  not  for  worth,  for  pky's  fake  affift  me. 

GrctnewiL 
You  urge  a  thing  paft  fenfe :  how  can  he  help  you  ? 
All  his  afliftance  is  as  frail  as  ours ; 
Full  as  uncertain  where's  the  place  that  holds-  'em. 
One  brings  us  water- news  y  then  comes  another 
With  a  tuli-charg'd  mouth,  like  a  culverin's  voice, 
And  he  reports  the  Tower ;  whofe  founds  are  trueft  ? 

Gojh&wk. 

In  vain  you  flatter  him.    Sir  Alexander 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard, 
I  flatter  him !  gentlemen,  you  wrong  me»grofsly, 

Grtenewit* 
He  does  it  well,  i'faith. 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allarJ. 
Both  news  are  falfe, 
pf  Tower  or  water :  they  took  no  fuch  way  yet. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
Oh  flrange !  hear  you  this,' gentlemen  ;  yet  more  plunges  2 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
Th'are  nearer  than  you  think  for,  yet  more  clofe  than  if 
they  were  further  off. 

Sir  Alexander  W 'engrave. 
How  am  I  loft  in  thefe  diftra&ions  ? 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
For  your  fpeeches,  gentlemen, 
In  taxing  me  for  raihnefs ;  fore  you  all, 
I  will  engage  my  ftate  to  half  his  wealth, 
Nay,  to  his  fon's  revenues,  which  are  lefs, 
And  yet  nothing  at  all,  till  they  come  from  him ; 
That  I  could  (if  my  will  fluck  to  my  power) 
Prevent  this  marriage  yet,  nay  banifh  her 
For  ever  from  his  thoughts,  much  more  his  arms. 

Sir.  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Slack  not  this  goodnefs,  though  you  heap  upon  me 
Mountains  of  malice  And. revenge  hereafter: 
:"         2     "   " W 
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IM  willingly  refign  up  half  my  ffote  to  him, 
So  he  would  marry  the  meanefi  drudge  I  hire* 

Gretnewit, 
He  talks  irapoffibilities,  and  you  believe  'em. 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
I  taljc  no  more  than  I  know  how  to  miifli, 
My  fortunes  elfe  are  his  that  dares  flake  with  me. 
The  poor  young  gentleman  I  love  and  pity ; 
And  to  keep  ftiame  from  him,  (becaufe  the  fpring 
Of  his  tfffe&ion  was  my  daughter's  firft, 
Till  his  frown  <blafted  all,)  do  but  eftate  him 
In  thofe  poileffions,  which  your  love  and  care 
Once  pointed  out  for  him,  that  he  may  have  room 
To  entertain  fortunes  of  noble  birth, 
Where  now  his  defperate  wants  cafl  him  upon  her  ; 
And  if  I  do  not  for  his  own  fake  chiefly, 
Rid  him  of  this  difeale,  that  now  grows  on  him, 
111  forfeit  my  whole  ftate,  before  thefe  gentlemen* 

*    Greenewit* 
Troth,  but  you  mail  not  undertake  fuch  matches ; 
Well  perfuade  fo  much  with  you. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Here's  my  ring;, 
He  will  believe  this  token :  fore  thefe  gentlemen 
I  will  confirm  it  fully:  all  thofe  lands, 
My  firft  love  lotted  him,  he  fhall  ftraight  poflefi 
In  that  refufal. 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard, 
If  I  change  it  not,  change  me  into  a  beggar. 

Greenewit. 
Are  you  mad,  -fir  ? 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
Tis  done. 

Gq/bawi. 
Will  you  undo  yourfelf  by  doing, 
And  (hew  a  prodigal  trick  in  your  old  days  ? 

Sir  AUxarukr  Wtngrave* 
Tis  a  match*  gentlemen. 

Sir  Guy  Filz-alkrd. 
Ay,  ajr,  fir,  ay.  _ 

H  4  Iafls 


i;?  THE  ROARING  GIRL. 

I  afk  no  favour ;  truft  to  you  Cor  nana, 
My  hope  reds  in  the  goodnek  of  your  fan.    [2&r&  FiU-altard* 

Greenewk* 
He  holds  it  up  .well  yeu 

Of  an  old-  knight  i'faith. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengram. 

Curft  be  the  time  I  laid  his  firft  love  barren, 
Wilfully  barren,  that  before  this  hour 
Had  fprung  forth  fruits,  of  comfort  and  of  honour  I 
He  lov'd  a  virtuous  gentlewoman. 

Enter  Moll. 

Life,  here's  Moll. 

Greentwit* 
Jack. 

Gqfiar*vL 
How  doft  thou,  Jack  ? 

Mall. 
How  dofl  thou,  gallant  ? 

'  Sir  Alexander  Wenpav^ 
-  Impudence,  where's  my  fon  ? 

MM.    ' 
Weaknefs,  go  look  himu 

Sir  Alexander  Wtngray?* 
Is  this  your  wedding- gown? 

.     MolL 
71  The  man  talks  monthly, 
Hot  broth  and  a  dark  chamber  for  the  knight, 
I  fee  he'll  be  (lark-mad  at  our  next  meetings  [Exit  MolL 

7*  Tbt  man  talks  monthly]  i.  e.  madly  ;  as  if  under  the  influence.  «f  the; 
moon.  The  Saxon  wards  for  q  lumvic,  or  madman,  are  CO  >na$-r*€OC 
or  monatt-ablic.      S. 

So  a  meonman  wa$<  formerly  a  cant  term  for  mmadnum^  $kq  Decker's 
Viilanhs  Difcoveredy  Sigm  F.  » 

Again,  in  Ben  Jonfon's  Devil  is  anAfs,  A.  1.  S.  6.  i 
u  I  have  a  hufband,  and  a  two-legg'd  one, 
u  But  fuch  a  mooifling  a  ao  wi*  of  man 
u  Or  rofes  can  redeem  from  beinj*  an  afs." 

Gojhawk 
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Gq/b*wk. 
Why,  fir,  take  comfort  now,  there's  no  fuch  matter, 
No  pried  will  marry  her,  for  a  woman, 
Whiles  that  (b ape's  on  ;  and  it  was  never  known, 
Two  men  were  married  and  conjoin'd  in  one : 
Your  fon  hath  made  fome  (hift  to  love  another. 

Sir  Alexander  Wenrrave. 
Whate'er  (he  be,  (he  has  my  blemng  with  her: 
May  they  be  rich,  and  fruitful,  and  receive  \ 

Like  comfort  to  their  iflue,  as  t  take  in  them : 
H'as  pleas'd  me  now,  marrying  not  trris>     \ 
Through  a  whole  world  he  could  not  chufe  amifi* 

Greenewit. 
Glad  y'are  fo  penitent  for  your  former  fin,  fir. 

Go/bowk. 
Say  he  mould  take  a  wench  with  her  fmock-dowiy, 
No  portion  with  her,  but  her  lips  and  arms? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Why,  who  thrive  better,  fir  r  they  have  rnoft  blemng, 
Though  other  have  more  wealth,  and  lead  repentj 
Many  that  want  mod,  know  the  moft  content 

Greenewit. 
Say  he  (hould  marry  a  kind  youthful  (inner  fr 

Sir  Alexander  Wengranx. , 
Age  will  quench  that ;  any  offence  but  theft  and  drunken-; 
nefs,       - 
Nothing  but  death  can  wipe  away. 
Their  fins  are  green,  even  when  their  heads  are  grey  ; 
Nay,  I  defpair  not  now,  my  heart's  cheerM,  gentlemen ; 
No  face  can  come  unfortunately  to  me, 
Now,  fir,  your  news  f 

Enter  Servant* 

Servant.  ~ 

Your  ion  with  his  fair  bride  is  near  at  hand. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrame* 
fair  may  their  for  tunes  be ! 

QreenevjSu 
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Greeneurit. 
Now  you're  **  rcfoh'd,  fir,  it  was  never  (he. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
I  find  it  in  the  mufick  of  my  heart. 

Enter  Moll  mqfied,  in  Sebaftian  Wengrave's   band, 

and  Fitz-allard. 

*  4 

See  where  they  come. 

Gq/bawk. 
A  proper  lufiy  prejence,  fir. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengravc* 
Now  has  he  pleas'd  me  right ;  I  always  counfel'd  him 
To  choofe  a  goodly  perfonable  creature, 
Jufl  of  her  pitch  was  my  firfl  wife  his  mother. 

Seiqftian  Mangrove* 
Before  I  dare  difcovcr  my  offence,  I  kneel  for  pardon. 

Sir  Alexander  IVengravc. 
My  heart  gave  it  tbee  before  thy  tongue  could  aflc  it ; 
Rife,  thou  haft  rais'd  my  joy  to  greater  height, 
Than  to  that  feat  where  grief  dejefted  it. 
Both  welcome  to  my  love,  and  care  for  ever ; 
Hide  not  my  happinefs  too  long,  all's  pardoned ; 
Here  are  our  mends,  falute  her,  gentlemen. 

[They  unmajk  btr* 
Omnes* 
Heart,  who  this  t  Moll  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
O  my  reviving  (hame !  is't  I  muit  live 
To  be  ftruck  blind  ?  be  it  the  work  of  forrow, 
Before  age  take't  in  hand.  * 

Sir  Fitz-allard. 
Darknefs  and  death ! 
Have  you  deceiv'd  me  thus  ?  did  I  engage 
My  whole  eftate  for  this  ? 

7*  refoIv*d]  l.  e.  convinced.  It  is  frequently  ufed  in  this  fenfe  by 
Maffingcr  and  other  writers  of  the  times,  See  aifo  Note  a 3  to  Tancrtd 
and  ffi/munda,  vol.  II.  p,  18*. 

Sir 
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Sir  'Alexander  ff  engrave 
You  aik'd  no  favour ; 
And  you  (hall  find  as  little :  fioce  my  comforts 
Play  falfe  with  me,  111  be  as  cruel  to  thee 
As  grief  to  father's -hearts. 

/4  MoU. 

Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you  ? 
Left  too  much  joy  (tiould  make  your  age  forgetful, 
Are  you  too  well,  too  happy  ? 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave* 
With  a  vengeance. 

MoU. 
Methinks  you  mould  be  proud  of  fuch  a  daughter, 
As  good  a  man,  as. your  fob. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
O  monftrous  impudence ! 

MoU. 
You  had  no  note  before,  an  unmark'd  .knight, 
Now  all  the  town  will  take  regard  on  you, 
And  all  your  enemies  fear  you  tor  my  fake : 
You  may  pafs  where  you  lift,  through  crowds  mod  thick! 
And  come  off  bravely  with  your  purfe  unpick'd  : 
You  do  not  know  the  benefits  I  bring  with  me ; 
No  cheat  dares  work  upon  you,  with  thumb  or  knife, 
While  y'ave  a  Roaring  Girl  to  your  fon's  wife. 

Sir  Alexander  fVengrave* 
A  devil  rampant! 

Sir  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
Have  you  fo  much  charity, 
Yet  to  releafe  me  of  my  laft  ra(h  bargain ! 
And  I'll  give  in  your  pledge.  \ 

Sir  Arxander  Wengrave. 
No,  fir,  I  (land  toft,.  I'll  work  upon  advantage, 
As  all  mifchiers  do  upon  me. 

Si r  Guy  Fitz-allard. 
Content,  bear  witnefs  all  then 
His  are  the  lands,  and  fo  contention  ends, 
Here  comes  your  fon's  bride,  twixt  two  noble  friends. 

'     Ent 
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Enter  the  Lord  Noland,  and  Sir  Beautious  Ganymed,  with 
Mary  Fitz-allard  between  them,  the  dtkums  and  their  Wives 
with  them. 

.Moti. 
Now  arc  you  gullM  as  you  would  be,  thank  me  for*tf 
Pd  a  tore-finger  in't.   '  n 

Sehaftian  Wengrave* 
Forgive  me,  father; 
Though  there  before  your  eyes  my  forrow  feignM, 
This  iliil  was  (he,  for  whom  true  lore  complain'd* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Bleflings  eternal,  and  the  joys  of  angels, 
Begin  your  peace  here,  to  be  (ign'd  in  heaven  f  J 

How  ihort  my  deep  of  forrow  feems  now  to  me, 
To  this  eternity  of  bbundlefs  comforts, 
That  finds  no  want  but  utterance,  and  expreflfon  ! 
-  My  lord,  your  office  here  appears  fo  honourably, 
-  So  full  of  ancient  goodnefs,  grace,  and  worthinefs, 
I  never  took  more- joy  in  fight  of  man, 
Than  in  your  comfortable  prefence  now. 

Lord  Noland. 
Nor  I  more  delight  in  doing  grace  to  virtue, 
Than  in  this  worthy  gentlewoman  your  fon's  bride, 
Noble  Fitz-allard's  daughter,  to  whofe  honour 
And  modeft  fame  I  am  a  fervant  vow'd ; 
So  is  this  knight.  • 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave^ 
Your  loves  make  my  joys  proud. 
Bring  forth  thofe  deeds  of  land,  my  care  laid  ready, 
"  And  which,  old  knight,  thy  noblenefs  may  challenge, 
Join'd  with  thy  daughter's  virtues,  whom  I  prize  now 
As  dearly  as  that  rleih  I  call  mine  own. 
Forgive  me,  worthy  gentlewoman  ;  'rwas  my  blimlnefs 
When  I  rejected  thee,  1  law  thee  nor. 
Sorrow  and  vvilrul  rafhnefs  grew  like  films 
,  Over  the  eyes  of  judgment,  now  fo  clear 
I  fee  the  bright nefs  of  thy  worth  appear. 

Mary  Fitz-allard. 
Puty  and  love  may  1  deferve  in  thofe, 
And  all  my  wjfhes  have  a  perfect  clofe. 

5  Sir 
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Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
That  tongue  can  never  err,  the  founds  b  fwcct : 
Here,  honeu  fon,  receive  into  thy  hands 
The  keys  of  wealth,  pofleflion  of  thole  lands, 
Which  my  firft  care  provided ;  they  are  thine  own* 
Heaven  give  thee  a  blelBng  with  'em  !  the  bell  joys 
That  can  in  worldly  fbapes  to  man  betide, 
Are  fertile  lands,  and  a  fair  fruitful  bride  ; 
Of  which  I  hope  thou'rt  fped. 

Sebqftian  Wcitgrarve* 
I  hope  fo  too,  fir* 

Moll. 
Father  and  fon,  I  ha9  done  you  flmple  fervice  here* 

Sebqftia*  Wengrave. 
For  which  thou  (halt  not  parr,  Moll,  unrequited* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
Thou  art  a  mad  girl,  and  yet  I  cannot  now  condemn  thee; 

Moll, 
Condemn  me  ?  troth,  and  you  would,  ir, 
I'd  make  you  feek  out  one  to  hang  in  my  room : 
I'd  give  you  the  flip  at  gallows,  and  cozen  the  people* 
Heard  you  this  jeft,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  Noktnd. 
What  is  it,  Jack? 

Moll. 
He  was  in  fear  his  fon  would  marry  me, 
But  never  dreamt  that  I  would  ne'er  agree. 

Lord  Noland. 
Why  ?  thou  had'ft  a  fuitor  once,  Tack  !  when  wilt  marry  ? 

Moll. 
Who  I,  my  lord,  I'll  tell  you  when,  i'faith, 

When  you  (hall  hear, 
Gallants  void  from  ferjeant's  fear, 
Honefty  and  truth  unflandered, 
Woman  man'd,  but  never  pandered, 
Cheats  booted,  but  not  coach'd, 
Veflels  older  ere  they're  broach'd. 
If  my  mind  be  then  not  varied, 
Next  day  following  I'll  be  marvkd* 

Lord 
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Ldrd  Noland. 
This  (bunds  like  domefday. 

MoR* 
Then  were  marriage  bed; 
For  if  I  fliould  repent,  I  were  foon  at  reft. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 
In  troth  thou  art  a  good  wench  ;  I'm  forty  now, 
The  opinion  was  fo  hard  I  conceiv'd  of  thee* 
Some  wrongs  I've  done  thee. 

\  Enter  Trapdoor. 

Trapdoor* 
Is  the  wind  there  now  ?  , . 
*Tis  time  for  me  to  kneel  and  confefs  fir  ft, 
For  fear  it  come  too  late,  and  my  brains  feel  it : 
Upon  my  paws  I  afk  you  pardon,  miflrefs. 

Mill. 

Pardon!  for  what,  fir  ?  what  has  your  roguefiup  done  now? 

Trapdoor. 
I  have  been  from  time  to  time  hir'd  to  confound  you  by 
this  old  gentleman* 

Moll 
How? 

Trapdoor. 
Pray  forgive  him : 
But  may  I  counfel  you,  you  mould  never  do't. 
Many 'a  fnare  to  entrap  your  worship's  life 
Have  I  laid  privily :  chains,  watches,  jewels, 
And  when  he  faw  nothing  could  mount  you  up, 
Four  hollow-hearted  angels  he  then  gave  you, 
By  which  he  meant  to  trap  you,  I  to  fave  you. 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrceve. 
To  all  which*  (hame  and  grief  in  me  cry  guilty :  * 
Forgive  me  now,  I  caft  the  world's  eyes  from  me, 
And  look  upon  thee  freely  with  mine  own  : 
I  fee  the  moil  of  many  wrongs  before  thee, 
Caft  from  the  jaws  of  envy  and  her  people, 
And  nothing  foul  but  that ;  111  never  more 
Condemn  by  common  voice,  for  that's  the  whore 

That 
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That  deceives  man's  opinion,  mocks  his  truft, 
Cozens  his  love,  and  makes  his  heart  unjuft. 

MM 

Heffe  be  the  Angels,  gentlemen,  they  were  given  me; 
As  a  mufician,  I  purfue  no  pity : 
Follow  the  law,  and  you  can  cock  me,  fpare  not, 
Hang  up  my  viol  by  me,  and  I  care  not* 

Sir  Alexander  Wengrave. 

So  far  I'm  lorry ;  111  thrice  double  them 
To  make  thy  wrongs  amends* 
Come  worthy  friends,  my  honourable  lord, 
Sir  Beauteous  Ganymed,  and  noble  Fitz-allard, 
And  you  kind  gentlewoman,  whole  fparkling  pretence 
Are  glories  fet  in  marriage,  beams  of  fociety, 
For  all  your  loves  give  lufter  to  my  joys, 
The  happinefs  of  this  day  (hall  be  remembered, 
At  the  return  of  every  fouling  fpring ; 
In  my  time  now  'tis  born,  and  may  no  fadnefs 
Sit  on  the  brows  of  men  upon  that  day, 
But  as  I  am,  fo  all  go  pleas'd  away. 
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A  PAINTER,  having  drawn  with  curious  art 
•"   The  picture  of  a  woman  (every  part 
Limn  d  to  tbt  life),  bung  out  the  piece  to  fell: 
People  (wbopafs'd  along),  viewing  it  well, 
Gave  feveral  verdicts  on  it ;  form  dijpraijed  ' 

The  hair ;  fome  faid  the  brows  too  high  were  rai/ed; 
Some  hit  her  o'er  the  lips,  miflik'd  their  colour ; 
Some  wifh'd  her  nofe  werejborter  j  fame,  the  eyes  fuller ; 
Others  faid  rofes  on  her  cheeks  Jbould grow, 
Swearing  they  look'd  too  pale ;  others  cryfdno: 
The  workman  fill,  as  fault  was  found,  did  mend it, 
In  hope  to  pleafe  all.     But  this  work  being  ended, 
And  bung  open  at  flail ;  it  was  Jo  vile, 
So  monftrous,  and  Jo  ugly  all  men  did  Jmile 
At  the  poor  Painter's  fbUy*    Such  we  doubt 
Is  this  our  Comedy ;  fdme perhaps  do  flout 
The  plot,  Joying,  ftis  too  thin,  too  weak,  too  mean ; 
Some  for  the  per/on  will  revile  tbefcene, 
And  wonder  that  a  creature  of  her  being 
Should  be  tbefubjec?  of  a  Poet^  feeing 
In  the  world's  eye  none  weighs  fo  light  .•  others  look 
For  allthofe  bafe  tricks,  publijb'din  a  book, 
(Foul  as  his  brains  they  flowed  from)  of  Cut-purjes, 
Of  Nips  and  Foifis,  nafty,  obfeene  difcourfes, 
As  Jull  of  lies,  as  empty  of  worth  or  wit, 
For  any  bonefi  ear  or  eye  unfit. 
And  thus, 
If  we  to  every  brain  (that's  humorous) 


Should 
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f  V 

Should  fajbion  Scenes,  we  (with  the  Painter)  Jball, 

In  f riving  topieafe  all,  pleafe  none  at  all* 

Tet  firfucb  faults,  as  either  the  writer's  wit, 

Or  negligence  of  the  AHors,  do  commit ; 

Both  crave  your  pardons  ;  if  what  both  have  done. 

Cannot  full  pay  your  expectation ; 

The  Roaring  Girl  berfelf,  fome  few  days  hence, 

Shall  on  this  Jiage  give  larger  recompence. 

Which  Mirth  that  you  mqyfbare  in,  berfelf  does  woeyou% 

And  craves  this  figp^your  hands  to  hecken  her  toyou% 
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An  Explanation  of  the  cant  Words  ufed  in 

this  Play. 

•         •  .    .  * 

jfNGLER]  Sometimes  called  a  Hooker,  006  who  begs  In 
•"  the  day  time,  obferving  at  the  fame  time  what  he  can  deal 
at  night.  See  a  Defci ipcidn  of  the  Angler,  in  Greened  Ground- 
work of  Cottty-catcbihg,  4*6-  B.  L.  N.  O*.*  Sign.  B  3  ;  *nd 
Dekkar's  Bclman  of  London^  16 16,  Sign.  D. 

ben  baufe]  I  do  not  find  an  explanation  of  haufe  in  any  of 
the  canting  Gloflaries ;  ben  bowfe,  which  may  have  been  in- 
tended, is  good  drink. 

benar]  better. 

bing\  away.    Dekkar,  Sign*N. 

boufing  ken]  an  ale-houfe.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M*  3. 

cackling  cheat]  a  cock,  or  a  capon.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M  3. 

cqfter]  a  cloak.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M  3.  / 

cave]  or  rather  cove.    The  word  Cove,  or  Cofe,  or  Cuffin, 
fignifies  a  man,  a  fellow,  &c.     But  differs  fomething  in  his  pro- 
perty according  as  it  meets  with  other  words.    So  a  good 
fellow  is  called  Ben  Cofc,  &c.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M  3. 

cheats]  the  Gallows.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

couch  a  hogjhead]  to  lie  down  alleep.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

curber]     See  Dekkar's  Belman9  Sign.  G. 

cut  benar  whiddes]  fpeak  better  words.     Dekkar,  Sign.  M  4. 

darkman]  the  night.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

delf]  a  young  wench  undebauched. 

docked]  to  dock,  is  to  lie  with  a  woman.  Canting  Dictionary. 

doxy]  a  {trumpet.     Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  £• 

fadoodting]    The  explanation  of  this  word  is  evident  from 
Trapdoor's  ufe  of  it,  p.  111.- 

f ambles]  hands.     Dekkar's  Befman,  Sign.  N. 

Jigging  law]     See  Dekkar's  Belman>  Sign.  H  2. 

fotfi]  a  pick-pocket.     Dekkar's  Belman%  Sign.  H  2. 

gage]  a  quart  pot.     Dekkar's  Belman%  Sign.  N. 
•\  gentry  cuffin]  a  Gentlemanr.  «      , , 

grunt hng  cheat]  a  pig.     Dekkar,  Sign,  M  3.   N 

-  bartmant 


batfman*]  the  flock*,     Dekkaf,  Sign.  N. 

heave  a  Booth]  rob  a  houfe.    Defckarf  Sign,  N9 

henchen  mort\  kenchin  morts  are  girls,  of  a  yga*  or  tiff?  pM, 
which  the  morts  their  mother  ^prry  at  their.  ba<&s  in vtfieir 
Jfe*/,  which,  in  the  canting  fe#gft?»   w  ./fa**,    belter's 
JBeJmaH,  Sign.  D  4. 

Ay]  or  mofe  probably  Zq^  whioh  fignUb  &#»•  **#,  or 
whey*    Dekkar,  Sign.  N., 

.££  Am]  a  houfe  to  lye  in.    Peki^r,  SSgou  .N> 

fl£  *#  /£*  Ughtmans]  lye  all  the  day.    Dekkar,  Sign,  N. 

Ht  4ff  the  darhmans]  lye  all  the  night*    Pokkar,  Sign,  N. 

////^r]     See  Dekkar's  Belmauy  Sign.  G  4. 

mafrdtrer  upon  the  pad]  a  coropQ&ioti.of  rjf^gar  Mid  thief. 
.  ,  ««//  4*  4^  *  w&]  fteal  in  the  coua&y,  Dek&ar,  $ign*J&4. 

mill  a  ken]  rob  a  houfe.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N., 

mori]  a  woman,  or  wench. 

nab]  a  head.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M3. 

n:ggk]  to  company  with  a  woman.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

»//>  a  bung]  cut  a  purfeJ     Dekkar,  Sign.  M  3. 

nipping  chriftian]  a  cut-purfe. 

/«*/]  highway.     Canting  DiBionaty.  ' 

paUiard]    See  a  Defcnption  of  a  palliard.    Dekkar,  Sign* 
D  1. 

pannum\  bread.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M  3. 

/«•£]  meat.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

popler]  pottage.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

pnggard]    See  Mr.  Steevens^  Note  on  fje  Winter's  Tale 

quacking  cheat]  a  duck.     Dekkar,  M  3. 

£»/r?  r&^&i]  a  churl.    Dekkar,  Sign.  M  5. 

-&ww  v/&]  London.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

2?<Mf*  £03/?]  wine.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

ruffler]     See  a  defcription  of  *  rw^fcr.    Dekkar's  Belman  if 
London,  Sign.  D. 

ruffmans]  woods,  or  bufhes.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

fcour  the  quire  cramp  ring]  to  wear  bolts  or  fetters.    Dekkar, 
Sign.  N.  m 

falomon]  the  beggars  oath.     Dekkar,  Sign.  T.  3. 

Jkrjo]  a  cup. .   Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

Jlatc]  a  fheet.     Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

I  z  Jialling 


falling  ken]  a  houfe  that  will  receive  iloleu  ware*    Grectu 
Jlamps]  legs.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 

»Jlrommef]  ftraw.    Dekkar,  Sign.  N. 
'<'  /n/ir]  hang.    Dekkar,  Sigh.  N. 
c    *frigbtma*y  See  a  defcription  of  an  upright  man.   Dekkar's 

Belman  ofLondonx  C  4. 

'     «^J     The  Canting  Dictionary  explains  'zuqMo  lie  with  a 
k  man ;  and  this  will  prove  the  truth  of  Mr.  Steevens's  con- 
jecture concerning  the,  phrafe  waff  en9  J  widow  in  Timon  ef 

Athens* 

-  wild  rogue]  .  See  a  defcription  of  a  wild  rogue.    Dekkar^ 

Belman  of  London,  Sfgn«  D2. 

•  wild  dell]   Of  Dells,  fome  are  termed  wild  dells,  and  thofe 
-are  fuch  as  are  born  and  begotten  under  a  hedge*    Dekkar** 

BelmaHy  Sign*  £• 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONA 

Thar  sal  10,  the  woer.  , 

Lysander,  his  brother. 

Governor  of  Cyprus. 

Lycus,  fervant  to  the  widow  countefs. 

Argus,  gentleman- ulher. 

Three  Lords,  fuitors  to  Eudora,  the  widow  countefs. 

Hylus,  nephew  to  T«  a«ls  alio,  and  fon  to  Lysander, 

Captain  of  the  watch. 

Two  Soldiers. 

Eudora,  the  widow  countefs. 

*N     CVN^HI^   wf*loLl|iCNDfR.      -'\ 

•c<  Strata;       '  '\ 

Ianthe,  gentlewoman  attending  on  Eudora. 
Ero,  waiting-woman  to  Cynthia. 
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A  C  T  U  S    I.        SCENE!. 
Thartalio  fohtst  with  a  glqfi  in  his  band  making  rea^y.  < 

Tbarfalio* 

THOU  blind  imperfect  goddefs, th,at  delights 
(Like  a  deep-reaching  ftatefman)  to  converfe 
Only  with  fools :  jealous  of  knowing  fpirits ; 
For  fear  their  piercing  judgments  might  difcaver   - 
Thy  inward  weaknefs,  and  defpife  thy  power  $ 
Contemn  thee  for  a  goddefs :  thou  that  lad*ft 
Th'un worthy  afs  with  gold ;  while  worth  and  merit  ' 

1  "  The  plot  of  Lyfander  and  Cynthia  (fays  Lanigbaine,  p.  65.)  4$ 
"borrowed  from  Petronius  Arbyter's  Satyricon,  being  tl>e  ftory  of  the, 
"  Matron  of  Ephcfus  related  by  Eumoifus :  a  ftory  fince  handled  by 
"  feveral  other  pens,  as  Janui  Don  fa  the  Father,  in  hia  notes  on  this 
u  ftory ;  and  GabUma>  in  the  laft  edition  of  Petronius9  who  obferves, 
"  That  it  wsfe  tranflatcd  into  Latin  verfe  by  Romulus,  an  Antique  Gram- 
"  marian ;  that  it  was  translated  from  the  German  language  into  Latin; 
u  and  into  French  rhime  by  Hebertuu  '  We  have  it  not  only  in  the  Seven 
"  wife  Maftcrs,  a  book  vulgarly  known,  and  which,  if  I  may  belifcve  my 
"  Author,  is  a  tranilation  of  Modius,  who  new*<modellcd  the  ftory*  and 
"  publifhed  his  Verfion,  under  this  title  £,udus  feptem.Saf>ientum  tie  dflrti 
"  regit  adolefantis,  education?,  fericu/is,  &c. ;  but,  alfo,  I  have  read  the  fame 
a  ftory,  with  little  alteration,  in  the  Cento  Novelle  Antiche  dl  Carlo  Gual- 
u  terux-xif  Nov.  51.  We  havelt  liltewife  much  improved,  with  a  Phi - 
"  Jofophical  Comment  upon  it,  by  a  Countryman  of  our  own,  under  the 
"  title  of  the  Ef>brfiw  Matru*,  pointed  in  8vo.  Lend*  166$,  andothers." 

I  4  .  Serve 
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Serve  thee  for  nought:  weak  Fortune,  I  renounce 
Thy  vain  dependance,  and  convert  my  duty 
And  facrifices  of  my  fweeteft  thoughts 
To  a  more  noble  deity ;  fole  friend  to  worth, 
And  patronefs  of  all  good  fpirits,  Confidence : 
She  be  my  guide,  and  her's  the  praife  of  thefe 
My  worthy  undertakings. 

Enter  Lyfander,  withaghfs  in  bis  band;   Cynthia,  Hylus, 

and  Ero. 

lyfander. 
'Morrow,  brother.    Not  leady  yet  ? 

Thar/alia. 
No ;  I  have  fomewhat  of  the  brother  in  me :  I  date  fey, 
your  wife  is  many  times  ready,  and  you  not  up. — Save  you, 
filler ;  how  are  you  enamoured  of  my  prefence  I  How  tike 
you  my  afped? 

Cynthia. 
Faith,  no  worfe  than  I  did  laft  week ;  the  weather  has  no* 
thing  chang'd  the  grain  of  your  complexion. 

Thar/olio, 
A  firm  proof  'tis  in  grain,  and  fo  are  not  all  complexions,, 
A  good  foldier's  face,  filler, 

Cynthia, 
Made  to  he  worn  under  a  bever. 

Tbarjalio, 
Ay,  and  'twould  {hew  well  enough  under  a  raafk  too. 

lypmder. 
So  much  for  the  face. 

Thar/olio^ 

But  is  there  no  object  in  this  fuit  to  w,het  your  tongue  upon  ? 

lyfander. 
None ;  but  fortune  fend  you  well  to  wear  it :  for  (he  bed 
knows  how  you  got  it, 

Tbarfalio. 

Faith,  'tis  the  portion  (be  beftows  upon  younger  brothers, 

valour  and  good  cloaths.    Marry,  if  you  afk  how  we  come  by 

this  new  fuit,  I  muft  take  time  to  anfwer  it ;  for  as  the  ballad 

fays,  in  written  bocks  I  find  it.    Brother,  thefe  are  the  bit  (Torn  a 
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of  fpirit;  and  I  will1  have  it  faid,  for  my  father's  honour,  that 
{brae  of  his  children  were  truly  begotten, 

ly fonder. 

Not  all  ? 

Thar/alia. 
Shall  I  tell  you,  brother,  that  I  know  will  rejoice  you  ? 
My  former   fuits  have  been  all  fpenders,    this  (hall  be  a 
fpeeder. 

Lyfander. 

A  thing  to  be  heartily  wifh'd ;  but,  brother,  take  heed  you 
be  not  guli'd,  be  not  too  forward. 

Thar/aUo. 
•Thad  been  well  for  me,  if  you  had  followed  that  counfel : 
you  were  too  forward  when  you  ftept  into  the  world  before 
me,  and  guli'd  me  of  the  land,  that  my  fpirits  and  parts  were 
indeed  born  to. 

Cynthia, 
May  we  not  have  the  blenlng  to  know  the  aim  of  your 
fortunes  ?  what  coafr,  for  heaven's  love  i 

Tharjalio. 
Nay,  'tis  a  projeft  of  ilate  :  you  may  fee  the  preparation; 
but  the  deiign  lies  hidden  in  the  breafts  of  the  wife. 

Lyfander, 
May  we  not  know't  \ 

Thar/olio. 
Not  unlefs  you'll  promifc  me  to  laugh  at  itj  for  without 
your  applaufe  I'll  none. 

lyfandcr. 
The  quality  of  it  may  be  fuch  as  a  laugh  will  not  be  ill 
beftow'd  upon't :  pray  heaven  I  call  not  Arface  filler. 

Cynthia* 

What!  the  pand'refs  ? 

Thar/olio. 
Know  you  (as  who  knows  not  ?)  the  exquifite  lady  of  the 
palace,  the  late    governor's  admired  widow,  .  the  rich  and 
haughty  countefs  Eudora  ?   Were  not  (he  a  jewel  worth  the 
wearing,  if  a  man  knew  how  to  win  her  ? 

Lyfander. 
{low's  that  ?  how's  that  i 

fharfaHo* 
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•     ■  ,-  Thurfidtk. 

Brother,  there  is  a  certain  goddefs  call'd  Confidence*  that 
carries  a  main  ftroke  in  honourable  preferments.  Fortune 
waits  upon  her ;  Cupid  is  at  her  back;  (he  fends  them- both  of 
errands.  This  deity  doth  promife  me  much  affiilance  in  this 
bufinefe*  <     . 

,      .  Lyfmder* 

But-if  this  deity  mould  draw  you  up  in  a  ba&et  to  your 
countefs's  window,  and  there  let  you  hang  for  all  the  wits  in 
the  town  to.  (hoot  at;  how  then,? 

ttarfalUt. 

If  (he  do,  let  them  fhoot  their  bolts  and  fpare  not :  I  have 
a  little  bird  in  a  cage  here  that  fmgs  me  better  comfort.  What 
{hould  be  the  bar?  .  You'll  Jay,  I  was  page  to  the  count  her 
hu&and.  What  of  that  ?  1  have  thereby  one  fool  in  her  fa- 
vour already :  (he  has  taken  note  of  my  fpirit,  andfurvcy'd  my 
good  parts,  and  the  picture  of  them  lives  in  her  eye  :  which 
ikep,  I  know,  cannot  clofe  till  fhe  have  embrae'd  the  fubftance. 

All  this  favours  of  the  blind  goddefs  you  (peak  of. 

Tburjalio* 

Why  (hould  I  defpair,  but  that  Cupid  hath  one  dart  in  fibre 
for  her  great  ladyfbip ;  as  well  as  for  any  other  huge  lady, 
whom  (he  hath  made  ltoop  gallant,  to.  kifs  their  worthy  fol- 
lowers. In  a  word,  I  am  affured  of  my  fpeed.  Such  fair  at- 
tempts, led  by  a  brave  refolve,  are  evermore  feconded  by 
fortune. 

Cynthia. 
But,  brother,  have  I  not  heard  yoa  iky,  your  own  ears  have 
been  witnefs  to  her  vows,  made  folemnly  to  your  late  lord,  in 
memory  of  him,  to  preierve  till  death  the  unftain'd  honour  of 
a  widow's  bed?  It  nothing  elfe,  yet  that  might  cool  your 
confidence. 

TJjarfalio. 
Tu(h,  fifter !  fuppofe  you  (hould  protefr.  with  folemn  oath 
(as  perhaps  you  have  done,  if  ever  heaven  hears  your  prayers, 
fhat  you  may  live  to  fee  my  brother  nobly  enterred)  to  fee^ 
only  upon  fi(h,  and  not  endure  the  touch  of  fle(h,  during  the 
wretched  Lent  of  your  miferable  life ;  would  you  believe  it, 
brother?   ' 

Lyfanda\ 
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Ijfandct. 
I  am  therein  mmfk.  confident. 

YharfaJi** 
Indeed*  you*  had  better  believe  it  than  try  it:  but  pray* 
€fter,  tell  me  (you  are  a  woman)  do  not  you  wives  nod  your 
heads,  and  finite-one  upon  another,  when  yemctet  abroad?  • 

Cynthia. 

Smile !  why  fo  ?  • »  • 

Tharfativ. 

-  As  who  ihouid  fayt  are. not  we  mad  wenches,  that  can  lead 
our  blind  huibands  thus  by  the  nofes?  Do  you  not  br*g 
amongft  yoorfeives,  how  gro&iy  you  abufe  their  honeft  credur 
lities  f  How  tbey  adore  you  for  feints,  and  you  believe  iti 
while  ybu  adorn  their  temples,  and  they  believe  it  not  ?  Horn 
you  tow  widow -hood  in  their  life- time,  and  they  believe  youg 
when  even  in  the  fight  of  their  breathicft  corfe,  ere  they  be 
funy  cold,  you  join  embraces* with  his  groom,  or  hit  pbyfician, 
and  perhaps  his  poifoner ;  or  at  lead  by  the  next  moon  (if  you 
cafi  expect  fo  long)  folemnly  plight  new  Hymeneal  bonds  with 
-ft  wild,  confident,  untamed  ruffian  ? 

Lpfandtr. 
As  for  example— 

Tharfalh. 
And  make  him  the  top  of  his  houfe,  and  fovereign  lord  of 
the  palace  ?   As  tor  example  ;  look  you,  brother,  this  gtafc  is 
mine— 

Lyfandcr* 

What  of  that? 

Thttrfalio* 

While  I  am  with  it,  it  takes  impreffion  from  my  face ;  but 
can  I  make  it  fo  mine,  that  it  ftiall  be  of  no  ufe  to  any  other  ? 
will  it  not  do  his  office  to  you,  or  you,  and  as  well  to  my  groom 
as  to  myfelf  ?  Brother,  monopolies  are  cried  down.  Is  it  not 
madnefs  for  Hie  to  believe,  when  I  have  conquer'd  that  fort  of 
chafiify,  the  great  countefs,  that  if  another  man  of  ray  making 
and  metal  (hall  aflauk  her,  her  eyes  and  ears  ihould  lofe  their 
function,  her  other  parts  their  ufe;  as  if  nature  made  her  all 
m  rain,  unlefs  ]  only  had  (tumbled  into  her  quarters  f 

2  Cynthia* 
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Cynthia. 

Brother,  I  fear  me,  in  your  travel  you  have  drunk  too  much 
of  that  Italian  air,  that  hath  infected  the  whole  mafs  of  your 
ingenuous  nature,  dried  up  in  you  all  fap.of  generous  difpo- 
finon,  potfon'd  the  veryeflence  of  your  foul,  and  fo  polluted 
your  fen fei>  that  whatsoever  enters  there  takes  from  them 
contagion,  and  is  to  your  fancy  reprefented  as  foul  and  tainted, 
which  in  itfelf  perhaps  is  fpotlefs. 

'Ybarfiitio.  / 

No,  filler,  it  hath  renVd  my  fenfes,  and  made  me  fee  with 
clear  eyes;  and  to  judge  of  objects  as  they  truly  are,  not  as 
they  feem  ;  and  through  their  mafk  to  difcern  the  true  face  of 
things.  It  tells  me  how  ihort-liv'd  widows  tears  are,  that  their 
weeping  is»in  truth  but  "laughing  underamaik,  that  they 
mourn  in  their  gowns,  and  laugh  in  their  fleeves;  all- which  I 
believe  as  a  Delphian  oracle,  and  am  refalv'd  to  burn  in  that 
faith.    And  in  that  refolation  do  I  march  to-  the  great  lady. 

Lyfandcr. 

You  lofe  time,  brother,  in  difcourfe ;  by  this,  had  you  bore 
up  with  the  lady  and  clapt  her  aboard ;  for  I  know  your  con* 
fidence  will  not  dwell  long  in  the  fervice. 

cfharfaHo. 

No ;  I  will  perform  it  in  the  conqueror's  flile.  Your  way 
is,  not  to  win  Penelope  by  fuit,  but  by  furprize.  The  cattle's 
carried  by  a  iudden  atfault,  that  would  perhaps  fit  out  a  twelve- 
month's fiege.  It  would  be  a  good  breeding  to  my  young 
nephew  here,  if  he  could  procure  a  ftand  at  the  palace,  to  fee 
with  what  alacrity  I'll  accoft  her  countefsfhip,  in  what  garb  I 
will  woo  her,  with  what  facility  I  will  win  her. 

Lgfander. 

It  (hall  go  bard  but  we'll  hear  your  entertainment,  for  your 
confidence  lake. 

Tbarfalio. 

And  having  won  her,  nephew,  this  fweet  face, 
Which,  all  the  city  fays,  is  fo  like  me, 
Like  me  (hall  be  prcferr'd ;  for  I  will  wed  thee 
To  my  g*eat  widow's  daughter  and  foleheir, 
The  lovely  fpark,  the  bright  Laodice. 

Ly/andcr* 

A  good  pleafant  dream !  , 

fbarfalio, 
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Tbarfalh. 
In  this  eye  I  foe 
That  fire  that  (hall  in  me  inflame  the  mother, 
And  that  in  this  fhall  fet  on  fire  the  daughter. 
It  goes*  fir;  in  a  blood :  belfeve  me,  brother, 
Thele  deitinits  go  ever  in  a  btood. 

Lyjander. 
Thefe  dtfeafes  do,  brother :  take  heed  of  them* 
'Fare  you  well :  take  heed  you  be  not  baffled. 

[jQxeunt  Ly lander,  Cynthia,  Hylus,  Era.  Jt£mf/Tharfali&, 

Thar/olio. 
Now  thoa  that  art  the  third  blind  deity 
That governs'earth  in  all  her  happinefi, 
The  lire  of  all  endowments,  Confidence  $  » 

Direct  and  profper  my  intention. 
Command  thy  servant  deities,  Love  and  Fortune, 
To  fecond  my  attempts  for  this  great  lady, 
Whofe  page  I  lately  was ;  that  (he,  whole  board 
I  might  not  fit  at,  I  may  board  a-bed,  , 

And  under  bring,  who  bore  fo  high  her  head.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Lycus. 

Lycus. 
'Tis  miraculous  that  you  tell  me,  fir :  he  come  to  woo  our 
lady  miftrefs  for  his  wife  i 

Lyfander. 
*Tis  a  frenzy  he  is  poffefs  d  with,  and  will  not  be  curM  f>ut 
by  fomc  violent  remedy.  And  you  (hail  favour  me  fo  much  to 
make  me  a  fpeclator  of  the  fcene.  But  is  (he  (fay  you)  already 
acceffible  for  fuitors  ?  1  thought  (he  would  have  flood  fo  ftifiy 
on  her  widow  vow,  that  fhe  would  not  endure  the  fight  of  a 
fuitor. 

Lycus* 
Faiib,  fir,  Penelope  could  not  bar  her  gates  againft  her 
woers,  but  fhe  will  dill  be  miftrefs  or"  herfelf.     It  is,  as  you 
know,  a  certain  itch  in  female  blocd,  they  love  to  be  fued  to; 
but  (he'll  heaken  to  no  fuitors. 

Lyjander. 
But  by  your  leave,  Lycus,  Penelope  is  not  (b  wife  a*  her  huf- 
band  Ulyiles ;  for  he,  tearing  the  jaws  of  the  Syren,  ftopt  his- 

cats 
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cars  with  wax  againft  her  voice.  They  that  fear  the  adder's 
fling,  will  not  come  near  her  hiffing.  Is  any  fimor  with  her 
now  ?  .."  ,  •  r  *  .    •; 

Lyc*s>  .  ;  «.  ,  .  ,  a 
A  Spartan  lord,  dating,  hunfeifour  gteat  viceroy's  kiflf- 
man ;  and  two  or  three  other  of  his  country  lords,  a^fpoti  in 
his  train.  He  comes  armed  with  his  altitude's  letters  in  grace 
of  his  perfqn,  with  promife  to  make  her  a  ducbefe,  iffhe  em- 
brace the  match-  This  h  no  n*ean  attraction  to  her  high 
,  4h0Wght5;  but  yet  (he  difdains  him. 

.  Lyj'ander. 
And  how  then  mall  my  brother  p-t  fame  of  acceptance?  Yet  I 
hold  it  much  more  under  her  contentment,  to  mary  fuch  a  naily 
braggart,  than  undqr  her  honour  to  wed  my  brother :  a  gentle- 
man (though  I  fay  it)  more  honourably  defosnded  than  that 
lord;  who  perhaps,  for  .?H  his  aneeftry,  would.be  much  trem- 
bled to  name  you  the  place  where  hift  father  was  bora. . 

,;  .    Lycu*. 

Nay,  I  hold  no  companion  betwixt  your,  brother  and  him. 
And  the  Venqvean  diieafe,  to  which,  they  iky »  he.  ins -been 
long  wedded,  lhall,  I  hope,  firft  rot  him,  ere  (he  endure  tlie 
favour  of  his  fciiphwcous  breath.  Well,  her  ladyihip  is  at 
hand ;  y'are  belt  take  you  to  your  ftand. 

m    ,     \  Lyfcuukr. 

Thanks,  good  friend  Lye  us.  [Exit. 

Enter  Argus  bareheaded,  with  whom  another  ujher  Lycus  joins, 
going  over  the  jffage;  Hiarbas,  and  Pforabeus  next;  Rebus 
Jingle  before  Eudora,  Laodice,    Sthenia  hearing  her  train, 
Iamhe  following. 

Rebus. 
I  admire,  madam,  you  cannot  love  whom  the  viceroy  loves, 

Hiarbas. 
And  one  whole  veins  fwell  fo  with  his  blood,  madam,  as 
they  do  in  his  kmifhip. 

Pforabeus. 
^  A  near  and  dear  kinfman  his  lordfhip  is  to  his  altitude,  the 
viceroy  ;  in  care  of  whofe  jgood  fpeed  here,  I  know  his  altitude 
hath  no*  flepta  found  deep  fince  his  departure* 

Eudora, 
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I  thank  Venus  I  hare,  ever  finice  lie  cane, 

Rebmu 
You  fleep  away  your  honour,  madam,  if  y«a  negfecVtne. 

Hiarbas. 

Negleft  your lordflup !  that*  wfew* aegligenoe  neiefsAhan 
difloyaity.  ' 

I  much  doubt  that,  fir ;  it  were  rather  a  prefumption  to 
tile  him,  being  of  the4>lood  vice-royal. 

'Rebus* 
Not  at  all,  being  offered,  madam. 

Eudora,  •    _. 

But  offered  ware  is  not  fo  fweet,  you  know.  They  are 
the  graces  of  t&e  viceroy  that  woo  me,  not  your  loixHhJp's ; 
and  I  conceive  it  fhould  be  neither  honour  nor  pkafure  to 
you,  to  be  taken  m  for  another  man's  favours. 

Rebus, 
Taken  in,  madam  !  you  fpeak  as  I  had  no  houfe  to  hide  my 

head  in. 

Eudora, 

1  have  heard  fo  indeed,  my  lord,  unlets  h  be  aaodier  man's. 

•  Rebus, 
You  haveTieard  untruth  the*;-  thefe  lords  can  wdl  wknefs 
I  want  no  houfes, 

-  Hlarbas. 
Nor  palaces  neither,  my  lord.-    *  -        ' 

Pfortt&tus* 
Nor  courts  neither. 

Ettdera. 
Nor  temples,  I  think,  neither;  I  believe,  we  (hall  have  a 
god  of  him.  ' 

Enter  TharC*tto. 

*  Jlrgus*' 

See  the  bold  fellow  !  whither  will  you,  (It  ? 

Tbarfitlio. 
Away-— ^tf  honour  to  you,  madam. 

Etuiora. 
Sow  now,  bafe  companion  ? 

JbarfaliG* 
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TbarJaUo. 
Bafe,  madam!  he's  not  bafe  that  fights  as  high  as  your  lips* 

JLudora. 
And  does  that  befeera  my  Servant  ?  t 

Tkarfalio% 
You*  court-fenrant,  madam. 

<    /  Eudora* 

One  that  waited  on  my  board  I 

Tbarfalio. 
That  was  only  a  preparation  to  my  weight  on  your  bed, 
madam. 

Endow. 
How  dar'ft  thou  come  to  me  with  fuch  a  thought  ? 

Tbarfalio, 
Come  to  you,  madam  ?  I  dare  come  to  you  at  midnight, 
and  bid  defiance  to  the  proudefl  fpirit  that  haunts  thefe  your 
loved  fhadows.    And  would  any  way  niake  terrible  the  accefs 
of  my  love  to  you  — 

Eudora* 
Love  me  f  love  my  dog. 

Tbarjalio. 
I  am  bound  to  that  by  the  proverb,  madam. 

Eudora* 
Kennel  without  with  him,  intrude  not  here. .  What  is  it 
thou  prefum'ft  on  i 

Tfjarfalio. 
On  your  judgment,  madam,  to  chufe  a  man,  and  not  a 
giant ;  as  thefe  are  that  come  with  tides,  and  authority,  as 
they  would  conquer,  or  ravim  you.  But  I  come  to  you  with 
the  liberal  and  ingenuous  graces,  love,  youth,  and  gentry, 
which  (in  no  more  deform  d  a  perfon  than  myielf)  deferve 
any  princefs. 

Eudora. 
In  your  faucy  opinion,  fir,  and  iirrah  too ;  get  gone ;  and 
let  this  malapert  humour  return  thee  no  more,  for  afore  hea- 
ven I'll  have  thee  toil  in  blankets. 

Tbarfolio* 
•  In  blankets,  madam!  you  muft  add  your  lheets,~and  you 
mud  be  the,totfer. 

Rebus. 
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Rebui. 

Nay  then,  fir,  yfare  as  grofs  as  you're  faucy. 

Tbarjahp. 
And  all  one,  fir,  for  I  am  neither. 

Rebus. 
Thou  art  both. 

rbmfaUo. 
Thou  lied ;  keep  up  your  fmiter,  lord  Rebus. 

Hiarbas. 
Ufeft  thou  thus  his  altitude's  coufin  ? 

Rebus. 
The  place  thou  know'lt  protects  thee. 

Thar/olio. 
Tie  up  your  valour  then  till  another  place  turn  me  loofe  to 
you ;  you  are  the  lord  (I  take  it)  that  woo'd  my  great  miftrefi 
here  with  letters  from  his  Altitude;  which  while  (he  was 
reading,  yourlordmip  (to  entertain  time)  ftraddl'd,  and  fcul'd 
your  fingers ;  as  you  would  (hew  what  an  itching  deiire  you 
'had  to  get  betwixt  her  meets. 

Hiarbas* 
flight,  why  does  your*  ladyihip  endure  him  ? 

Rebus. 
The  place^  the  place,  my  lord. 

Tharfaliom 
Be  you  his  attorney,  fir  ? 

Hiarbas* 
What  would  you  do,  fir  ? 

Tbarfalio. 
Make  thee  leap  out  at  window,  at  which  thou  cam'ft  in— 
whore's  fon,  bag-pipe  lords  ! 

Eudora. 
What  rudenefs  is  this? 

Tbarfalio. 
What  tameneft  is  it  in  you,  madam,  to  flick  at  the  difc 
carding  of  fuch  a  fuitor  ?  a  lean  lofd,  dubb'd  with  the  lard 
of  others :  a  difeafed  lord  too,  that  opening  certain  magick 
characters  in  an  unlawful  book,  up  ftart  as  many  aches  in's 
bones,  as  there  Are  ouches  in  his  fkin.  Send  him  (miftrefs) 
to  tl\e  widow  your  tenant,  the  virtuous  panderefs,  Arface. 
I  perceive  he  has  crowns  in's  purfe,  that  make  him  proud  of 
Vol.  VI.  K  a  firing  % 
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a  firing ;  let  her  pluck  the  goofe  therefore,  and  her  maids 
drefs  him. 

P/brabeus, 
Still,  my  lord,  fuffer  him  } 

Rebus, 
The  place,  fir,  believe  it,  the  place ! 

7 bar/alia. 

O  good  lord  Rebus  1  the  place  is  never  like  to  be  your*s, 
that  you  need  refpeft  it  fo  much. 

Eudora* 
Thou  wrong'ft  the  noble  gentleman* 

fharfalio. 
Noble  gentleman  !  a  tumor,  an  impoflhume  he  is,  madam  ; 
:a  very  haut-boy*  a  bag»i>ipe ;  in  whom  there  is  nothing  but 
wind,  and  that  none  or  the  fweeteft  neither. 

Eudora. 
Quit  the  houfeof  him,  by  th'  head  and  fhoulders. 

Thar/alia. 
Thanks  to  your  honour,  madam  ;  and  my  lord  coufin  the 
viceroy  mall  thank  you. 

Rebus* 
So  (hall  he  indeed,  fir. 

Lycus  and  Argus* 
Will  you  be  gone,  fir  ?  . 

Tbarfallo* 
Away,  poor  fellows ! 

Eudora. 
What  is  he  made  of?  or. what  devil  fees  your  childifh  and 
effeminate  fpirits  in  him,  that  thus  ye  ihun  him  r  free  us  of 
thy  fight ;  begone,  or  I  proteft  thy  life  (hall  go. 

Tharfalio* 
Yet  fhall  my  ghofl  flay  Hill,  and  haunt  thofe  beauties, 
And  glories,  that  have  renderM  it  immortal. 
But  fiitfe  I  fee  your -blood  runs  (for  the  time) 
High  in. that  contradiction  that  fore-runs 
Trueft  agreements  (like  the  elements, 
Fighting  before  they  generate),  and  that  time 
Muft  be  attended  moft  in  things  rood  worth  % 
I  leave  your  honour  freely )  and  commend 
That  Ike  you  threaten,  when  you  pleafe,  to  be 

.  AdveaturM 
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•  Adventured  in  your  fervice;  Co  your  honour 
Require  it  likewife. 

Eudora. 
Do  not  come  again. 

Tharralio. 
FU  come  again,  believe  it,  and  again.  [Exit* 

Eudora, 
If  he  mail  dare  to  come  again,  I  charge  you  (hut 
The  doors  upon  him. 

Argus* 
You  mutt  (hut  them  (madam) 
To  all  men  elfe  then,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour ; 
For  if  that  any  enter,  he'll  be  one. 

Eudora. 
I  hope,  wife  fir,  a  guard  will  keep  him  out. 

Argus. 
Afore  heaven,  not  a  guard  (a'nt  pleafe  your  honour.) 

Eudora* 
Thou  Heft,  bafe  afs ;  one  man  enforce  a  guard ! 
1*11  turn  ye  all  away  (by  our  ifle's  goddefs) 
If  he  but  fet  a  foot  within  my  gates. 

Lord* 
Your  honour  (hall  do  well  to  have',  him  poifon'd. 

Hlarhas* 
Or  begg'd  of  your  coufin  the  viceroy.  [Exeunt* 

Ly  fonder  from  his  ftand* 

Lgfander* 
This  braving  wooer  hath  the  fuccefs  expe&ed ;  the  favour 
I  obtain'd  made  me  wicnefe  to  the  (port ;  and  let  his  confi- 
dence be  fure,  I'll  give  it  him  home.  The  news,  by  this, 
is  blown,  through  the  four  quarters  of  the  city.  Alas,  good 
confidence !  but  the  happinefs  is,  he  has  a  forehead  of  proof; 
the  Ibin  (hall  never  flick  there,  whatfoever  his  reproach'  be. 

Enter  Tharfalio. 
Ly fonder* 
What,  in  difcourfe? 

Tharfalio* 
Hell  and  the  furies  take  this  vile  encounter ! 
Who  would  imagine  this  Saturnian  peacock 

K  2  Could 
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Could  be  fo  barbarous,  to  ufe  a  fpirit 
Of  my  ere&ion  with  fuch  *  low  refbe&  ? 
'Fore  heaven  it  cuts  my  gall ;  but  111  diflemble  it. 

Lyfarukr. 

What!  my  noble  lord? 

*  Tbarja&f. 
Well9  fir,  that  may  be  yet,  and  means  to  be. 

Lyfander. 
What  means  your  lordfhip  then  to  hang  that    head,  that 
hath  been  fo  erected  r  it  knocks,  fir,  at  your  bofom,  to  come 
in  and  hide  itfelf. 

Thar/olio. 

Not  a  jot. 
•  Lyjattder* 

I  hope  by  this  time  it  needs  fear  no  horns. 

Tbarfdlio* 
Welly  fir,  But  yet  that  bleffing  runs  not  always  in  a  blood. 

JLyfandtr, 
What,  blanketed  ?  O  the  gods  1  fpurn'd  out  by  grooms  like 
a  bafe  a  bifogno  ?  thruft  out  by  th'  head  and  moulders  ? 

Tbarfalio* 
You  do  well,  fir,  to  take  your  pkafure  of  me  :  (I  may  turn 
tables  with  you  ere  long.) 

Lgfander* 
.  What,  has  thy  wit's  fine  engine  taken  cold  i  art  ftufPd-in 
th'  head  ?  can'ft  anfwer  nothing  ? 

1  low  refpcftf]    The  quarto  reads,  bved  rcfpeft?    The  alteration  by 
Mr.Dodfley. 

*  bifeg™?)  This  is  a  term  of  contempt  frequently  ufed  in  our  old 
plays.  It  is  probably  derived  from  the  Ital.  bifogno,  or  the  Fr.  bej$in.f 
want,  need,  and  is  generally  applied  to  people  in  want,  or  o£  the  lower 
rank.  So,  in  Churchyard's  ChalUnge,  1593,  p.  85.  "  It  may  bee  thought 
*'  that  every  mercinarie  man  and  common  hireling  (taken  up  For  a  while, 
"  or  ferving  a  fmall  feafon)  is  a  fowldier  fit  to  be  rtgiftred,  or  honoured 
tc  among  the  renouned  fort  of  warlike  people.  For  fuch  numbers  of 
"  bexmngnics,  or  neceffarie  inftruments  for  the"  time,  are  to  fall  to  their 
"  occupation  when  the  fcrvice  is  coded,  aad  not  to  lire  idlely,  or  looke 
"  for  imbraiing." 

Again,  in  Lwfs  Cure,  byJBeaumont  ind  Fletcher,  A.  2.  S.  1. 

"  I  know  ye  not  I  what  are  ye  ?  hence,  ye  bafe  befignios" 

See  alfo  the  Notes  of  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Steevens  to  the  Second 
*Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  A.  5.  S.  3. 

Tbarfali** 
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Tbarfalio. 
Truth  is,  I  like  my  entertainment  the  better,  that  'twas  no 
better. 

hyfander. 
Now  the  gods  forbid  that  this  opinion  fhould  run  in  $ 
blood  ! 

Tbarfalio. 
Have  not  you  heard  this  principle,  All  things  hy  firifi  #*• 
gender? 

Ljfandcr. 
Dogs  and  cats  do. 

Tbarfalio. 
And  men  and  women  too. 

Lyfander. 
Well,  brother,  in  earaeft,  you  have  now  fet  your  confidence 
to  fchool,  from  whence  I  hope  't  has  brought  home  fuch  a 
leflbn,  as  will  inftruct  his  matter  never  after*  to  begin  fuch 
attempts  as  end  in  laughter. 

Tbarfalio. 
Well,  fir,  you  leflbn  my  confidence  ftifl ;  I  pray  heavens 
your  confidence  have  not  more  (hallow  ground  (for  that  I 
know)  than  mine  you  reprehend  fo. 

Lyfander. 
My  confidence,  in  what  I 

Tbarfalio. 
May  be  you  truft  too  much.  -     - 

Lyfander. 
Wherein? 

Tbarfalio. 
In  human  frailty. 

Lyjandtr. 
Why,  brother,  know  you  aught  that  may  impeach  my  con- 
fidence, as  this  fuccefs  may  your's?  hath  your  obfervation 
difcovered  any  fuch  frailty  in  my  wife  ?  (For  that  i9  your  aim 
I  know)  then  let  me  know  it. 

Tbarfalio. 
Good,  good.— Nay,  brother,  1  write  no  books  of  observa- 
tions, let  your  confidence  bear  out  itfelf,  as  mine  (hall  me. 

Lvfander. 
That's  fcarce  a  brother's  (peech.    If  there  be  aught  wherein 

K  3  your 
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your  brother's  good  might  any  way  be  queftion'd,  can  you 
conceal  it  from  his  bofom  ? 

Tharfalio, 
So,  fo— Nay,  my  faying  was  but  general ;  I  glanc'd  at  no 
particular. 

Lyfander. 
Then  muft  I  prefs  you  farther.    You  fpake,  (as  to  your- 
felf,  but  yet  I  over-heard)  as  if  you  knew  iome  difpofition  of 
weaknefs  wbere  I  moll  had  fix'd  my  truft.     I  challenge  you 
to  let  me  know  what  'twas. 

*Tbarfalio. 
Brother,  are  you  wife  ? 

Igfander. 
Why? 

Yharfalio. 
Be  ignorant.    Did  you  never  hear  of  Afteon  ? 

Lyfander. 

What  then  ? 

7bar/aUo* 
Curiofity  was  his  death,.  He  could  not  be  content  to 
adore  Diana  in  her  temple,  but  he  mud  needs  dog  her  to  her 
retir'd  pleafures,  and  fee  her  in  her  nakednefs.  Do  you  en- 
joy the  fole  privilege  of  your  wife's  bed  ?  have  you  no  pretty 
Paris  for  your  page  ?  no  myftical  Adonis  to  front  you  there? 

L#fander% 
I  think  none  :  I  know  nor. 

Tbarfalio. 
Know  not  ft  ill,  brother.  Ignorance  and  credulity  are  your 
fole  means  to  obtain  that  blefling.  You  fee  your  greateit 
clerks,  your  wifeft  politicians,  are  not  that  way  fortunate; 
your  learned  lawyers  would  lofe  a  dozen  poor  mens  caufes  to 
gain  a  lcafe  on't  but  for  a  term.  Your  phyfician  is  jealous 
of  his.  Your  fages  in  general,  by  feeing  too  much,  overfee 
their  happinefs.  Only  your  blockheadly  tradefman,  your 
honell-meaning  citizen ;  your  3  not-headed  country  gentle- 
man: 

3  not  beaeUd]     "  So,  in  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Talis,  the  Ycman  is  thus 
"  defcribed : 

"  A  non-head  had  he  with  a  hrown  vifage. 
."  A  perfon  is  faid  to  be  nott  fated,  when  the  hair  was  Cut  fhort  and  round ; 

«  Ray 
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man ;  your  un-apprehending  ftinkard,  is  bled  with  the  fole 
prerogative  of  his  wife's  chamber ;  for  which  he  is  yet  be- 
holden, not  to  his  ftars,  but  to  his  ignorance :  for  if  he  be 
wife,  brother,  I  mud  tell  you,  the  cafe  alters.* 
Hour  do  you  relifti  thefe  things,  brother  ? 

Lyfarukr, 
Paffing  ill. 

Tbarjalio. 
So  do  fick  men  folid  meats.    Heark  ye,  brother,  are  you 
not  jealous  } 

Lyfander. 
No :  do  you  know  caufe  to  make  me  ? 

Tharfalio. 
Hold  you  there;  did  your  wife  never  fpice  your  broth  with 
4i  dram  of  fublimate  r  hath  (he  not  yielded  up  the  fort  of  her 
honour  to  a  flaring  foldado  ?  and  (taking  courage  from  her 
guilt)  plaid  open  bankrput  of  all  fharne,  and  run  the  country 
with  him  ?  then  blefs  your  liars,  bow  your  knees  to  juno. 
Look  where  (he  appears* 

Enter  Cynthia,  Hylus. 

Cynthia* 
We  have  fought  you  long,  fir ;  there's  a  meflenger  within, 
hath  brought  you  letters  from  the  court,  and  defires  your 
fpeecb. 

Lyfander. 
I  can  difcover  nothing  in  her  looks.— Go,  I'll  not  be  long. 

Cynthia. 
Sir,  it  is  of  weight,  the  bearer  fays ;    and,  befides,  much 
haftens    his    departure.— Honourable    brother,  cry  mercy! 
what,  in  a  conqueror's  ftile  ?  but  come  and  overcome  ? 

TharfaUo. 
A  fre(h  courfe*. 

11  Ray  fays,  the  word  is  ftill  ufed  in  Eflex,  for  polled  or  /bom.  Vide  Ray 
"Coll.  p.  108.  Morell's  Chaucer,  8vo.  p.  n.  Vid.  Jun.  Etym.  ad 
"  verb."  Dr.  Percy's  Note  to  the  Firft  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  A.  S.  4. 
See  alfo  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  the  fame  paflage. 

Mr.  Tyrrwhit  explains  Anot-kead\  "  A  bead  like  a  nut ;  from  the  hair, 
"  probably,  being  cut  fhort.  It  has  fincc  been  called  a  Round«»hf  ad,  for 
"  the  fame  reaibn."    Note  to  Chaucer,  vol.  IV.  p.  195. 

K  4  Cynthia* 
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Cyntbi*. 
Alas !  you  fee  of  how  flight  metal  widows  tows  are  made* 

xbarfalio. 
And  that  (hall  you  prove  too  ere  long. 

Cynthia. 
Yet  for  the  honour  of  our  fex,  boaft  not  abroad  this  your 
eafy  conqueft ;  another  might  perhaps  have  {laid  longer  below 
ilairs ;  but  it  was  your  confidence,  that  furpriz'd  her  love. 

Hylus. 
My  uncle  hath  intruded  me  how  to  accoft  an  honourable 
lady;  to  win  her,  not  by  fuit,  but  by  furprize. 

Tbarfalio.- 
The  whelp  and  all ! 

Hylus. 
Good  uncle,  let  not  your  near  honours  change  your  man* 
ncrs ;  be  not  forgetful  of  your  promife  to  me,  touching  your 
lady's  daughter,  Laodtce.    My  fancy  runs  fo  upoti't,  that  I 
dream  every  night  of  her,  4, 

Tbarfalio. 
A  good  chicken !  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  done  well ;  eat 
bread  with  thy  meat. 

Cynthia* 
Come,  fir,  will  you  in  ? 

Igfander. 
I'll  follow  you, 

Cynthia, 
I'll  not  ftir  a  foot  without  you.     I  cannot  fatisfy  the  mef- 
fenger's  impatience* 

Lyfandtr, 
[He  takes  Tharfalio  afide.]     Will  you    not  refolve   me, 
brother  ? 

Tbarfalio, 
Of  what  ? 

[Lyfander^aw/j,  and  goes  out  vc^d'with  Cynthia, 
Hylus,  and  r^ro. 
So,  there's4  veny  for  veny;  I  have  given't  him  i'th'  fpeed- 
ing  place  for  ail  his  confidence.     Well,  out  of  this  perhaps 

there 

4  veny  for  veny]  L  e,  touch  for  touch,  bout  for  bout  j  technical  terms 
at  fencing  and  cudgel«-pkying  from  the  French  venue.    See  Cotgrave. 

The 
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there  may  be  moulded  matter  of  more  mirth,  than  my  baf- 
fing,  It  (hall  go  hard,  but  Til  make  my  conftant  fitter  a&  as 
famous  a  fcene  as  Virgil  did  his  miftreft,  who  caus'd  all  the 
fire  in  Rome  to  fail,  fo  that  none  could  light  a  torch,  but  at 
her  nofe.  Now  forth :  At  this  houfe  dwells  a  virtuous  dame, 
fometime  of  worthy  fame;  now,  like  a  decay'd  merchant, 
turn'd  broker,  and  retails  refufe  commodities  for  unthrifty  gal- 
lants. Her  wit  I  muft  employ  upon  this  bufinefs,  to  prepare 
my  next  encounter,  but  in  fuch  a  fathion  as  (hall s  make  all 
fjplit.— tip,  madam  Arface— pray  heaven  the  oifier-wives  have 
not  brought  the  news  of  my  wooing  hither  amongft  their  fialc 
pilchards. 

•  Enter  Arface,  Toroafin. 

Arface. 
What,'  my  lord  of  the  palace  ? 

Thar/alia. 
Look  you  ~ 

Arface. 
Why,  this  was  done  like  a  beaten  foldier. 

Tbarfalio. 
Heark,  I  mull  fpeak  with  you.     I  have  a  (hare  for  you,  in 
this  rich  adventure.     You  mult  be  the  ais  charg'd  with  crowns 
to  make  way  to  the  fort,  and  I  the  conqueror  to  follow  and 
feize  it*    Seell  thou  this,  jewel  ? 

Arface. 
Is't  come  to  that  ?  why,  Tomafin. 

Madam. 

The  word  appears  to  have  been  out  of  fafhion  with  the  fantaftick  gal- 
lants of  the  times  very  early.  Captain  Bobadil,  in  Every  Man  in  bis 
Humour,  A.  1.  3b  5.  fays,  in  anfwer  to  Matter  Matthew's  requeft  for  one 
venue,  "  Venue!  fie  \  Moft  grofs  denomination  as  ever  I  heard  :  0#  the 
"  ftoccata,  while  you  live,  fir,  note  that." 
The  Old  Law,  A.  3.  9.  2. 

"  I've  breath  enough  at  all  times,.  Lucifer's  mulkcat, 
«  To  give  your  perrum'd  worfhip  three  venues  \ 
"  A  found  old  man  puts  his  thruft  better  home, 
"  Than  a  fpie'd  young  man."  - 
S  make  all  [phi]    This  expreflion  is  to  be  found  in  many  of  our  old 
plays.     See  the  Notes  of  Dr.  Farmer,  Mr.  Steevens,  and  Mr.  Malone,  to 
■M'tdfummr'Nlgb? s  Dream,  A.  1.  S.  2. 

Arface. 
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Arface* 
Did  not  one  of  the  counter's  ferving  men  tell  us  that  this 
gentleman  was  fped  ? 

Tomafin. 

That  he  did,  and  how  her  honour  grac'd  and  entertained 
him  in  very  familiar  manner. 

Arface. 
And  brought  him  down  flairs  herfelf. 

Ay,  forfooth,  and  commanded  her  men  to  bear  him  out  of 
doors. 

•    Tbarjalio. 
'Slight,  pelted  with  rotten  eggs ! 

Ar/'ace. 
Nay  more,  that  he  had  already  poflefs'd  her  (beets. 

Jomafin. 
No  indeed,  miftrefs,  'twas  her  blankets. 

lharfalio. 
Out,  you  young  hedge- fparrow,  learn  to  tread  afore  you  be 
fledg'd  !  [He  kicks  her  out. 

Well,  have  you  done  now,  lady. 

Arjace. 
O,  my  fweet  kill-buck. 

Tbarfalio* 
You  now,  in  your  (hallow  pate,  think  this  a  difgrace  to  me; 
fuch  a  difgrace  as  is  a  battered  helmet  on  a  foldier's  head,  it 
doubles  his  refolution.     Say,  (hall  I  ufe  thee  ? 

Ar/ace* 
Ufe  me! 

Tbarjalio. 
O  holy  reformation  !  how  art  thou  fallen  down  from  the 
" upper-bodies  of  the  church  to  the  (kins  of  the  city !  Honelry 
is  ftripp'd  out  of  his  true  fubftance  into  verbal  nicety.  Com- 
mon Jinners  ftartle  at  common  terms ;  and  they  that  by  whole 
mou mains  fwallow  down  the  deeds  of  darknefs,  a  poor  more  of 
a  familiar  word  makes  them  turn  up  the  white  o'the  eye. 
Thou  art  the  lady's  tenant. 

Arface* 
For  term,  fir. 

Tbar/hlio. 
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Tbarjalio. 
A  good  iadu&ion :  be  fuceefsful  for  roc,  make  me  lord  of 
the  palace,  and  thou  (halt  hold  thy  tenement  to  thee  and  thine 
heirs  for  ever,  in  free  fraockage,  as  of  the  manor  of  panderage : 
provided  always— 

Arjacc* 
Nay,  if  you  take  me  unprovided— 

Tbarjalio. 
Provided,  I  fay,  that  thou  mak'ft  thy  repair  to  her  prefendy 
with  a  plot  I  will  inflrud  thee  in ;  and  for  thy  furer  acceis  to 
her  greatnefs,  thou  (halt  prefent  her,  as  from  thyfelf,  with  thia 
jewel. 

Arjace. 
So  her  old  grudge  ftand  not  betwixt  her  and  me. 

Thar/olio.    . 
Fear  not  that. 

Prefents  are  prefent  cures  for  female  grudges : 
Make  bad  i'eem  good ;  alter  the  cafe— with  judges* 

[Exit. 
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Lyfander  and  Tharfalio, 
Lyfander. 

SO,  now  we  are  bjr  ourfelves.  Brother,  that  ill-reliiVd 
fpeech  you  let  Hip  from  your  tongue  hath  taken  (b  deep 
hold  of  my  thoughts,  that  thev  will  never  give  me  reft,  till  t 
be  refolv'd  what  'twas  you  faid,  you  know,  touching  my  wife. 

Tbarjalio. 
Tulh  !  I  am  weary  of  this  fubject,  I  faid  not  fo. 

Lyfander* 
By  truth  itfelf  you  did !  lover-heard  you:  come,  it  (hall 
nothing  move  me,  whatibever  it  be ;  pr'ythee,  unfold  briefly 
what  you  know. 

Tbar/aliom 
Why,  briefly,  brother,  I  know  my  fitter  to  he  the  wonder  of 
the  earth,  and  the  envy  of  the  heavens ;  virtuous,  loyal,  and 

what 
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what  not.  Briefly,  I  know  (he  hath  vow'd,  that  till  death,  and 
after  death,  (hell  hold  inviolate  her  bonds  to  you,  and  that  htir 
Ifack  (hall  take  no  other  hue ;  all  which  I  firmly  bttKeve.  In 
brief,  brother,  I  know  her  to  be  a  woman*  But  you  know, 
brother,  I  have  other  irons  on  th'anvil.  [Going. 

Lyfander. 
You  (hall  not  leave  me  fo  unfatisfied ;  tell  me  what  it  is  you 
know, 

Tharfalio. 

Why,  brother,  if  you  be  fure  of  your  wife's  loyalty  for  term 
x&  life,  why  (hould  you  be  curious  to  fearch  the  almanacks  for 
after-times  \  whether  fome  wandering  iEneas  mould  enjoy  your 
reverfion ;  or  °  whether  your  true  turtle  would  fit  mourning  on 
a  withered  branch  till  Atropos  cut  her  thread?  Beware  of 
curiofity,  for  who  can  refolve  you  ?  you'll  fay,  perhaps,  her 

vow. 

Lyjhnder. 
Perhaps,  I  (hall. 

T/jar/aJio. 
f  ufh !  herfelf  knows  not  what  (he  (hall  do,  when  (he  is 
transformed  into  a  widow.  You  are  now  a  fober  and  ftaid 
gentleman:  but  if  Diana,  for  your  curiofity,  (hould  tranflate 
you  into  a  monkey,  do  you  know  what  gambols  you  (hould 
play  ?  your  only  way  to  be  relblv'd,  is  to  die,  and  make  trial 
of  her. 

Lyfander. 
A  dear  experiment !  then  I  mutt  rife  again  to  be  refolv'd. 

•  whether  your  true  turtle  would  Jtt  mourning  on  a  withered  branchy  Sec] 
Jkfr.  Malone  obferves  (Note  on  Winter's  Tale,  A.  5.  S.  3,.),  that  this 
feems  to  be  imitated  from  the  following  pafTage  in  Lodge's  Rofalynd  or 
Euphues'  golden  Ltgac'ie,  1592  : 

"  A  turtle  fat  upon  a  Uavekjs  tree, 

"  Mourning  her  ab&nt  phcer 

t(  With  fad  and  forry  cheere.— 

"  And  whilft  her  plumes  ihe  rents, 

"  And  for  her  love  laments,  &c." 
Which  alfo  was  probably  what  Shakfpeare  had  in  his  mind  when  he  wrote 
the  Following  lines : 

"  ■  I,  an  old  turtle, 

**  Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough  ;  and  there 

"  My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  fo»od  again, 

«  Lament  'till  I  am  loft." 

TharfalUm 
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TbarfaHo. 

You  (hall  not  need.  I  can  fend  you  fpeedier  advertifement 
of  her  conftancy  by  7  the  next  ripief  that  .rides  that  way  with 
mackrel.    And  fo  I  leave  you*  [Exit  TharfiUio. 

If/ander* 

All  the  furies  in  hell  attend  thee;  he  has  giv'n  me 
9  A  bone  to  tire  on  with  a  peftilence.    'Slight !  know? 
What  can  he  know  ?  what  can  his  eye  obferve 
More  than  mine  own,  or  the  moft  piercing  fight 
That  ever  viewed  her  ?  by  this  light,  I  think 
Her  privateft  thought  may  dare  the  eye  of  heaven, 
And  challenge  th'envious  world  to  witneft  it. 
I  know  him  for  a  wild  corrupted  youth, 
Whom  profane  ruffians,  'fquires  to  bawds,  and  ftruropets,  • 
Drunkards,  fpew'd  out  of  taverns  into  tV  finks 
Of  tap-houfes  and  flews,  revolts  from  manhood, 
9  Debauch'd  perdue*,  have  by  their  companies 
Turn'd  devil,  like  themfelves,  and  ftufPd  his  foul 
With  damn'd  opinions,  and  unhallowed  thoughts 
Of  womanhood,  of  all  humanity, 
Nay  deity  itfelf. 

Enter  Lycus. 

Igfiuukr* 

Welcome,  friend  Lycus. 

Lycus. 
Have  you  met  with  your  capricious  brother  ? 

Lyfandcr. 
He  parted  hence  but  now. 

Lycus* 
And  has  he  yet  refolv'd  you  of  that  point  you  brake  with  me 
about } 

LyfancUr. 
Yes,  he  bids  me  die  for  farther  trial  of  her  conftancy. 

1  the  next  ripier]  «  Ripicrs  (riparii),"  fays  MmOiieu,  "be  thofc 
u  that  ufe  to  bring  fi(h  from  the  fea-coaft  to  the  inner  parts  of  the  land. 
"  It  is  a  word  made  of  th*  Latin  ripat  the  banke  or  (hoare." 

*  A  bone  to  tire  on]  i.  e.  to  peck  at.  A  term  of  Falconry.  See  Note 
36  to  Cornelia,  voL  II.  p.  299. 

9  DekaMcb'df>erdu(s]  i.  e  Fellows  undone  by  debauchery.      S. 
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Lycus, 

That  were  ((range  phyfick  for  a  jealous  patient ;  to  cure  his 
thirft  with  a  draught  of  poifon.     Faith,  fir,  discharge  your 
thoughts  on't ;  think  'twas  but  a  buz  devis'd  by  him  to  let 
your  brains  a  work,  and  divert  your  eye  from  his  difgrace. 
The  world  hath  written  your  wife  in  higheft  lines  of  honoured 
fame ;  her  virtue's  fo  admired  in  this  ifle,  as  the  report  thereof 
founds  in  foreign  ears ;  and  Grangers  oft  arriving  here  (as 
fome  rare  fight)  defire  to  view  her  prefence,  thereby  to  com- 
pare the  picture  with  the  original.    Nor  think  he  can  turn 
fo  far  rebel  to  his  blood, 
Or  to  the  truth  itfelf,  to  mi  (conceive 
Her  fpotlefs  love  and  loyalty :  perhaps 
Oft  having  heard  you  hold  her  faith  (b  facredf 
As  you  being  dead,  no  man  might  ftir  a  fpark 
Of  virtuous  love,  in  way  of  fecond  bonds ; 
As  if  you  at  your  death  (hould  carry  with  you 
Both  branch  and  root  of  all  affection : 
*Tmay  be,  in  that  point  he's  an  infidel, 
And  thinks  your  confidence  may  over- ween. 

Lyfander. 

So  think  not  I. 

Nor  I :  if  ever  any  made  it  good, 
I  am  refolv'd,  of  all,  (he'll  prove  no  changling. 

Lyfander. 

Well,  I  mull  yet  be  farther  latisfied  ; 
And  vent  this  humour  by  fome  it  rain  of  wit. 
Somewhat  I'll  do :  but  what,  I  know  not  yet.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sthenia,  Ianthe. 

Sthem'a* 
Paffion  of  virginity,  Ianthe,  how  (hall  we  quit  ourfelves  of 
this  panderefs,  that  is  fo  importunate  to  fpeak  with  us  ?  Is  (he 
known  to  be  a  panderefs  ? 

Ianthe, 
Ay,  as  well  as  we  are  known  to  be  waiting  women. 

Sthenia. 
A  fhrew  take  your  coroparifon. 

2  '  Ianthe. 
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lantbe. 
Let's  call  out  Argus,  that  bold  afs,  that  never  weighs  what 
he  does,  or  fays,  but  walks  and  talks  like  one  in  a  fleep,  to 
relate  her  attendance  ro  my  lady,  and  prefent  her. 

Stbenia. 

Who,  an't  pleafe  your  honour  ?  none  fo  fit  to  fet  on  any 
dangerous  exploit. 
Ho!  Argus ? 

Enter  Argus  bare*   • 

Argus. 

What's  the  matter,  wenches  i 

Stbenia. 
You  muft  tell  my  lady,  here's  a  gentlewoman  calPd  Arface, 
her  honour's  tenant,  attends  her,  to  impart  important  bufiaeii 
to  her. 

Argus. 
I  will  prefently.  [Exit  Argus. 

lantbe. 
Well,  (he  has  a  welcome  prefent,  to  bear  out  her  unwel- 
come prefence;    and  I  never  knew  but  a  good  gift  would 
welcome  a  bad  perfon  to  the  pureft— Arface! 

Enter  Arface. 

Arface. 
Ay,  miftrefs. 

Stbenia. 
Give  me  your  prefent,  I'll  do  all  I  can  to  make  way  both 
for  it  and  yourfelf.  ( 

Arface. 
You  (hall  bind  me  to  your  fervice,  lady. 

Stbenia. 
Stand  unfeen. 

Enter  Lycus,  Eudora,  Loadice,  Rebus,  Hiarbus,  Pforabeus, 
coming  after;  Argus  coming  to  Eudora* 

Argus. 
Here's  a  gentlewoman  (an't 
Pleafe  your  honour)  one  of  your  tenants, 
Dcfires  accefs  to  you. 

Eudora. 
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Eudora. 
What  tenant  ?  what's  her  name  ? 

Argus* 
Arface,  (he  fays,  madam. 

Eudora* 
Arface!  what,  the  bawd? 

Argus* 
The  bawd,  madam  ?  \Jbe  Jlrikes]  that's  without  my  privity. 

Eudora. 

Out,  afs !  know'ft  riot  thou  the  pand'refs  Arface  ? 

Stbenia. 
She  prefents  your  honour.with  this  jewel. 

Eudora* 
This  jewel  ?  how  came  (he  by  fuch  a  jewel } 
She  has  had  great  cuftomers. 

Argus. 
She  had  need,  madam,  me  fits  at  a  great  rent. 

Eudora.  »        / 

Alas !  for  your  great  rent :  1*11  keep  her  jewel,  and  keep 
you  her  our,  ye  were  beft :  fpeak  to  me  for  a  pand'refs ! 

Argus. 
What  (hall  we  do  ? 

Stbenia* 
Go  to ;  let  us  alone— Arface. 

Arface. 
Ay,  lady. 

Stbenia. 
You  muft  pardon  us,  we  cannot  obtain  your  accefs. 

Arface* 
Mrs.  Sthenia,  tell  her  honour,  if  I  get  not  accefs  to  her, 
and  that  inftantly,  (he's  undone. 

Stbenia. 
This  is  fomethlng  of  importance — Madam,  ihe  fwears  your 
tonour  is  undone,  if  (he  fpeak  not  with  you  inflantly. 

"    Eudora. 
Undone! 

Atface* 
Pray  her,  for  her  honour's  lake,  to  give  me  inftant  accefs 
to  her. 

4  *  Stbeni*. 
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Sthenla. 
She  bakes  her   bufinefs  your  honour,    madam,  and  en- 
treats, for  the  good  of  that,  Ijer  inftant  fpeech  with  you. 

Eudora. 
How  comes  my  hononr  in  queftion  ?  bring  her  to  me* 

Enter  Arface. 

Arface. 
Our  Cyprian  goddefs  fave  your  good  honour ! 

Eudora.  \ 

Stand  you  off,  I  pray— How  dare  you,  miftrefs,  importune 
accefs  to  me  thus,  confidering  the  lail  warning  I  gave  for 
your  abfence? 

Arface* 
Becaufe,  madam,  I  have  been  mov'd  by  your  honour's  laft 
mod  chafte  admonition,  to  leave  the  otfenfive  life  I  led  before. 

Eudora, 
Ay !  have  you  left  it  then  t 

Arface. 
Ay,  I  aflure  your  honour,  unlefs  it  be  for  the  pleafure  of 
two  or  three  poor  ladies,  that  have  prodigal  knights  to  their 
hufbands. 

Eudora* 
Out  on  thee,  impudent ! 

Arfate. 
Alas,  madam !  we  would  all  be  glad  to  live  in  our  callings. 

Eudora* 
Is  this  the  reformM  life  thou  talk'ft  on  ? 

Arface. 
I  befeech  your  good  honour  mifiake  me  not ;  I  boaft  of 
nothing  but  my  charity  ;  that's  the^worft. 

Eudora, 
You  get  thefe  jewels  with  charity,  no  doubr.    But  what'* 
the  point  in  which  my  honour  ftands  endanger'd,  I  pray  ? 

•     Arface. 
In  care  of  that,  madam,  I  have  prefum'd  to  offend  your 
chalte  eyes  with  my  prefence.     Hearing  it  reported  for  truth, 
and  generally,  that  your  honour  will  take  to  hufband  a  young 
gentleman  of  this  city  called  Tharfalio— 

Eudora, 
I  take  him  to  hulband ! 
Vol.  VI.  L  Arface* 
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Arface* 
If  your  honour   docs,  you  are  utterly  undone ;    for  he's  • 
the  moll  incontinent,  and  infatiate  man  of  women,  that  ever 
Venus  bleft  with  ability  to  pleafe  them* 

Eudora. 
Let  him  be  the  devil,  I  abhor  his  thought;  and  could  I 
be  inform'd  particularly  of  any  of  thefe  flanderers  of  mine 
honour,  he  mould  as  dearly  dare  it,  as  any  thing  wherein  his 
life  were  endangerM. 

Arface. 
Madam,  the  report  of  it  is  fo  (Irongly  confident,  that  I 
fear  the  flrong  deftiny  of  marriage  is  at  work  in  it.  But  if  ic 
be,  madam,  let  your  honour's  known  virtue  refill  and  defy 
it  for  him  ;  for  not  a  hundred  will  ferve  his  one  turn.  I  pro- 
teft  to  your  honour,  when  (Venus  pardon  me!)  I  winkd  at 
my  un maidenly  exercife,  1  have  known  nine  in  a  night  made 
mad  with  his  love. 

Eudora. 

What,  teU'ft  thou  me  of  his  love  ?  I  tell  thee,  I  abhor  him ; 
and  delliny  muft  have  another  mould  for  my  thoughts,  than 
nature  or  mine  honour ;  and  a  witchcraft  above  both,  to  trans- 
form me  to  another  fhape,  as  foon  as  to  another  conceipt  of  him. 

Arface. 
Then  is  your  good  honour  jufl  as  I  pray  for  you;  and, 
good  madam,  even  for  your  virtue's  fake,  and  comfort  of  all 
your  dignities  and  poflei&ons,  fix  your  whole  womanhood 
againft  him.  He  will  fo  inch  ant  you,  as  never  man  did 
woman :  nay,  a  goddefs  (fay  his  light  houfe wives)  is  not 
worthy  of  his  fweetnefs. 

Eudora* 
Go  to,  be  gone. 

Arface. 
Dear  madam,    your  honour's    moil  perfect   admonitions 
have  brought  me  to  fuch  a  hate  of  thefe  imperfections,  that 
I  could  not  but  attend  you  with  my  duty,  and  urge  his  un- 
reafonable  manhood  to  the  fill. 

'  Eudora* 

Manhood !  quoth  you  r 

Arface. 
Nay,   beafllyhood  I  mi^ht  fay,  indeed,  madam,    but   for 
laving  your  honour ;  nine  in  a  night,  faid  I  ? 

Eudora, 
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EudoraK 
Go  to,  no  more* 

Arfatc. 
No  more,  madam  ?  that's  enough  one  would  think. 

Evdera, 
Well,  be  gone,  I  bid  thee. 

Arface* 
Alas,  madam,  your  honour  is  the  chief  of  our  city ;  and  to 
whom  (hall  I  complain  of  thefe  inchaflities,  (being  your  lady- 
fhip's  reform'd  tenant)  but  to  you  that  are  chafteft  \ 

Ettdora. 
I  pray  thee  go  thy  ways,  and  let  me  fee  this  reformation 
you  pretend  continued. 

Arface. 
I  humbly  thank  your  good  honour,  that  was  firft  caufe 
of  it. 

Eudora. 
Her^  a  complaint  as  ftrange  as  my  fuitor. 

Arface* 
I  befeech  your  good  honour  think  upon  ham,  make  him  an 
example. 

Eudora. 

Yet  again  I 

Arfact, 

All  my  duty  to  your  excellence.  [Exit  Arface* 

Eudora. 

Thefe  forts  of  licentious  per  loos,  when  they  are  once  re- 
claimed, are  moft  vehement  again  ft  licence.  But  it  is  the 
courfe  of  the  world,  to  difpraife  faults  a. id  gfe  them,  that  fo 
we  may  u(e  them  the  fafer.  What  might  a  wife  widow  re- 
folve  upon  this  point  bow?  Contentment  is  the  end  of  all 
worldly  beings :  foefhrew  her,  would  (he  had  fpared  her  news. 

'  [Exit. 

Rebus* 
See  if  me  take  not  a  contrary  way,  to  free  herfelf  of  us. 

Hiarbas. 
You  muft  complain  to  his  altitude. 

Pforabeus. 
All  this  for  trial  is ;  you  muft  indure,         * 
That  will  have  wives ;  nought  eife  with  them  is  fure.  [Exeunt. 

L  z  Enter 
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Enter  Tharfalio,  Arface. 

Tharfalio* 
Haft  thou  been  admitted  then  ? 

Arface. 
Admitted !  ay,  into  her  heart,  I0  I'll  able  it ;  never  was 
man  fo  prais'd  with  a  difpraife  ;  nor  fo  fpoken  tor,  in  being 
rail'd  on.  I'll  give  you  my  word,  I  have  fet  her  heart  upon 
as  tickliOi  a  pin  as  the  needle  of  a  dial,  that  will  never  let  it 
reft  till  it  be  in  the  right  petition. 

Tharfalio. 
Why  doft  thou  imagine  this  ?  * 

Arface. 
Becaufe  I  faw  Cupid  (hoot   in   my   words,  and  open  his 
wounds  in  her  looks.     Her  blood  went  and  came  of  errands 
betwixt  her  face  and  her  heart ;    and  thefe  changes,  I  can 
tell  you,  are  (brewd  tell- tales. 

tharfalio. 
Thou  fpeak'ft  like  a  dottrels  in  thy   faculty ;  but  howfo- 
ever,  for  all  this  foil,  I'll  retrieve  the  game  once  again  ;  he's 
a  (hallow  gamefter  that  for  one  difplealing  call  gives  up  fo 
fair  a  game  for  loll. 

Arface.' 
Well,  'twas  a  villainous  invention  of  thine,  and  had  a  fwift 
operation  ;  it  took  like  fulphur.  And  yet  this  virtuous  coun- 
tefs  hath  to  my  ear  fpun  out  many  a  tedious  lecture  of  pure 
fillers  thread  againft  concupifcence ;  but  ever  with  fuch  an 
atie&ed  zeal,  as  my  mind  gave  me,  (he  had  a  kind  of  fecret 
titillation  to  grace  my  poor  houfe  fomerimes,'  but  that  me 
fear'd  a  fpice  of  the  fciatica,  which,  as  you  know,  ever  runt 
in  the  blood— 

Tharfalio. 
And,  as  you  know,  foaks  into  the  bories.  But  to  fay 
truth,  thefe  angry  heats,  that  break  out  at  the  lips  of  thefe 
ftreight-lac'd  ladies,  are  but  as  fymptoms  of  a  luftful  fever  that 
boil6  within  them  ;  for  wherefore  rage  wives  at  their  hu (bands 
fo,  when  they  fly  out ;  for  zeal  againft  the  fin  ? 

-    10  I } liable  it j]     An  old  phrafc,  fignifying  to  undertake,  or  anfwer  fw 
wu.     So,  in  King  Lear,  A.  4.  S.  7  : 

"  Nf  ne  does  offend,  none,  I  fay,  none  /'//  able  '<«." 

Arface* 
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ArJ'ace. 
No ;  but  becaufe  they  did  not  purge  that  fin* 

Tbarfalio. 

„     Thou'rt  a  notable  fyren  5  and  I  fwear  to  thee,  if  I  profper, 

not  only  to  give  thee  thy  manor-houfe  gratis,  but  to  marry  thee 

to  fome  one  knight  or  other,  and  bury  thy  trade  in  thy  lady- 

(hip :  Go,  be  gone.  [Exit  At  face. 

Enter  Lycus. 

97?arJalio. 
What  news,  Lycus  ?  where's  the  lady  ? 

Lycus. 
Retir'd  into  her  orchard, 

Thar/aft*. 
A  pregnant  badge  of  love ;  fee's  melancholy.  *; 

Lycus. 
*Tis  with  the  fight  of  her  Spartan  woer ;  but  howfoever  it 
is  with  her,  you  have  pracYis'd  ftrangely  upon  your  brother. 

Tfjarfiliom 
Whyfo? 

lycus.  - 

You  had  almoft  lifted  his  wit  off  the  hinges.  That  (park 
Jealoufy  falling  into  his  dry  melancholy  brain,  had  well  near 
fet  the  whole  houfc  on  fire. 

Tharfalfa* 
No  matter,  let  it  work ;  I  did  but  pay  him  in's  own  coin. 
'Sfoot,  he  plied  me  with  fuch  a  volley  of  unfeafon'd  fcotfs,  as 
would  have  made  patience  itfelf  turn  ruffian,  attiring  itfelf  in 
wounds  and  blood.     But  is  his  humour  better  qualified  then? 

Lycus, 
Yes,  but  with  a  medicine  ten  parts  more  dangerous  than  the 
ficknels.  You  know  how  ft  range  his  dotage  ever  was  on  his 
wife*  taking  fpecial  glory  to  have  her  love  and  loyalty  to  him 
fo  reaown'd  abroad  :  to  whom  (he  oftentimes  hath  vow'd  con- 
ftancy  after  life,  till  her  own  death  had  brought,  forfooth,  her 
widow-troth  to  bed.  This  he  joy'd  in  ftrangely,  and  was 
therein  of  infallible  belief,  till  your  furmife  began  to  (hake  it : 
which  hath  loos'd  it  fo,  as  now  there's  nought  can  fettle  it  but 
a  trial,  which  he's  refolv'd  upon, 

L  3  ^fharfaUo. 
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Tlwfafoi 
As  how,  man  ?  as  how  ? 

He  is  refolved  to  follow  your  advice,  to  dicand  make  trial  of 
her  ftablencfs ;  and  y«u  uuift  lend  yonr  hand  to  it, 

Tharfali*. 
What,  to, cut's  throat? 

Lycus. 
To  forge  a  rumour  of  his  death,  to  uphold  it  by  circum-? 
fiance,  maintain  a  publick  face  of  mourning,  and  all  things 
appeitaining, 

Tharfitlb. 
Ay,  but  the  means,  man ;  what  time  ?  what  probability  ? 

Lycus, 
Kay,  I  think  he  has  not  lick'd  his  whelp  into  full  ihape  yet, 
but  you  (hall  ftioitly  hear  on*r. 

^harfallo, 
fixA  when  fhall  this  Grange  conception  fee  light  ? 

Lycus. 
Forthwith  $  there's  nothing  flays  him  butfome  odd  bufinefs 
pf  import,  which  he  mull  wind  up,  left  perhaps  his  abfence, 
by  occafion  of  his  intended  trial,  be  prolonged  above  his  aims* 

T/jar/aiia. 
Thanks  for  this  news,  i'fakh.  This  may  perhaps  prove 
Jiappy  to  my  nephew.  Truth  is,  I  love  my  filler  well,  and 
muft  acknowledge  her  more  than  ordinary  virtues;  but  (he 
hath  {q  ppffefs'd  my  brother's  heart  with  vows  and  diavowings, 
feal'd  with  paths,  of  fecond  nuptials,  as  in  that  confidence  he 
Jiath  inverted  her  in  all  his  ilate,  the  ancient  inheritance  of 
pur  family,  and  left  my  nephew  and  the  reft  tp  hang  upon  her 
pure  devotion ;  fo  as,  he  dead,  and  ihe  matching  (as  I  am  re- 
Iblved  ihe  will)  with  fome  young  prodigal,  what  muft  enfuet 
but  her  poft-iflue  begger'd,  and  pur  hpufe,  already  finking, 
buried  quick  in  ruin  ?  But  this  trial  may  remove  it ;  and 
fmce  'tis  come  to  this,  mark  but  the  ifTue,  Lycus ;  for  all  thefe 
folemn  vows,  if  I  dp  hot  make  her  prove  in,  the  handling  as 
weak  as  a  wafer,  fay  I  loft  my  time  in  travel.  This  resolution 
fhen  has  fet  his  wits  iu  joint  again,  he's  quiet  ? 

lycus* 
YeS,  and  talks  of  you  again  in  the  faireft  manner,  lifteni 

after  your  fpeed. 

Tbarfyh0% 


THE   WIDOW'S   TEAR&  167 

Tbarfalio. 
Nay,  he's  patting  kind ;  but  I  am  glad  of  this  trial  for  all 
that. 

Lycus. 
Which  he  thinks  to  be  a  flight  beyond  your  wing. 

Tbarfalh, 
But  he  will  change  that  thought  ere  long.    My  bird  you 
faw  even  now  lings  me  good  news,  and  makes  hopeful  figns 
to  me* 

Lycus* 
Somewhat  can  I  fay  too ;  fince  your  meflenger's  departure, 
her  ladyfhip  hath  been  fomething  alter'd,  more  penfive  than, 
before,  and  took  occafion  to  queftion  of  you  what  your  ad- 
ditions were?  of  what  tafte  your  humour  was?  .of  what  cut 
you  wore ydur  wit?  and  all  this  in  a  kind  of  difdainful  fcorn.  ' 

Tbarfalh. 
Good  calendars,  Lycus.     Well,  111  pawn  this  jewel  with 
thee,  my  next  encounter  fhall  quite  alter  my  brother's  judg- 
ment.    Come,  let's  in ;  he  fhall  commend  it  for  a  difcreet  and 
honourable  attempt. 

Men's  judgments  fway  on  that  fide  fortune  leans. 
Thy  witties  (hall  affift  me. 

Lycus. 
And  my  means.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Argus,  Clinias,  Sthenia,  Ianthe. 

Argus* 
^  I  muft  confefs  I  was  ignorant  what  it  was  to  court  a  lady 
till  now. 

Sthenia* 
And  I  pray  you  what  is  it  now  ? 

Argus* 
To  court  her,  I  perceive,  is  to  woo  her  with  letters  from 
court ;  for  fo  this  Spartan  lord's  court-difcipline  teacheth. 

Sthenia. 
His  lord/hip  hath  procurM  a  new  pacquet  from  his  altitude. 

Clinias. 
If  he  bring  no  better  ware  than  letters  in's  pacquet,  I  (hall 
greatly  doubt  of  his  good  (peed. 

L  4  lantht. 


*r 


168  THE  WIDOW'S   TEA|% 

lanthe* 
If  his  lordfhip  did  b.ur  know  how  gracious  his  afj>ec}  is  to  my 
lady  in  this  folitary  humour. 

Clinias. 
WelJ,  th.efe  retired  walks  of  her's  are  not  ufual,  zpd  bode 
fomc  alteration  in  her  thoughts,     What  may  be  the  caure, 
Sihenia.  ? 

tobenia. 
Nay,  'twould  trouble* Argus,  with  his  hundred  eyes,  to  de- 
fcry  the  caufe. 

Ianthe. 
Venus  keep  her  upright,  that  fhe  fnl!  not  from  the  flare  of 
her  honour ;  my  fear  is,  that  foine  of  thefe  terpentine  iuitors 
will  tempt  her  from  her  cooftant  vow  of  widowhood  j  if  they 
do,  good  night  to  our  good  days. 

Stbenia* 
'Twere  a  fin  to  fufpe&  her ;  I  have  been  witnefs  to  fo 
many  of  her  fearful  pro.tefktions  to  our  late  lord  againft  that 
courfe;  to  her  infinite  oaths  imprinted  o.n  his  lips,  and  feafd 
in  his  heart  with  fuch  imprecations  to  her  bed,  if  ever  it 
fhould  receive  a  fecond  impreffipn ;  to  her  open  and  often 
deteftation  of  that  inceftuous  life  (as  (he  term'd  it),  of  widows 
marriages,  as  being  but  a  kind  of  lawful  adultery,  like  ufury, 
permitted  by  the  law,  not  approv'd  ;  that  to  wed  a  fecond, 
.  was  no  better  than  to  cuckold  the  firft ;  that  women  would 
entertain  wedlock  as  one  body,  as  one  life,  beyond  which  there, 
were  no  defife,  no  thought,  no  repentance  from  it,  no  refti- 
tution  to  it;  fo  as  if  the  conference  of  her  vows  fhould  not 
ueftrain  her,  yet  the  world's  fhame  to  break  fuch  a  conilant  re- 
iblution  fhould  reprefs  any  fuch  motion  in  her. 

Well,  for  her  vows,  they  aTe  gone  to  heaven  with  her  huf- 
band  ;  they  bind  not  up.  n  earth  :  and  as  for  women's  refo- 
lutions,  I  muft  tell  you, 'the  planets,  and  (as  Ptolemy  fays) 
the  winds,  have  a  great  ftroke  in  them.  Trull  not  my  learn- 
ng,i  f  her  late  flrangenefs  and  exorbitant  folitude  be  not  hatch- 
ing fome  new  moniler. 

Ianthe. 
\VeJl  applied,  Argus ;  make  you  hufbands  mpnflers  r 
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Argus. 
I  fpoke  of  no  hulbands ;  but  you  wenches  have  the  preg- 
nant w  its -to  turn  mongers  into  hujfoands,  as  you  turn  hufbande 
into  monilerst 

$iben.ia. 
Well,  Ianthe,  'twere  high  time  we  made  in,  to  part  our 
lady  and  her  Spartan  wooer. 

Ianthe. 
We  (hall  appear  to  her  like  the  two  fortunate  forg  in  a 
tempefl,  to  fave  the  (hipwreck  of  her  patience. 

Stbenia. 
Ay,  and  to  him  too,  I  believe ;  for  by  this  time  he  hath 
fpent  the  lad  dram  of  his  news. 

Argus^ 
That  is,,  of  his  wit, 

Stbenia. 
Jufl,  good  wittals. 

Ianthe. 
If  not,  and  that  my  lady  he  not  too  deep  in  her  new  dumps, 
we  (hall  hear  from  his  lordihip  what  fuch  a  lord  faid  of  his 
wife  the  firft  night  he  emhjac'd  her;  to  what  gentleman  fuch 
a  count  was  beholden  for  his  fine  children  ;  what  young  lady 
fuch  an  old  count  (hould  marry ;  what  revels ;  what  prefent- 
ments  ate  towards,  and  lI  who  penn'd  the  pegmas,  and  fo 
forth  :  and  yet  for  ail  this,  I  know  her  harm  iuitor  hath  tir'd 
her  to  the  uttermoft  fcruple  of  her  forbearance,  and  will  do 
more,  unlefs  we  two,  like  a  pair  of  iheers,  cut  afunder  the 
thread  of  his  difcourfe. 

Stbenia. 
Well  then,  let's  in ;  but,  my  matters,  wait  you  on  your 
charge  at  your  perils  |  fee  that  you  guard  her  approach  from 
any  more  intruders. 

Ianthe. 
Excepting  young  Tharfalio, 

Stbenia. 
True,  excepting  him  indeed;  for  a  guard  of  men  is  not 
able  to  keep  him  out,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

M  who  pinnd  the  fegmasf']    i.  e.  the  bills  fiVd  up  at  pageants,  to  give 
fomt  account  of  their  contents.      S. 

$  Argus, 
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Argus. 

0  wenches  !  that's  the  property  of  true  valour,  to  promife 
like  a  pigmy,  and  perform  like  a  giant.  If  he  come,  111  be 
(worn  1*11  do  my  lady's  commandment  upon  him. 

lanthe. 
What,  beat  him  out  ? 

Sthcnia, 
If  he  mould,  Tharfalio  would  not  take  it  ill  at  his  bands ; 
for  he  does  but  his  lady's  commandment. 

Enter  Tharfalio, 

Argus. 
Well !  by  Hercules  he  comes  not  here, 

Sthenia. 
By  Venus !  but  he  does ;  or  elfe  (he  hath  heard  my  lady't 
prayers,  and  fent  fome  gracious  fpirit  in  his  likenefs  to  fright 
away  that  Spartan  wooer  that  haunts  her, 

Tharfalio. 
There  ftand  her  centinels. 

Argus, 
'Slight,  the  gholr.  appears  again  ! 

Tharfalio, 
Save  ye,  my  quondam  fellows  in  arms ;  fave  ye,  my  women, 

Stbenia, 
Your  women,  iir  I 

Tharfalio* 
•Twill  be  fo.    What,  no  courtefies?   no   preparation   of 
grace  ?  obferve  me,  I  advife  you  for  your  own  fakes. 

lantbe. 
For  your  own  fake  I  advife  you  to  pack  hence,  left  your 
impudent  valour  coft  you  dearer  than  you  think* 

Clinias. 
What  fenfelefs  boldnefs  is  this,  Tharfalio  ? 

Argus. 
Well  faid,  Clinias,  talk  to  him. 

Clinias. 

1  wonder,  that  notwithstanding  the  lhame  of  your  la  ft  en« 
fertainment,  and  threatenings  of  worfe,  you  would  yet  prefumc 
to  trouble  this  place  again, 

TharfaltQ% 
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Tbarfitih. 
Come,  y'are  a  widgeon ;  off  with  yotlr  liat,  fir*  acknow- 
ledge forecaft  19  berter  than  labour,     Are  you  fquint-ey'd? 
can  you  not  fee  afore  you  ?  A  little  forefigbt,  I  can  tell  yq«. 
might  ited  you  much,  as  the  ftars  fhine  now, 

Qiniau 
Ti«  well,  £r.  'tis  dot  for  m  thing  your  brother  is  afham'd 
on  tou  ;  but,  fir,  you  ipuft  know,  we  are  charg'd  to  bar  your 
entrance. 

Tbar/alfo. 
But  •*  whifler,  know  you,  that  who  fo  fhall  dare  to  execute 
that  charge,  I'll  be  his  executioner. 

Argus. 

By  Jove!  Clinias,  me  thinks  the  gentleman  Jpeaks  very 
honourably, 

TLarfaliO. 
Well,  I  fee  this  houfe  needs  reformation  ;  here's  a  fellow 
{lands  behind  now,  of  a  forwarder  infight  than  ye  all.     What 
place  haft  thou  ? 

Argus.  ' 
What  place  you  pleafe,  fir. 

Tbarfaliam 
Law  you,  fir !  here's  a  fellow  to  make  a  gentleman -uflier, 
fir.  I  difcharge  you  of  the  place,  and  do  here  in  veil  thee 
into  his  room ;  make  much  of  thy  hair,  thy  wit  will  fuit  it 
rarely.  And  for  the  full  poflefllon  of  thine  office,  come,  ufher 
me  ro  thy  lady;  and  to  keep  thy  hand  fupple,  take  this, 
from  me* 

Argus* 
No  bribes,  fir,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip. 

T/jar/afio. 
Go  to,  thou  do'ft  well,  but  pocket  it  for  all  that ;  'tis  nq 
impair  to  thee,  the  greateft  do'r, 

Argus* 

Sir,  'tis  your  love  only  that  I  reflect;  but  fince  out  of  your 

love  you  pleafe  to  beftow  it  upon  me,  it  were  want  of  court* 

(hip  in  me  to  refufe  it  j    I'll  acquaint  my  lady  with  your 

coming.  [Exit  Argus, 

*?  *wb)fltr^\    Sec  potc  22  to  The  Gty  Match,  vol.  IX.  "p.  312. 

T/jar/alio, 
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Thar/aiio. 
How  fay  by  this  ?   Ha?e  not  I  made  a  fit  choice,  that  hath 
fo  foon  attained  the  deeped  myftery  of  his  proieffioo  ?  Good 
ibotb,  wenches,  a  few  coartefies  had  opt  been  caft  away  upoa 
your  new  lord* 

Sthenia. 
We'll  believe  that,  when  our  lady  has  a  new  fon  of  your 
getting. 

Enter  Argus,  Eudora,  Rebus,  Hiarbas,  Pforabeus, 

Eudora. 
What's  the  matter?  who's  that  you  fay  is  come  r 

Argus. 

The  bold  gentleman,  an't  pleafe  your 'honour. 

Eudora. 
Why,  thou  fleering  ate  thou  ! 

Argus. 
An't  pleafe  your  honour — 

Eudora. 
Did  not  I  forbid  his  approach,  by  all  the  charge  and  duty 
of  thy  fervice  r 

Tbar/al/o, 
Madam,  this  fellow  only  is  intelligent ;  for  he  truly  under- 
stood your  command,  according  to  the  ilile  of  the  court  of 
Venus ;  that  is,  by  contraries ;  when  you  forbid,  you  bid. 

Eudora, 
By  heaven  !  I'll  difcharge  my  houfe  of  ye  all. 

Tbarjalio. 
You  fhall  not  need,  madam ;  for  I  have  already  cafhier'd 
your  officious  ufher  here,  and  chofe  this  for  his  fucceflbr* 

Eudora, 
O  incredible  boldnefs ! 

Tbarjalio. 
Madam,  I  come  not  to  command  your  love  with  enforcM 
letters,  nor  to  woo  you  with  tedious  rtories  of  my  pedigree,  as 
he  who  draws  the  thread  of  his  defcent  from  Leda's  diftatf, 
when  'tis  well  known  his  grandfire  cried  cone)  (kins  in  Sparta. 

Rebus. 
Whom  mean  you,  fir? 

YbarjkU*. 
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Tbarfalio. 
Sir,  I  name  none  but  him  who  firft  (hall  name  himfelf* 

Rebus. 
The  place,  fir,  I  tell  you  {till,  and  this  goddefs's  fair  pre- 
fence,  or  die  my  reply  (hould  take  a  far  other  form  upon't. 

Tbarfalio. 
If  it  mould,  fir,  I  would  make  your  lordlhip  an  anfwer. 

Argus. 
Anfer's  Latin  for  a  goofe,  an't  pleafe  your  honour* 

Qudora. 
Well  noted,  gander ;  and  what  of  that  ? 

Argus. 
Nothing,  an'r  pleafe  your  honour,  but  that  he  faid  he  would 
make  his  lordlhip  an  anfwer. 

Eudora. 
Thus  every  fool  mocks  my  poor  fuitor.— Tell  me,  thou  moft 
front lefs  of  all  men,  did'il  thou  (when  thou  had'ft  means  to 
note  me  bell)  ever  obferve  fo  bafe  a  tempe  r  in  me,  ato  gitc 
any  glance  at  {looping  to  my  vaflal  ? 

Thar/olio* 
Your  drudge,  madam,  to  do  your  drudgery. 

Eudora. 
Or  am  I  now  fo  fcant  of  worthy  fuitors,  that  may  advance 
mine  honour,  advance  my  ettate,  itrengthen  my  alliance  (if  I 
lilt  to  wed)  that  I  mull  floop  to  make  my  foot  my  head  ? 

Thar/olio* 
No,  "but  your  fide,  to  keep  you  warm  a-bed.  But,  madam, 
vouchfafe  me  your  patience  to  that  point's  ferious  anfwer; 
though  I  conrefs,  to  get  higher  place  in  your  graces,  I  could 
wifh  my  fortunes  more  honourable,  my  perfon  more  gracious, 
my  mind  more  adornM  with  noble  and  heroical  virtues ;  yet, 
m.idam  (that  you  think  not  your  blood  difparag'd  by  mixture 
with  mine),  deign  to  know  this  :  Howfoe\er  I  once,  only  for 
your  love,  difguis'd  myfelf  in  the  fervice  of  your  late  lord  and 
mine ;  yet  my  delcent  is  as  honourable  as  the  proudelr.  or  your 
Spartan  attempier,  who,  by  unknown  quills  or  conduits  under 
ground,  draws  his  pedigree  from  Lycurgus  his  great  toe  to 
the  viceroy's  little. ringer,  and  from  thence  to  his  own  elbow* 
where  it  will  never  leave  itching. 

Rebus. 
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Rdus. 
Tit  well,  fir,  prefume  flill  of  the  place. 

Tbarfalio* 
•8fbor,  madam,  am  I  the  firft  great  perfonage  that  fintft 
itoopM  to  dMguifes  for  lore  ?  what  think  you  of  our  country- 
man Hercules,  that  for  love  put  on  Omphalc's  apron, 
and  fat  fpinning  amongft  her  wenches,  while  his  mi  it  re  fs 
wore  his  lion's  Ik  in,  and  lamb-fkin'd  him,  if  he  did  not  his 
bufinefs  ? 

m  Rudora. 

Molt  fitly  thou  refembl'it  thyfdf  to  that  violent  outlaw,  that 
rlaim'd  all  other  men's  pofTeffions  as  his  own  by  his  mere 
valour.  For  what  lefs  hail  thou  done  r  Come  into  my  houfe* 
beat  away  thele  honourable  perfons* 

7harfolw. 

That  I  will,  madam. — Hence,  ye  Sparta-velvers. 

Pforabeus* 
Hold,  (he  did  not  mean  fo. 

Thar/olio. 
Away,  I  fay,  or  leave  your  lives  I  proteft  here. 

Hiarbas, 
Well,  fir,  his  altitude  (ball  know  you* 

Rebus* 
1*11  do  your  errand,  fir.  [Exeunt* 

Tbarfalfo. 
Do,  good  coufin  Altitude  ;  and  beg  the  reverfion  of  the  next 
lady :  for  Dido  has  betroth'd  her  love  to  me.     By  this  fair 
hand,  madam,  a  fair  riddance  of  this  Caledonian  boar* 

Eudora* 
O  mod  prodigious  audacioufnefs ! 

Ybarfalio* 
True,  madam  ;  O  fie  upon  'em,  they  are  intolerable.  And 
I  cannot  but  admire  your  fingular  virtue  of  patic  nee,  not  com- 
mon in  your  fex,  and  muft  therefore  carry  with  it  fome  rare 
indowment  of  other  mafculine  and  heroical  virtues;  to  hear 
a  rude  Spartan  court  fo  ingenuous  a  lady,  with  dull  news  from 
Athens,  or  the  viceroy's  court ;  how  many  dogs  were  fpoil*d 
at  the  lad  bull-baiting;  what  ladies  dubb'd  their  hufbands 
knights,  and  fo  forth. 

Eudora* 
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Eudora. 
But  haft  thou  no  fhame  ?  no  fenfe  of  what  difdain  I  fbew'd 
thee  in  my  lait  entertainment?  chafing  thee  from  my  pretence* 
and  charging  thy  duty,  not  to  attempt  the  like  intruiion  for 
thy  life  ;  and  dar'il  thou  yet  approach  me  in  this  unmannerly  . 
manner?  No  queition  this  del pe rare  boldnefs  cannot  choofe 
but  go  accompanied  with  other  infinite  rudenefles.  *    ' 

Tbarjalio. 
Good  madam,  give  not  the  child  an  unfit  name;  term  it  not 
boldnefs,  which  the  fages  call  true  confidence,  founded  on  the 
moft  infallible  rock  of  a  woman's  constancy. 

Eudora. 
If  fhame  cannot  reftrain  thee,  tell  me  yet  if  any  brainlefi    • 
ibol  would  have  tempted  the  danger  attending  thy  approach. 

*"  Tbar/alio. 
No,  madam,  that  proves  I  am  no  fool :  then  had  I  been 
here  a  fool,  and  a  bafe  low-fpirited  Spartan,  if  for  a  lady's 
frown,  or  a  lord's  threats,  or  for  a  guard  of  grooms,  I  would 
have  lhrunk  in  the  wetting,  and  fufter'd  fuch  a  delicious  flower 
to  perifh  in  the  italk,  or  to  be  favagely  pluck'd  by  a  profane  * 
finger — No,  madam ;  rirft  let  me  be  made  a  fubjedt  for  dif- 
grace  ;  let  your  remorfelefs  guard  leize  on  my  defpifed  body, 
bind  me  hand  and  foot,  and  hurl  me  into  your  lady  {hip's  bed. 

Eudora. 
O  gods !  I  proteft  thou  doll  more  and  more  make  me  ad- 
mire thee. 

Tharfalia. 
Madam,  ignorance  is  the  mother  of  admiration :  know  me 
better,  and  you'll  admire  me  Ids. 

Eudora. 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  know  ?  what  feeks  thy  com- 
ing?  why  dull  thou  haunt  me  thus? 

^Tharfalio. 
Only,  madam,  that  the  ./Etna  of  my  iighs,  and  Nilu9  of  my 
tears,  pour'd  forth  in  your  pretence,  might  witnefs  to  your 
honour  the  hot  and  moitt  affecHon  of  my  heart,  and  work  me 
fome  meafuTe  ot  favour  from  your  fweet  tongue,  or  your 
tweeter  ftps,  or  what  elfe  your  good  ladyfhip  (hall  eiteem  more 
conducible  to  your  divine  contentment. 

Eudora. 
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Eudora. 
Peri  and  ink-horn,  I  thank  thee.    This  you  learnM  when 
you  were  a  ferving-man. 

Tharjalio. 
Madam,  I  am  ftill  the  fame  creature ;  and  I  will  fo  tie  my 
whole  fortunes  to  that  (Hie,  2s  were  it  my  happiriel's  (as  I  knoitr 
it  will  be)  to  mount  into  my  lord's  fucceffion,  yet  vow  I  nzvet 
to  affume  other  title,  or  ilare,  than  your  iervant's  :  not  ap- 
proaching your  board,  but  bidden  ;  not  prcffing  to  your  bed; 
but  your  pleafure  mail  be  firll  known,  if  you  v\  ill  command 
me  any  fervice. 

Eudora. 
Thy  vows  are  as  vain  as  a  ruffian's  oat>s;  as  common  as 
the  air;  and  as  cheap  as  the  dull.     How  many  or  the  light 
houfwives,  thy  mules,  hath  thy  love  promis'd  this  feivicebe- 
fides,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Tbarfalio. 
Compare  fhadows  to  bodies,  madam;  pictures  to  the  lite  ^ 
and  fuch  are  they  to  you,  in  my  valuation. 

Eudora. 
I  fee  words  will  never  free  me  of  thy  boldnefs,  and  will 
therefore  now  u(e  blows  ;  and  thofe  of  the  mortaleft  enforce- 
ment. Let  it  fuffice,  fir,  that  all  this  time,  and  to  this  place, 
you  enjoy  your  fafery :  keep  back ;  no  one  foot  follow  me  far- 
ther; for  1  proteil  to  thee^  the  next  threshold  pad  lets  pafs  a 
prepar'd  ambulh  to  thy  iateft  breath.  [Exit  Eudora* 

'Tbarfalio, 
This  for  your  ambufh*  [He  draws.]    Dare  my  love  with 

death !  [Exit* 

CHutat* 
•Slight ;  follow,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Argus. 
Not  I,  by  this  light. 

Cllnias* 
I  hope,  gentlewomen,  you  will. 

titbenia. 
Not  we,  fir ;  we  are  no  parters  of  frays. 

CUnias. 
Faith,  nor  will  I  be  any  breaker  of  cuftoms.  [Exeunt. 

ACTUS 
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ACTUS    m.1      SCENE    L 

Enter  Lyiander  and  Lycus  booted. 
Iycus, 

WOULD  any  heart  of  adamant,  for  fatisfa&ion  of  an 
ungrounded  humour,  rack  a  poor  lady's  innocence  as 
you  intend  ta  do  ?  4l  It  was  a  Grange  curiofity  in  that  em- 
perorf  that  ript  his  mother's  womb  to  fee  the  place  he  lay  in. 

lyfdndcr. 
Come,  (lo  not  load  me  with  volumes  of  perfuaflon  ;  I  am. 
refolvM,  if  (he  be  gold  (he  may  abide  the  tell,  let's  away;  I 
wonder  where  this  wild  brother  is. 

Enter  Cynthia,  Hylus,  and  Ero* 

Cynthia. 

Sir!       % 

Lyfander. 

I  pray  thee,  wife,  (hew  but  thyfelf  a  woman ;  and  be  filent: 
queftion  no  more  the  reafon  of  my  journey,  which  our  great 
viceroy's  charge,  urged  in  this  letter,  doth  enforce  me  to, 

Cynthia* 

Let  me  but  fee  that  letter;  there  is  fomething  in  this  pre* 
faging  blood  of  mine  tells  me,  this  fudden  journey  can  portend 
no  good ;  refolve  me,  fweet,  have  not  I  given  you  caufe  of 
difcontent,  by  forae  mifprifion,  or  want  of  fit  obfervance  f 
Let  me  know,  that  I  may  u  wreack  myfelf  upon  myfelf. 

Lyfander. 

Come,  wife,  our  love  is  now  grown  old  and  (laid, 
And  muft  not  wanton  it  in  tricks  of  court, 
Nor  interchang'd  delights  of  melting  lovers ; 
Hanging  on.fleeves,  fighing,  loth  to  depart ; 
Thefe  toys  are  paft  with  us ;  our  true  love's  fubftance 
Hath  worn  out  all  the  ihew :  let  it  fuffice, 
I  hold  thee  dear;  and  think  fome  caufe  of  weight, 
With  no  excufe  to  be  difpens'd  withal, 

12  It  was  a  ftrange  curfojity,  &c]  This  is  related  of  the  Emperor 
Nero.    Tacitus,  however,  fpeaks  of  it  as  a  very  doubtful  fa&, 

13  wreack]  i.  e.  revenge.  See  Note  44  to  Tancnd  and  Gifmunda, 
Vol.11,  p.  241. 
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Compels  me  from  thy  mod  defir'd  embraces. 
I  Hay  but  for  my  brother  j  came  he  not  in  laft  night  ?  . 

Hyliis. 
For  certain  no,  fir ;  which  gave  us  caufe  of  wonder,  what 
accident  kept  him  abroad* 

Cynthia* 
Pray  heaven  it  prove  not  fome  wild  refutation,  bred  in  him 
by  his  fecond  repulie  from  the  countefs  ! 

Ig/ander. 
Traft  me,  I  Jbtnething  fear  it,  this  infatiate  fpirit  of  afpir- 
ing  being  fo  dangerous  and  fatal;  deiire,   mounted  on  the 
wings  of  it,  defoends  not  but  headlong. 

Hjhs.         . 
Sir,  fir,  heie's  my  uncle. 

Enter  Tharfalio. 

LyJanJer. 
What,  wrapt  in  carelefs  cloak,  face  hid  in  hat  unhanded  ? 
Thefe  are  the  ditches,  brother,  in  which  out-raging  colts  plunge 
both  themfelves  and  their  riders. 

Tharfalio. 
Well,  we  muft  get  out  as  well  as  we  may ;  if  not,  there's 
the  making  of  a  grave  faved. 

Cynthia.    ' 
That's  defperately.  fpoken,  brother :  had  it  not  been  happier 
die  colt  had  been  better  broken,  and  his  rider  not  falkn  in  ? 

Tharfalio. 
True,  filler ;  but  we  mull  ride  colts  before  we  can  break 
them,  you  know. 

Lyfander. 
This  is  your  blind  goddels  Confidence ! 

Uarfalio. 
Alas,  brother,  our  houfe  is  decayM,  and  my  honeit  ambi- 
tion to  reftore  ir,  I  hope,  is  pardonable.     My  comfort  is,  the 
poet  that  pens  the  iiory  will  write  o'er  my  head  Magnis  tame/t 
exridit  aufis ; 

Which  in  our  native  idiom,  lets  you  know, 
His  mind  was  nigh,  tho'  fortune  was  his  foe. 

3  l$fand$rm 
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Lyfandcr. 
A  good  refolve*  brother,  to  out-jeft  difgrace.    Come,  I  had 
been  on  my  journey  but  for  fome  private  ipeech  with  you : 

let's  in. 

TbarfaUo. 

Good  brother,  ftay  a  little,  help  thii  ragged  colt  out  of  the 

ditch* 

/  lyfander. 

How  now? 

TbarfaUo. 
Now  I  confeft  my  overfight :  this  have  I  purchased  by  my 

confidence. 

Lyfander* 

I  like  you,  brother ;  'tis  the  true  garb,  you  know : 
What  wants  in  real  worth,  fupply  in  (how. 

TbarfaUo. 
In  (how  !  alas,  'twas  even  the  thing  itfelf. 
I  op't  my  compting-houfe,  and  took  away 
Thefe  fimple  fragments  of  mytreafury: 
Hufband,  my  countefs  cry'd,*  take  more,  more  yet;  * 
Yet  I,  to  halte  to  pay  in  part  my  debt, 
And  prove  myfelf  a  hufband  or  her  bote, 
Kili'J  and  came  off;  arid  this  time  took  no  more. 

Cynthia. 
But,  good  brother— 

TbarfaUo. 
Then  were  our  fypnourM  Ypoufal  rites  perform'd,  • 
We  made  all  ihort,  and  fweet,  and  .clofe,  and  Aire. 

Lyfander. 
'     x*He's  rapt! 

TbarfaUo.  5* 

Then  did  my  ufhers  and  chief  fervants  ftoop ; 
Then  made  my  women  curt'fies,  and  envied 
Their  lady's  fortune :  I  was  magnified. 

*•*  He's  raft]  i.  e.  He  is  in  a  reverie.    So,  in  Volpm>  A.  2.  S.  4. : 

"  .  he 

«  Would  lye  you  often,  three,  four  hours  together, 
"  To  hear  me  fpeak :  and  be  (fometime)  To  /*/>/, 
"  As  he  would  aofwer  me  ^uitc  from  the  purpofe, 
i(  Like  you,  and  you  are  like  him,  ju&" 

M  2  Lyfander. 
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L$ fonder. 
>  Let  him  alone,  this  fpirit  will  foon  Vanifli. 

Thar/olio. 
Brother  and  fifter,  as  Hove,  and  am  true  fervant  to  Vemisy 
all  the  premifes  are  ferious  and  troe ;  and  the  conclufion  is, 
the  gr^at  counted  19  mine;  the  palace  is  at  yovir  fdrtice,  to 
which  I  invite  you  all  to  folemnize  my  honour  d  nuptials. 

lyfaiukr. 
Can  th'19  be  credited  ? 

TbarJaUo. 
v  Good  brother,  do  not  you  envy^my  fortunate  atchietement  ? 

Lyfander,  ,  -.  , 

Nay,  I  ever  faid  the  atternpt  was  commendable. 

.   ,%  .   .  Thar/olio. 

Good.  %.    .     . 

Zyjander* 
If  the  iflue  were.fuccefsful, 

{l  TharfalJo* 
A  good  ftate-conclujion.!.  happy  events  make  good  the  worft 
attempts.  He?e  <are  your  widow* vows,.  After !  tl>us  ate  ye  ail 
in  your  pure  naturals!  certain,  moral  difguifes  of  coynefs, 
which  the  ignorant  call  modefty,.  ye  borrow  of  art  to  cover 
your  IS  bulk-points  j  which  a  blunt  and  refoiute  encounter* 
taken  under  a  fortunate  afpetl,  eafily  difarms  you  of;  and 
then,  ala«,  what  are  you?  poor  naked  fioders,,  God  wet  I 
weak  paper-walls,  thrutl  down  with  a  finger !  this  is  the  way 
on't,  boil  their  appetites  to  a  full  height  of  laft;  andthenjake 

them  down  in  the  nick.   ,  

Qyntbia. 
Is  there  probability  in  this ;  that  a  lady  fo  :  great*"  ib  vir- 
tuous, (landing  on  fo  high  terms,  of  honour,  ihould  fo  foon 
ftoop? 

TbarJaUo.  '.  ' 

You  would  not  wonder,  filler,  if  you. knew  the  lure  flier 
{toop'd  at  :.greatnefs !  think  you  that  can  curb  affection  ?  no, 
it  whets  it  more;  they  have  the  full  ftream  of  blood  to  bear 
them ;  the  fweet  gale  of  their  fublimed  fpirits  to  drive  them  ; 
the  calm  of  eafe  to  prepare  them ;  the  fun-fnine  of  fortune 

**  bujk-points  j]     Set  Note  34  to  Ltnguay  vo!.  V.  p.  151. 
v.  .         .  tO 
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to  allure  them  ;  greatriefs  to  wpft  them  (afe  through  all  rocks 
of  infamy:  'when  youth,  witf  and  perfon,  come  aboard  once, 
tell  me,  fifter,  can  you  chufe  but  hoiit  fail,  and  put  forward 
tp  the  main  ? 

Lyfander, 

But  let  me  wonder  at  this  frailty  yet;  would  (he  in  fo  (hort 
time  wear  but  his' memory  ?  fo  foon  wipe  from  her  eyes,  nay, 
from  her  heart,  whom  I  myfelf,  and  this  whole  ifle  befides,' 
iftill  remember  with  grief,  the  impreflion  of  his  lofs  taking 
worthily  fuch  root  in  us  ?'  how  think  you,  wife  ? 

Cynthia, 

I  am  afham'd  on't,  and  abhor  to  think, 
So  great  and  vow'd  a  pattern  of  our  fex 
Should  take  into  her  thoughts,  nay,  to  herhed, 
(O  ftain  to  woman-hood  !)  a  fecond  love. 

Lyfander. 


In  fo  fhort  time  ? 
In  any  time. 
No,  wife? 


Cynthia* 

Lyfander. 


Cynthia, 

By  Juno,  no ;  fooner  a  loathfome  toad. 

Tharjah'o* 

High  words,  believe  me,  and  I  think  (hell  keep  them : 
next  turn  is  yours,  nephew  ;  you  (hall  now  marry  my  nobleil 
lady-daughter ;- the  firft  marriage  in  Paphos,  next  my  nup- 
tials, (hall  be  yours.  Thefe  are  ftrange  occurrents,  brother ; 
but  pretty  and  patheticalN:  if  you  fee  me  in  my  chair  of  ho- 
nour, and  my  countefs  in  mine  arms;  you  will  then  believe,  I 
hope,  I  am  lord  of  the  palace ;  then  (hall  you  try  my  great 
lady's  entertainment,  fee  your  hands  free'd  of  me,  and  mine 
taking  you  to  advancement.  l 

Lyfander. 

Well,  all  this  rids  not  my  bufmefs:  wife,  you  (hall  be 
there  to  partake  the  unexpected  honour  of  our  houfe.  Lycus 
and  I  will  make  it  our  recreation  by  the  way,  to  think  of  your 
revels  and  nuptial  fports :  brother,  my  day  hath  been  for  you; 
wife,  pray  thee  be  gone,  and  foon  prepare  for  the  folemnity ; 
a  month  returns  me. 

M  3  '     Cynthia. 
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Cynthia. 
Heavens  guide  your  journey  ! 

Ifl/ander. 
Farewell, 

Tbar/alio.  • 
Farewell,  nephew ;  profper  in  virility :  but  do  you  hear  ? 
keep  your  hand  from  your  voice,  I  have  a  part  for  you  in 
our  hymeneal  (how. 

Hjlus. 
You  (peak  too  late  for  my  voice ;  but  I'll  di (charge  the 
part.  [Exeunt  Cynthia  and  Hylus. 

Lv/andei: 
Occurrents  call  ve  them  r*  foul  (hame  confound  them  all ! 
that  impregnable  fyrt  of  chaftity  and  loyalty,  that  amazement 
of  the  world — O  ye  deities,  could  nothing  rcftrain  her  ?  I  took 
her  fpirit  to  be  too  haughty  for  fuch  an  imprellion. 

Ybarfalio. 
But  who  commonly  more  (nort-heel'd,  than  they  that  are 
high  i'the  inftep  t 

LgfandtTn 
Methinks  yet  (hame  mould  have  controul'd  fo  fudden  an 
appetite. 

Tbar/alfo. 
Tufh  !  (hame  doth  extinguifh  lull  as  oil  doth  (ire  5 
The  blood  once  hot,  (hame  doth  enflame  the  more ; 
What  they  before  by  art  diflembled  molt, 
They  a&  more  freely  ;  (hame  once  found,  is  loft. 
And  to  fay  truth,  trother,  what  (hame  is  due  to't?  or  what 
congruence  doth  it  carry,  that  a  young  lady,  gallant,  vigorous, 
full  of  fpirit  aj>d  complexion  ;  her  appetite  new-whetted  with 
nuptial  delights;  to  be  confined  to  the  fpeculation  of  a  death's 
head,  or  for  the  lots  of  a  hufband,  (the  world  affording  flefti 
enough)  make  the  noon-tide  of  her  years,  the  fun~lec  of  her 
pleafures  ? 

lycus. 
And  yet  there  have  been  fuch  women. 

Thar/olio, 
Of  the  firft  ftamp  perhaps,  when  the  metal  was  purer  than 
}n  thefe  degenerate  Jays;  of  later  years,  much  of  that  coin 
bath  been  counterfeit,  and  befides  fo  crack'd  and  worn  with 

ufe. 
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ufe,  that  they  are  grown  light,  and  indeed  fit  for  nothing, 
hut  to  be  turn'd  over  in  play.  , 

lyfander. 
Not  all,  brother. 

nor/alia.     ' 
My  matchlefs  fitter  only  excepted :  for  (he,  you  know,  it 
made  of  another  metal,  than  that  (he  borrowed  of  her  mother.— 
B  jt  do  you,  brother,  z0  fadly  intend  the  purfuit  of  this  trial  ? 

Lyjander. 
Irrevocably* 

It's  a  high  project :  if  it  be  once  rais'd,  the  earth  is  too 
weak  to  bear  fo  weighty  an  accident,  it  cannot  be  conjur'd « 
down  aVain  without  an  earthquake ;  therefore  believe  (he  will 
becondant. 

lyfander.  ' 

No,  I  will  not. 

Ybarfalio* 
Then  believe  (he  will  not  be  conftant, 

Ig/andcr. 
Neither:  I  will  believe  nothing  but  what  trial  enforces. 
Will  you  hold  your  promife  for  the  governing  of  this  project 
with  flrill  and  fecrecy  ? 

Tharfalh. 
If  it  rnuft  needs  be  fo— But  hark  you,  brother ;  have  you 
no  other  capricorns  in  your  head,  to  entrap  my  fitter  in  her 
frailty,  but  to  prove  the  tirmnefs  of  her  widow-vows  after  your 

fuppofed  death  i 

Lyjander. 

None  in  the  world. 

'    Tbarjalio. 
Then  here's  my  hand ;  1*11  be  as  dole  as  my  lady's  (hoe  to 
her  foot,  that  pinches  and  pleafes  her,  and  will  bear  on  with 
the  plot  till  the  vetiel  fplit  again. 

Lyfander. 
Forge  any  death,  fo  you  can  force  belief:  fay  I  was  poifon'd, 
drown'd — 

16  fadly]  i.  c.ferkmfly.  See  Note  20  to  Tancred  and  Gtfmunda,  vol.  II. 
p.  177.  ■ 

M  4  Thar/olio. 
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Tbarfalio, 
HangM.  * 

Lyjander. 
Any  thing,  fo  you  aflat  it  with  likely  circumffcwce ;  I  need 
not  inflruct  you ;  that  muft  be  your  employment,  Lycus. 

I&cus. 
Well,  fir. 

Thar/alio* 
But,  brothel,  you  rnuft  Tec  in  too :  to  countenance  truth 
put,  a  hearfe  there  muft  be  too.  It's  ftrange  to  think  how 
much  the  eye  prevails  in  fuch  impreffions  ;  I  have  marked  a 
>vidow,  that  jui  befpre  was  ieen  pleaiant  enough,  follow  a,n> 
empty  hearfe,  and  weep  devoutly. 

Lycus. 
All  thofe  things  leave  to  me. 

lyfander. 
But,  brother,  for  the  beftowing  of  this  hearfe  in  the  mo- 
nument of  our  family,  and  the  maifhalling  of  a  funeral— 

Tbatfalio. 
Leave  that  to  my  care,  and  it  I  do 'not  do  the  mourner  as 
lively  as  your  heir,  and  weep  as  luitily  as  your  widow,  fay 
there's  no  virtue  in  onions  :  that  being  done,  I'll  come  to  vifit 
the  diftrefs'd  widow  ;  apply  old  ends  of  comfort  to  her  grief; 
but  the  burden  of  my  long  fhall  be  to  tell  her,  words  are  but 
dead  comforts,  and  therefore  counfel  her  to  take  a  living  com- 
fort, that  might  ferrit  out  the  thought  of  her  dead  hufband, 
and  will  come  prepared  with  choice  of  fuitors ;  either  my 
Spartan  lord,  for  grace  at  the  viceroy's  court,  or  fome  great 
lawyer,  that  may  folder  up  her  crack'd  eftate,  and  fo  forth. 
But  what  would  you  fay,  brother,  if  you  mould  find  her  mar* 
lied  at  your  arrival  ?.. 

hyfandeu 
By  this  hand,  fplit  her  wezand. 

IJxirfalio. 
Well,  forget  not  your  wager;  a  {lately  chariot  with  four 
brave  horfes  of  the  Thracian  breed,  with  all  appurtenances. 
I'll  prepare  the  like  for  you,  if  you  prove  victor ;  but,  well 
remember'd,  where  will  you  lurk  the  whiles  I 

lyfander* 

MevvM  up  clofe,  fome  (hoi  t  day's  journey  hence ;  Lycus 

fhall 
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lhall  know  the  place ;  write  ftill  how  all  things  pafs :  brother, 
adieu ;  all  joy  attend  you. 

Thar/alio* 
Will  you  not  flay,  our  nuptial  now  fo  near  ? 

LyfanJer. 
I  mould  be  like  a  man  that  hears  a  tale 
And  needs  it  not ;  one  abfent  from  hirnielf :  my  wife 
Shall  attend  the  countefs,  and  my  fon. 

•    Tbarfatio. 
Whom  you  (hall  hear  at  your  return  call  me  father. 
Adieu  :  Jove  be  your  fpeed. 
My  nuptials  done,  your  funerals  fucceed. 

[Exeunt  Lyfander  and  Lycus. 

Enter  Argus,  bareheaded. 

Argus. 
*7  A  hall,  a  hall :  who's  without  there  ? 

Enter  two  or  three  with  cujhions. 

Come  on  ;  y'are  proper  grooms,  are  ye  not  ?  'flight,  I  think 
y'are  all  bridegrooms,  ye  take  your  pleafures  fo ;  a  company  of 
dormice.  Their  honours  are  upon  coming,  and  the  room  not 
ready.     i8  Rufhes  and  feats  inftantly. 

TbarfaliQ. 
'  Now,  alas,  fellow  Argus,  how  thou  art  cumber'd  with  an  office ! 

Argus. 

Perfume,  firrah ;  the  room's  dam  pith  • 

Thar/alio. 

Nay,  you  mayx  leave  that  office  to  the  ladies  ;  they'll  per* 
fume  it  fufficiently. 

Argus. 

Cry  mercy,  fir,  here's  a  whole  chorus  of  Sylvans  at  hand, 
curvetting  and  tripping  o'th*  toe,  as  the  ground  they  trod  on 
were  too  Jiot  for  their  feet.  The  device  is  rare  ;  and  there's 
you^  youqg  nephew  too,  he  hangs  in  the  clouds,  deified  with 
Hy  tried*  fhape. 

*7  A  bally  a  hall :1  This  exclamation  occurs  frequently  in  the  old 
comedies,  and  fignines  make  room.  See  the  Notes  of  Mr.  Steevens  jand 
J)r.  Farmer  to  Romeo  and  Julxtty  A.  i.  S.  5. 

18  Ru/bes  and  feats]  See  Note  7  to  The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton, 
vol.  V.  p.  254. 

TharfaUom 
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Tbarfalfo. 
16  he  perfeft  in's  part  ?  has  not  his  tongue  learned  of  the 
Sylvans  to  trip  o'th'  toe  I 

jfrgus. 
Sir,  believe  ir,  he  does  it  precioufly  for  accent  and  action, 
as  if  he  felt  the  part  he  play'd  :  he  ravifhes  all  the  yoong 
wenches  in  the  palace.  Pray  Venus  my  young  lady  Laodice 
have  not  fome  little  prick  of  Cupid  in  her,  (he's  fo  diligent 
at'a  rehearfals. 

Thar/alto. 
No  force ;  fo  my  nrxt  vows  be  heard,  that  if  Cupid  have 
prick'd  her,  Hymen  may  cure  her.  ' 

Argus. 

You  mean  your  nephew,  fir,  that  prefents  Hymen, 

Thar f alio  % 
Why  fo.    I  can  fpeak  norhing,   but  thou  art  within   me : 
fye  or  this  wit  of  thine,  'twill  be  thy  deltruction.     But  how- 
ioever  you  pleafe  to  understand,  Hymen  fend  the  boy  no  woiie 
fortune*    And  where's  my  lady's  honour  ? 

Sirgus* 
At  hand,  fir,  with  yonr    unparagon'd   fitter:    pleafe  you 
,  take  your  chair  of  honour,  fir'? 

V har fall  fln 

Mod:  ferviceable  Argus,  the  Gods  reward  thy  fervice;  for  I 
will  not. 

Enter  Eudora,  UatTrng  Cynthia  ;    T  aodice,  Sthenia,  Ian  the, 

iiro,  with  others  following. 

Eudjra. 

Come,  lifter,  now  r.re  mull  exchange  that  name 
For  (hanger  titles:  let's  difpo!e  ourfelves 
To  enfertain  thefe  Sylvan  reveller-, 
That  come  to  grace  our  loved  nuptial?. 
1  fear  me,  we  mull  a!l  turn  nymphs  to-night,' 
To  fide  thofe  (pri^btly  wo<  c?-goJs  in  their  dances  ; 
Can  you  do't  nimbly,  filler  i  'ilighr,  what  ail  yau  ? 
Are  you  not  well  i 

Cynthia, 

Yes,  madam* 

Eudora. 
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Eudora. 
But  your  looks, 
Methinks,  are  cloudy ;  unfiiiting  all  the  fun-ftiine 
Of  this  clear  honour  to  your  hufband's  houfe. 
Is  there  aught  here  that  forts  not  with  your  liking  ? 

TbarfalU. 
Bktme  her  not,  miftrefs,  if  her  looks  (hew  care.  '- 

Excufe  the  merchant's  fadnefs,  that  hath  made 
A  doubtful  venture  of  his  whole  eftate, 
His  lively  hood,  his  hopes^  in  one  poor  bottom, 
To  all  encounters  of  the  lea  and  dorms. 
Had  you  a  hufband  that  lov'd  you  as  well. 
Would  you  not  take  his  abfent  plight  as  ill  ? 
Cavil  at  every  fancy  ?  not  an  object 
That  could  prefent  itfelf,  but  it  would  forge 
Same  vain  objection,  that  did  doubt  his  lafety  ? 
True  love  is  ever  full  of  jealoufy. 

Rudora. 
Jealous !  of  what  ?  of  every  little  journey  ? 
Mere  fancy  then  is  wanton  ;  and  doth  caft 
At  thofe  flight' dangers  there,  too  doating  glances ; 
Mifgtving  minds  ever  provoke  mi  (chances  : 
Shines  not  the  fun  in  his  way  bright  as  here? 
Is  not  the  air  as  good  ?  what  hazar4  doubt  you  ? 

Argus* 
His  horfe  may  ftumble,  if  it  pleaie  your  honour  ; 
The  rain  may  wer,  the  wind  may  blow  on  him  ; 
Many  fhrewd  hazards  watch  poor  travellers. 

Eitdora. 
True,  and  the  (hrewdeft  thou  haft  reckon'd  us. 
Good  filler,  thefe  oaies  fit  young  married  wives. 

Cyntbia* 
Wives  (hould  be  ftill  young  in  their  hufbands*   loves. 
Time  bears  no  fcythe  (hould  bear  down  them  before  him. 
Our  lives  he  may  cut  fhort,  but  not  our  loves. 

Tbar/alto. 
Sifter,  be  wife,  and  (hip  not  in  one  bark' 
All  your  ability  :  if  he  mifcarry, 
Your  well-try  \l  wifdom  (hould  look  out  for  new. 

Cynthia, 
1  wifh  them  happy  winds  that  run  that  courfe, 

From 


i8*  THE  WIDOWS  TEARS; 

From  me  *tis  far ;  one  temple  feal'd  our  troth  ; 
Oae  tomb,  one  hour  (hall  end,  and  fliroud  us  both. 

Tbarfalio. 
Well,  y'are  a  Phoenix ;  there,  be  that  your  cheer ; 
Love  with  your  hujband  be,  your  wifdom  here. 
Hark !  our  fports  challenge  it ;  fir,  deareit  miftrefs. 

'  Mvdera. 
Take  your  place,  wonJbieft  fervant. 

Tbarjhlio, 
Serve  me,  heaven,  [  Mufick, 

As  I  my  heavenly  miftrefs :  fit,  rare  filler. 
[Mvfick.     Hymen  dejeends ;  and  fix  Syiwons  enter  beneath ,  wit 6 
torches, 

Argus, 
A  hall,  a  hall :  let  no  more  citizens  in  there. 

f  Laodict. 

O,  not  my  coufin,  fee !  but  Hymen'*  (elf. 

St&enia, 
He  does  become  it  moll  enflamingly. 

Hymen. 
Hail,  honour'd  bridegroom,  and  his  princely  bride, 
With  the  moft  fam'd  tor  virtue,  Cynthia ; 
And  this  young  lady,  bright  Laodice, 
One  rich  hope  of  this  noble  ft  family. 

Stienia. 
Hark  how  he  courts !  he  is  enamour'd  too. 

Laodice.  . 
O  grant  it,  Venus,  and  be  ever  honour'd. 

Hymen*  N 

In  grace  and  love  of  you,  I  Hymen  fearch'd 
The  groves  and  thickets  that  embrace  this  palace, 
With  this  clear- flam'd  and  good-aboding  torch, 
For  fummons  of  thefe  frefh  and  flowery  Sylvans 
To  this  fair  prefence ;  with  their  winding  hays, 
A£Hve  and  antique  dances,  to  delight 
You/  frolick  eyes,  and  help  to  celebrate 
Thefe  nobleft  nuptials  ;  which  great  deftiny, 
Ordain'd  pall  cufiofn  and  all  vulgar  object, 
To  be  the  readvancement  of  a  ltoufe, 
Noble  and  princely,  and  rellore  this  palace 

To 


THE  WIDO W* 3  TEARS.  ify 

To  that  name;,  that  .fix  hundred,  fummerailnce 

Was  in  poflcflion  of  this  bridegroom's  anceftors,  

The  antient  and  moft  virtue-famtt  Lyfandri. 
Sy Ivans,  the  coutUhips  you  make  to  yodr.JCFryada, 
Ule  \o  this  great  bride,  and  thefe  other  dames, 
And  heighten,  with  your  fports,  my  nuptial  flames*  ■■ 

haodice. 
O  would  himfelf  defcend,  and  me  command ! 

Stheuia. 
Dance j  and  his  heart  catch  in  another's  hand. 

[Sylvans  take  out  the  bride  and  the  reft ;  they  dartre ;  after 
.which,  all  Jit  in  their  places. 

Hymen* 
Now,  what  the  {tower  and  my  torch's  influence 
Hath  iq  the  bleffinga  joi  your  nuptial  joys, 
(Great  bride  and  bridegroom)  you  (hall  amply  part 
Betwixt  your  free  loves,  and.  forgoe>  it  never. 

Ornnes* 
Thanks  to  great  Hymen,  and  fair  Sylvans  ever*    [Exeunt, 
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ACTUS    IV.  '     SCENE    I. 

Tharfalio,   Lycus  with  his  arm  in  a.Jkarfc 
a  night- cap  ons  head* 

.  .  Lycus*  .  .1 

.iHOPE».firy  by  this  time— 

Tharfalio*  < 

Put  oh,  man,  by  ourfelves. 

lycus. 
The  edge  of  your  confidence  is  well  taken  off ;,  would  yon 
Bot  be  content  to  withdraw  your  wager  ? 

fharfalio* 

Faith,  fellow  Lycus,  if  my  wager  were  weakly  built,  this 

unexpected  accident  might  ftagger  it.    For  the  truth  is,  this 

ftrain  is  extraordinary,  to  follow  her  hu  (band's  body  into  the 

tomb,  and  there  for  his  company  to  bury  herfelf  quick:,  'tis 

new 
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new  and  fUrring;-  but  for  all  this,  I'll  not  defpair  of  my 
wager.  < 

Lycus. 
Why,  fir,  can  you  think  fuch  a  paffion  dtfiembled? 

Tharfalio. 

All's  one  for  that ;  what  I  think,  I  think ;  in  the  mean 
time  forget  not  to  write  to  my  brother,  how  the  plot  hath 
fucceeded,  that  the  news  of  his  death  hath  taken ;  a  funeral 
folemnity  performed  ;  his  fuppos'd  corpfe  bellowed  in  the  mo* 
nument  ot  our  family;  thou  and  I  horrible  mourners:  hut 
above  all,  that  his  intolerable  virtuous  widow,  for  his  love* 
and  (for  her  love)  Ero  her  handmaid,  are  defcended  with  hi» 
corpie  into  the  vault ;  there  wipe  their  eyes  time  out  of 
mind,  drink  nothing  but  their  own  tears,  and  by  this  time  are 
almoft  dead  with  famine.  There's  a  point  will  fling  it  (for 
you  lay  'us  true),  where  left  you  him  r 

.  •  lycus. 

At  Dipolis,  fir,  fome  twenty  miles  hence. 

Tharfalio. 

He  keeps  clofe. 

Ay,  fir,  by  all  means ;  ikulks  unknown  under  the  name  of 
a  flrange  knight. 

'     '  "    Tharfalio^ 

That  may  carry  him  without  defcrying  ;  for  ■•  there's  a' 
Dumber  of  iirarige  knights  abroad.     You  left  him  well  ? 

Lycus. 
Well,  fir,  but  for  this  jealuus  humour  that  haunts  him. 

*  Tharfalio. 

Well,  this  news  will  abfoiurely  purge  that  humour*  Writ* 
all,  forget  not  to  defcribe  her  paiiion  at  thy  difcovery  of  his 
daughter.    Did  fhe  perform  it  w  ell  for  her  huiband's  wager  ? 

Lycus, 
Perform  it,  call  you  it  t  you  mayjeft;  men  hunt  hares  to 
death  for  their  fports,  but  the  poor  beafts  die  in  earned  t 
you  wager  of  her  portions  for  your  pleafure,  but  (he  takes 

*9  there's  a  number  of'Jtrdn*e  knights  abroad.']  I  believe  this  was  in- 
tended as  a  fneer  on  the  multitude  of  knights  created  by  King  James  the 
Fkft 

little 
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little  plcafure  in  thofe  earneft  pailions.  I  never  faw  fuch  an 
extafy  of  forrow,  fince  I  knew  the  name  of  forrow.  Her 
hands  flew  up  to  her  head  like  furies,  hid  all  her  beauties  in 
her  diftevel'd  hair,  add  wept  as  (he  would  turn  fountain,-  I 
would  you  and  her  hulband  had  been  *°  behind  the  arras  but 
to  have  heard  her.  I  allure  you,  fir,  I  was  fo  traniported  with 
the  Jpe&acle,  that  in  defpight  of  my  difcretion,  I  was  forced  to 
turn  wortia'n,  and  bear. a  part  with  her:  humanity  broke  loofe 
fiom  my  heart,  and  ftream'd  through  mine  eyes. 

Tharfalio. 
In  prole  thou  wept'ft.   So  have  I  feen  many  a  moift  auditor 
do  at  a  play  ;  when  the  ftory  was  but  a  mere  fi&ion. — And 
21  did'ft  aft  the  Nuntius  well  f  would  I  had  heard  it :  could'it 
thou  drels  thy  looks  in  a  mournful  habit  ? 

Lycus* 
Not  without  preparation,  fir ;  no  n.ore  than  my  fpeech ; 
'twas  a  plain  acting  of  an  enterlude  to  me,  to  pronounce  the 
part. 

Tbarfalio. 
As  how,  for  heaven's  fake  ? 

lycxs. 
Phoebus  addrefr.  his  chariot  towards  the  weft, 
To  change  his  wearied  cour!ersr  and  lb  torth. 

Tbarfalio. 
Nay  on,  and  thou  lov'fl  me. 

Lycus. 
Lyfander  and  myfelf  beguil'd  the  way 
With  interchanged  difcourie;  but  our  chief  theme 
Was  of  your  deareft  felf,  his  honnur'd  wife; 
Your  love,  your  virtue,  wondrous  conilancy. 

Tbatjalio* 
Then  was  her  cue  to  whimper — on., 

ao  behind  the  anas']  "  In  old  houfes  there  were  always  large  (pace* 
"  left  between  the  arras  and  the  wails.  Such  arcthoie  which  Fantome 
"  mentions  in  the  Drummer."  . 

Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  the  Fir/?  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  A.  2.  S.  4. 
See  alio  Mr.  Malone's  Note  on  the  lame  palfage. 

21  diajl  att  tie  Nuntius  •well?)  \.  e.  the  MeiTenger  or  Narrative- 
monger  in  the  Greek  and  Roman  irarjedits,  whrhte  the  term  was  adopted 
in  iome  ot*  ours.  Sec  Mr.  TbeubalU's  >'occ  «i  'Titus  Andrtnicus,  A.  4. 
S.  4.         S, 
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\Lycus* 
Y  When  fuddenly  appeared,  as  far  as  fight* 
*  troop  of  horfe,  arm'd,  as  we  might  difcern, 
rith  javelins,  fpears,  and  fuch  accoutrements. 
[e  doubted  nought  (as  innocence  ever 
is  free  from  doubting  ill). 

TbarfaUom 

There  dropt  a  tear^  m 

Iycus. 

My  mind  mifgave  me, 
They  might  be  mountainers.    At  their  approach 
They  us'd  no  other  language  but  their  weapons,         , 
To  tell  us  what  they  were ;  Lyfander  drew, 
And  bore  himfelf  Achilles  like  in  fight; 
And  as  a  mower  fweeps  offth'  heads  of  bents, 
So  didLyfcnder's  fword  (have  off  the  points 
bf  their  aflaulting  lances, 
ftis  horfe  at  laft,  fore  hurt,  fell  under  him  5 
I,  feeing  I  could  not  refcue,  us'd  my  fpurs 
To  flie  away. 

Thar/alto* 
What,  from  thy  friend  ? 

Lycus. 
Ay,- in  a  good  quarrel ;  why  not  ? 

T/jarJalio* 
Good ;  I  am  anfwer'd. 

lycus. 
A  lance  purfued  me,  brought  me  back  again ; 
And  with  thefe  wounds  left  me  t'accompany 
Dying  Lyfander :  Then  they  rifled  us, 
And  left  us»  .  . 

They  gone ;  my  breath  not  yet  gone,  'gan  to  &xlvt 
And  revive  fenfe  :  I  with  my  feeble  joints 
Crawl'd  to  Lyfander,  ftirr'd  him,  and  withal 
£fe  gafp'd*  cried  Cynthia!  and  breath'd  no  more* 

Tharfalio*  _  % 

O  then  flie  howFd  outright. 

lycus, 
Paffengers  came,  and  in  a  chariot  brought  us 
Streight  to  a  neighbour  town  ;  where  I  forthwith 

6  Coffin  d 


x  h  k  w  i  d  o m*  s :  t<e  a  R  a        t$j 

GoffrVd  inf  friend  in  load ;  and  £o  convcy'd  hint 

To  this  fad  place.  .r  -     : 

Ybarfa£(h 
-'  Twas  well;  and coadd  not ihow tut  fhfaogely.'  ' 

Lyctts.  . 

.  Well,  fir,  this  tale  proubunc'd  with  terror,,  fuited  with  a£Hon,- 
doafhed  with  fucb  likely  circuniftance  ;  my  wounds  in  (hew* 
her  huiband's  faearfe  in  fight ;  think  what  eifed  it  wrovghx^ 
and  if  you  doubt,  let  the  fad  confequence  of  her  retreat  to  his 
tomb  be  your  wdful  mifruftor.        ...:,•     ... 

For  all  this,  Til  not  defpair  of  my  wager: 
Thefe  griefs,  that  found  fo  loud,  prove  always  light ; 
Tree  forrow  evermore  keeps  out  of  fight. 
This  Aram  of  snooxning  with  ieptdchre,  like  an  over*doing 
a&br,  afiects  grofsiy,  and  is  indeed  {6  far  forc'd  from  the  life, 
that  it  bewrays  itfelf  to  be  altogether  artificial.     To  fet  open 
a  (hop  of  mourning !  'Tis  palpable.    Truth,  the  fubfiance, 
hams  not  after  the  (hadow  of  popular  ferae*    Her  officious 
often  tat  ion  of  forrow  condemns  her  Sincerity.     When  did  ever 
woman  mourn  fo  unraeafurably,  but  ffae  diddifiembte  ? 

Lycus, 

O  Gods !  a  paffion  thus  born  ;  thus  apparelled  with  tears, 
fighs,  fwoonings,  and  all  the  badges  of  true  forrow.,  to  be  dif- 
fembled  I  by  Venus,  1  am  forry  I  ever  fet  foot  in't.  Could  (he, 
if  (he  diflembled,  thus  dally  with  hunger,  be  deaf  to  the  bark- 
ing of  her  appetite,  not  having  thefe  tour  days  relieved  nature 
with  one  dram  of  fu defiance  ? 

Thar/aim. 

For  this  does  me  look  to  be  deified,  to  have  hymns  made  of 
her,  nay  to  her:  the  tomb,  where  (he  is,  to  be  no  more  re- 
puted the  ancient  monument  of  our  family  the  Lyfandri,  but 
the  new-ereded  altar  of  Cynthia :  to  which  all  'the  Paphian 
widows  (hall,  after  their  huibands  funerals,  offer  their  wet 
muckinders,  for  monuments  of  the  danger  they  have  paft,  as 
feamen  do  their  wet  garments  at  Neptune's  temple  after  a  /hip- 
wreck. 

Lycus. 

Well,  I'll  apprehend  .you  at  your  pleafure:  I,  for  my  part, 
will  fay,  that  it  her  faith  be  as  conftant,  as  her  love  is  hearty 

Vol.  VI.  N  and 
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and  unaffected,  her  Virtues  may  juftly  challenge  a  deity  to  en* 
fhrine  them. 

Tharfaliot 

Ay,  there's  another  point  too.  But  one  of  thofe  virtues  is 
enough  at  once.  All  natures  are  not  capable  of  all  gifts. 
**If  the  brain  of  the  weft  were  in  the  heads  of  the  learned, 
then  might  parifh -clerks  be  common-council-men,  and  poets 
aldermen's  deputies  My  filler  may  turn  Niobe  for  love ;  but 
till  Niobe  be  turn'd  to  a  marble,  HI  not  defpair  but  (he  may 
prove  a  woman.  Let  the  trial  run  on ;  if  (he  do  not  outrun 
it,  I'll  fay  poets  Are  no  prophets,  prognodicators  are  but 
mountebanks,  and  none  tell  true  but  woodmongers.         [Exit. 

Ljcus. 

A  fweet  gentleman  you  are !  I  marvel  what  man,  what  wo- 
man, what  name,  what  action  doth  his  tongue  glide  over,  but 
it  leaves  a  flime  upon't !  Well,  I'll  presently  to  Dipotis,  where 
Lyfander  flays,  and  will  not  fay  but  (he  may  prove  frail : 

But  this  I'll  fay,  if  Die  mould  chance  to  break, 

Her  tears  are  true,  tho'  women's  truths  are  weak.        [Exit. 

Enter  Lyfander  like  afoldier  difguifedat  aS farts f  with  a  balf-fikf9 
gorget]  &c.  be  difcovers  the  tomb%  looks  iny  andwoHders>&c. 

Lyfander* 
O  miracle  of  nature!  women's  glory! 
Men's  frame !  and  envy  of  the  deities ! 
Yet  muft  thefe  matcrjleis  creatures  be  fufpe&ed, 
Accus'd,  condemn'd? 
'  Now,  by  th'  immortal  gods, 
They  rather  merit  altars,  facrifice, 
Than  love  and  courtfhip* 
Yet  fee,  the  queen  of  thefe  lies  here  interred, 
Tearing  her  hair,  and  drowned  in  her  tears, 
Which  Jove  mould  turn  to  cryftal,  and  a  mirrour 
Make  of  them :  wherein  men  may  fee  and  wonder 
At  women's  virtues.     Shall  ihe  famiih  then? 
Will  men  (without  diiTuafions)  fufferthus 
So  bright  an  ornament  to  earth,  tpmb'd  quick 

**  If  the  brain  of  tbe^cfi]    So  the  quarto.    I  would  propofe  to  read 

In 
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la  earth's  dark  bofom  ?— Ho  I 
Who's  in  the  tomb  there? 

Ero* 
Who  calls  ?  whence  are  you  ? 

Lyfamkr. 
I  am  a  foldicr  of  the  watch,  and  muft  enter. 

Ero. 

Amongft  the  dead  ? 

Iyfandcr. 

Do  the  dead  fpeak  ?  ope,  or  I'll  force  it  open. 

Ero. 

What  Violence  is  this  ?  what  feek  you  here, 
Where  nought  but  death  and  her  attendants  dwell  ? 

lyfaTtder. 

What  wretched  fouls  are  you,  jjiat  thus  by  night 
Lurk  here  amongft  the  dead  ? 

Ero. 

Good  fbldier,  do  not  ftir  her; 
She's  weak,  and  quickly  feiz'd  with  fwooning  and  paflions*  and 
with  much  trouble  (hall  we  both  recall  her  fainting  fpirits. 

Five  days  thus  hath  (he  wafted ;  and  not  once  feafon'd  her 
palate  with  the  tafte  of  meat ;  her  powers  of  life  are  fpent ; 
and  what  remains  of  her  famiih'd  fpirit  ferves  not  to  breathe, 
but  figh. 

She  hath  exil'd  her  eyes  from  deep,  or  fight,  and  given 
them  wholly  up  to  ceafelefs  tears  over  that  ruthful  hearfe  of  her 
dear  fpoufe,  flain  by  Bandittos,  nobly-born  Lyfander. 

Lyfander* 

And  hopes  (he  with  thefe  heavy  notes  and  cries  to  call 
him  from  the  dead  ?  in  thefe  five  days  hath  (he  but  made  him 
itir  a  finger,  or  fetch  one  gafp  of  that  forfaken  life  (he  mourns  ? 
Come,  honour'd  miftrefs,  I  admire  your  virtues ; 
But  muft  reprove  this  vain  excefs  of  moan. 
Roufe  yourfelf,  lady,  and  look  up  from  death. 
Well  faid,  'tis  well ;  ftay  by  my  hand,  and  rife. 
This  face  hath  been  maintain'd  with  better  houfewifery. 

Cynthia* 

What  are  you  ? 

Lyfander. 
Lady,  I  am  ccntinel, 

N  a  Set 
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Set  in  this  hallowed  place,  to  Watch  and  guard, 
On  forfeit  of  my  life,  thefe  monuments 
From  rape,  and  fpoil  of  facrilegious  hands  ; 
And  fave  the  bodies,  that  without  you  fee, 
Of  crucified  offenders,  that  no  friends 
May  bear  them  hence  to  honoured  burial. 

Cynthia* 

Thou  feem'll  an  honeft  foldier ;  pray  thee  then 
Be  as  thou  feemeft ;  betake  thee  to  thy  charge! 
And  leave  this  place ;  add  not  affliction 
To  the  affliaed. 

Lfffandtr* 

You  mifname  the  children. 
For  what  you  term  affliction  now,  in  you 
Is  but  felt-humour;  voluntary  penance 
Impos'd  upon  yourielf :  and  you  lament 
As  did  the  Satyr  once,  that  ran  affrighted 
From  that  horn's  found  that  he  himfelf  had  winded. 
Which  humour  to  abate,  my  counfel  tending  your  term'd  at 

flicTion, 
What  I  for  phyfick  give,  you  take  for  poifbn. 
I  tell  you,  honour'd  miiireis,  thefe  ingredients 
Are  wholefome,  tho'  perhaps  they  feem  untoothfome. 

E.ro* 

This  foldier,  fure,  is  foine  decay'd  'pothecary. 

Lyfander. 

Dear  ghoft,  be  wife,  and  pity  your  fair  felft 
Thus  £y  yourfelf  unnaturally  afflicted : 
Chide  back  heart-breaking  groans,  clear  up  thofe  fcnops* 
Reftore  them  to  their  rirft  creation, 
Windows  for  light,  not  fluices  made  for  tears. 
Beat  not  the  fenfekfs  air  with  needlefs  cries, 
Baneful  to  lite,  and  bootlefs  to  the  dead. 
This  is  the  inn,  where  all  Deucalion's  race. 
Sooner  or  later,  mull  take  up  their  lodging; 
No  privilege  can  free  us  from  this  prifon ; 
No  tears,  no  prayers,  can  redeem  from  hence 
A  captiv'd  foul ;  make  ufe  of  what  you  fee: 
Let  this  affrighting  fpe&acle  of  death 
Teach  you  to  nounih  life. 

Ers* 
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'    Ere. 
Good ;  hear  him :  this  is  a  rare  foldier. 

Lg/ander. 
Say,  that  with  abftinence  you  fhould  imloofe 
The  knot  of  life ;  fuppofe>  that  in  this  tomb 
For  your  dear  fpoufe,  you  fhould  entomb  yourfelf 
A  living  corfe ;  fay,  that  before  your  hour, 
Without  due  fummons  from  the  fates,  you  fend 
Your  hafty  foul  to  hell ;  can  your  dear  fpoufe 
Take  notice  of  your  faith  and  conftancy  ? 
■Shall  your  dear  fpoufe  revive,  to  give  you  thanks  ? 

Cynthia. 
Idle  difcourfer! 

lyfander. 
No,  your  moans  are  idle. 
<xo  to,  I  fay ;  be  eounfefd ;  raife  yourfelf:  * 
Enjoy  the  fruits  of  life,  there's  viands  for  you 
Now ;  live  for  a  better  hufband.- 
No  !  will  you  none? 

Ero. 
For  love  of  cottrtefy,  good  miftrefs,  eat  $ 
Do  not  reject  fo  kind  and  fweet  an  offer. 
Who  knows  but  this  may  be  fome  Mercury 
Difguis'd,  and  lent  from  Juno  to  relieve  us? 
Did  ever  any  lend  unwilling  ears 
To  thofe  that  came  with  meffages  of  life  ? 

Cynthia* 
I  pray  thee  leave  thy.rhetorick. 

JEro. 
By  my  foul,  to  fpeak  plain  truth,  I  could  rather  wi(h  reem- 
ploy my  teeth  than  my  tongue,  fo  your  example  would  be 
my  warrant. 

Cynthia* 
Thou  haft  my  warrant. 

I-yfander* 
.Well  then,  eat,  my  wench  ; 
I-ct  obftinacy  ftarve. 
Fall  to. 

Ero. 
Perfuade  my  miftrefs  firft. 

N  3  Lyfander. 
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Lgfander* 
•Slight,  tell  me,  lady, 
Arc  you  refolv'd  to  die  ?  If  that  be  fo, 
Chufe  not  (for  Jhame)  a  bafe  and  beggar's  death  : 
Die  not  for  hunger :  like  a  Spartan  lady, 
Fall  valiantly  upon  a  fword,  or  drink 
A  noble  death,  expel  your  grief  with  poifon, 
There  'tis,  ieizc  it.— TufliT  you  dare  not  die. 
Come,  wench,  thou  had  not  loft  a  huiband ; 
Thou  (halt  eat ;  th'art  now  within 
The  place  where  I  command. 

Ero. 
I  proteft,  fir— — 

Lyfander. 
Well  faid  ;  eat,  and  protell :  or  I'll  proteft, 
And  do  thou  eat ;  thou  eat'ft  againft  thy  will, 
That's  it  thou  wouid'il  fay. 

fro. 
It  is. 

Iyfander. 
And  under  fuch  a  protection 
Thou  loft  thy  maiden- head. 
For  your  own  fake,  good  lady,  forget  this,  hufbandj 
Come,  you  are  now  become  a  happy  widow, 
A  bleflerinefs  that  many  would  be  glad  of. 
That  and  your  hu (band's  inventory  together 
Will  raife  you  up  hufbands  enow. 
What  think  you  of  me  ? 

Cynthia* 
Trifler !  purfue  this  wanton  theme  no  farther ; 
Left  (which  I  \voul4  be  loth)  your  fpeech  provoke 
Uncivil  language  from  me :  I  muft  tell  you, 
One  joint  of  him  \  loft,  was  mqch  more  worth 
Than  the  rack'd  value  of  thy  inure  body. 

J£ro. 
O,  I  know  what  joint  flie  means, 

hyfander. 
Well,  I  have  done. 
And  well  done,  frailty ;  profefs,  how  lik'ft  thou  it  ? 

Era. 
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Very  toothfome  ingredients  iurely,  fir, 
Want  but  forae  liquor  to  incorporate  them*  , 

Lyfandcr. 
There  'tis,  caroufe. 

Ero. 
I  humbly  thank  you,  fir. 

Lgfandcr. 
Hold,  pledge  me  now. 

Ero.  .    . 

*Tis  the  poifon,  fir,  '   .   .    ' 

That  preferves  life,  I  take  it.  [She  drinks. 

Lgfandtr. 
Do*  fo,  take  it. 

Ero. 
Sighing  has  made  me  fomething  (hort-winded. 
Til  pledge  y'at  twice. 

lyfander. 
'Tis  well  done  j  *3  do  me  right. 

Ero. 
I  pray,  fir,  have  you  been  a  'pothecary  ? 

Ly fancier. 
Marry  have  I,  wench ;  a  woman's  'pothecary. 

.      Ero. 
Have  you  good  ingredients  ? 
I  like  your  bottle  well.     Good  mifbefs,  tafte  it : 

%i  do  me  right]  T§doa  man  right,  or  to  do  him  reafin,  were  formerly 
the  ufual  expreffiont  in  pledging  healths.  He  who  drank  a  bumper,  ex- 
peded  a  bumper  fhould  be  drunk  to  his  foafi..  So,  in  The  Great  Duke  of 
Florence,  A.  4.  S.  2. : 

u  — —  here  is  wine  too 
"  As  good  as  e'er  was  tapp'd.    I'll  be  your  tafter, 
u  For  I  know  the  falhion-r-now  you  muft  do  me  right,  Sir, 
".  You  (hall,  qor  will,  nor  choofe." 
The  Unnatural  Combat,  A.  3.  S.  2. : 

"  Now  you  hare  done  her  right ;  if  there  be  any 
u  Worthy  to  fecond  this,  propofe  it  boldly, 
"  I  am  your  pledge." 
See  alfo  the  Notes  of  Mr.  Sceevens  and  Mr.  Malonc  to  the  S$cond  Part 
•f  &*X  Henry  IV.  A.  5.  S.  3. 
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\  Try  but  the  operation,  'twill  fetch  up 
The  rofes  in  your  cheeks  again.  "  '  . . 

Dr.  Verolie's  bottles'are  not  like  it :  '    ' 
There's  no  guaicum  here,  I  can  aftore  you. 

Igfander.  ■     •••••"* 

This  will  do  well  anon.      ■   ■  - 

Era* 

Now  fie  upon*t ! 

O  I  have  loft  my  tongue  in  this  fame  flmbo. 

The  fpring  or't  *s  fpoil'd,  methinks ;  it  goes  not  off         .    . 

With  the  old  twang.  •  ■ 

Ispfandtr*  l  . 

Well  faid,  wench,  oil  it  well ;  *twill  make  it  (lide  well* 

Ero. 

Ariftotle  fays,  fir,  in  his  Pofterionds 

hyfandcr* 

This  wench  is  learned  :  and  what  fays  toe  ? 

Ero, 

That  when  a  man  dies,  the  la  ft  thing  that  mores  is  his 

heart ;  in  a  woman,  her  tongue. 

JLyfanclr^ 

Right ;  and  adds  further,  that  you  women  are 

A  kind  of  fpimiers;  if  their  legs  be  plucfc'd  off, 

Yet  ftill  they'll  wag  them;  fo  will  you  your  tongues* 

With  what  an  eafy  change  does  this  fame  weaknefs 

Of  women  flip  from  one  extteam  t'-atrptber  \ 

All  thefe  attractions  take  no  hold  of  her; 

Xpviiot  to  take  refection  :  'trouft  not  be  thus. 

Well  faid,  wench ;  tickle  that  Helicon. 

But  Atall  we  quit  the  field  with  this  difgrace 

Given  to  our  oratory  ?  both.not  gain 

4    So  much  ground  pt;  ber  as  to  make  her  eat  ? 

Er*. 

Faith,  the  truth  is,  fir,  you  arc  no4  fit  organ 

For  this  bufinefs ; 

'Tis  quite  out  of  your  element : 

Let  us  alone,  (he'll  eat,  I  have  no  fear: 

A  .woman's  tongas. heft  fits  a  wotnanVear. 

Jove  never  did  employ  Mercury^ 

But  Iris,  for  his  meffcnger  to  Jimo. 

6  Lyfander. 
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Come,  let  me  kifs  thee,  wench;  wilt  undertake 
To  make  thy  miftrefs  eat  ? 

Era. 
It  (hall  go  hard,  fir, 
But  I  will  make  her  turn  fleft  and  blood, 
And  learn  to  live  as  other  mortals  do.      '  ' 

IjtfitTuler* 
WeH  fatd :  the  morning  haftes ;  next  night  aped  me. 

'      Era.  ' 

With  more  provision,  good  fir. 

Lyfandcr. 

Very  good!  Uri***fr 

Ero. 

And  bring  more  wine.  [Sbejbitts  ttp  the  tomK 

l.yfandcr. 

What  elfe  ?  (halt  have  enough. 
O  Cynthia,  heir  of  her  bright  purity, 
Whofe  name  thou  do'lt  inherit ;  thou  difdain'fl 
(Sever  M  frqm  all  concretion)  to  feed 
Upon  the  bafe  food  of  grofs  elements. 
Thou  all  art  foul ;  all  immortality. 
Thou  faft'ft  for  Ne£hr  and  AmVofia,  - 

Which,  till  thou  find'tl,  and  eatMr  above  the  flan. 
To  all  food  here  thou  bid'fl  cejeiri^l  wars.  ££ti& 

Cynthia,  Era;  tbt  ianti  opening* 

8»;  Jeft  «r  our  dampHh  fpirits,  almoft  ftitled  in  this  groif 
muddy  element.  . 

Cynthia. 

How  fweet  a  breads  the  calmaefs  of  the  night  inspires  the 
air  withal  S 

En. 

Well  faid!  now  y'are  yourfelf :  did  not  I  teJl  you  how* 
fweet  an  operation  the  foldier*a  bottle  had?  And  if  there  be 
fuch  virtue  in  the  bottle,  what  is  there  in  the  foldier?  Know, 
and  acknowledge  his  worth  when  he  comes,  in  any  ctfe» 
miitrds. 

Cjntbi<u 
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Cynthia. 
So,  maid! 

Ero* 
God's  my  patience !  did  you  look,  forfooth,  that  Juno  fhould 
have  fent  you  meat  from  her  own  trencher,  in  reward  of  your 
widow's  tears?  you  might  fit  and  figh  firft  till  your  heart* 
firings  broke,  %*  I'll  abk't. 

Cynthia. 
I  fear  me,  thy  lips  have  gone  fo  oft  to  the  bottle,  that  thy 
tongue-firings  are  come  broken  home. 

Ero. 
Faith,  the  truth  is,  my  tongue  hath  been  fo  long  tied  up, 
that  'tiscover'd  with  ruft,  and  I  rub  it  againft  my  palate,  as  we 
do  fufpeded  coins,  to  try  whether  it  be  current  or  no.  But 
now,  miftrefs,  for  an  upfhot  of  this  bottle ;  let's  have  one 
caroufe  to  the  good  fpeed  of  my  old  matter,  and  the  goodfpeed 
of  my  new. 

Cynthia* 
So,  damfel! 

Ero. 
You  mult  pledge  it,  here's  to  it.    Do  me  right,  I  pray, 

Cynthia* 
You  fay,  I  muft. 

Ero* 
, -Mufti  what  elfe? 
'    *  Cynthia* 

How  excellent  ill  this  humour  fuits  our  habit ! 

Ero* 
Go  to,  miftrefs,  do  not  think  but  you  and  I  ihajl  haje.  good 
fport  with  this  jeft,  when  we  are  in  private  at  home,.  1  would 
to  Venus  we  had  fome  honefi  fhift  or  other  to  get  off  withal ; 
for  I'll  no  more  on't;  Til  not  turn  falt-petre  in  this  vault  for 
never  a  man's  company  living;  much  lefs  for  a  woman's. 
Sure  I  am,  the  wonder's  over..;  and  'twas  only  for  that,  that  1 
endur'd  this ;  and  fo  o'my  confcience  did-  you*    Never  deny  it* 

Cynthia* 
Nay,  pr'ythee.  take  it  to  thee. 


*4  M  abk't]    See  p.  164. 
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Enter  Lyfander. 

Hark !  I  hear  fomc  footing  near  us. 

Ero. 
God's  roe !  'tis  the  foldier,  miftrefs :  by  Venus,  if  you  fall  to 
your  late  *5  black  San&us  again,  I'll  difcorer  you. 

lyfander. 
What's  here?  The  maid  hath  certainly  prevail'd  with  her: 
methinks  thofe  clouds  that  laft  night  cover'd  her  looks  are  now 
difpers'd :  I'll  try  this  farther — Save  you,  lady. 

Ero. 
Honourable  foldier!  y'are  welcome:  pleafe  you  ftep  in, 

fir?  •' 

lyfander. 
With  all  my  heart,  fweet  heart :  by  your  patietice,  lady.. 
Why,  this  bears  fome  ftiape  of  life  yet*    Dam  lei,  thou'ft  per- 
form*d  a  fervice  of  high  redeeming,  which  cannot  perith- un- 
rewarded. 

Ero. 
Faith,  fir,  you  are  in  the  way  to  do  it  once,  if  you  have 
the  heart  to  hold  on.  ' 

*5  black  San&ui]  This  exprelEon  occurs  likewife  in  the  old  Morality 
of  All  for  Money y  by  T.  L upton,  1578: 

"  I  will  make  him  fing  the  black  Sanfiu^  I  hold  you  a  groat.** 

The  Black  Sanffus  was  a  Hymn  to  Saunte  Satan,  written  in  ridicule  of 
monkifh  luxury.  The  curious  reader  will  find  it  publiihed,  though  with 
great  inaccuracy,  in  the  Nugaf  Antique,  and  in  Sir  John  Harrington's 
Mttmmotpbofisof  Ajax,  1596.         S. 

It  is  alfo  mentioned  in  The  Mad  Lover,  A.  4.  S.  1. : 
"  Ler/i  fing  him  a  black  /otitis  ;  then  let's  all  howl 
f '  In  our  own  beaftly  voices." 

The  Wildgoofe  Chafe,  A.  4.  S.  3.  ; 

"  P'you  think  my  heart  is  foften'd  with  m  black  fatttis."  "' 

Rowley's  Search  for  money,  p.  5.  "  —  at  the  entrie  wee  heare  a  con- 
"  fufed  noife  like  a  blacks  Jantfus,  or  a  houfe  haunted  with  fpirits,  fuch 
"  hollowing,  (houring,  dauncing,  and  clinking  of  pots,  that  fure  now  we 
«  fuppofed,  &c." 

Tarlttris  News  out  of  Purgatory,  p.  ^.  "And  upon  this  there  was  a 
"  generall  mourning  through  all  Rome,  the  Cardinals  wept,  the  Abbots 
"  howled,  the  Monks  rored,  the  Friers  cried,  the  Nuns  puled,  the 
11  Curtezans  lamented,  the  bels  rang,  and  the  tapers  were  lighted,  that 
"  fuch  a  black  SancJui  was  not  feene  a  long  time  afore  in  Rome." 

Cynthia. 


rx»v 


J\ 


**fif  THE   WIDOW'S   TEARS. 

Cynthia. 
Your  bottle  has  poi&ned  this  wench,  fir. 

Lyfandtr. 
t     A  wholefome  poifori  iris,  lady,  if  I  may  be  judge ;  of  which 
fort  here  is  one  better  bottle  more. 

Wine  is  ordained  to  raifefuch  hearts  asfitik  ; 
Wbmn  <upcfuljtars  diftcmper,  let  him  drink. 
J  am  moft  glad  I  have  been  fome  mean  to  thi$  part  of  your 
recovery,  and  wiU  drink  to  the  reft  or  it. 

Ero. 
Go  to,  mifireif,  pray  fimper  no  more ;  pledge  the  man  of 
war  here. 

Cynthia. 
Come,  y'are  loo  rude. 

Erg. 
Good. 

Ig/andcr. 
"Good  fboth,  lady,  yVe  honour'd  in  her  fcrvice ;  I  would 
/lave  you  live,  anaihe  would  have  you  live  freely*  without 
which  lire  is  but  death.     To  live  freely  is  to  feaft  our  ap- 
petites freely,  without  which  humans  are  ilones ;  to  the  fatif- 
ia&ion  whereof  I  drink,  lady. 

Cynthia.  . 

m  pledge  you,  fir. 

Erg. 
Said  Eke  a  roiilrefa,  and  the  miftrefs  of  yourielf !  pledge 
him  in  love  too :  I  fee  he  loves  you.    She's  filent,  (he  con- 
sents, fir. 

Lyjandrr. 
O  happy  liars !  and  now,  pardon,  lady;  methinks  thefe  are 
all  of  a  piece. 

Er». 
Nay,  if  you  kifs  all  of  a  piece,  we  (hall  ne'er  have  done— • 
Well,  it  was  well  offend,  and  as  well  taken. 

-Cynthia* 
.Jf  the  world  fliould  fee  this! 

Lyfandcr. 
The  world !  mould  one  fo  rare  as  yourfelf  refpecl:  the  vul- 
var world  ? 

Cynthia* 


VT --->■■- 


THE   ^IDO;W'S   TEA»%  <9j 

Cjntbia* 
The  praifc  I  have  had  1  would  coatiwe, 

Igfantkr. 
What,  of  (he  vulgar  ?  who  bate*  oat  the  vulvar,  defect* 
not  love  of  the  virtuous.    And  to  afieft  praiJe  at  that  we  do*, 
fpife,  how  ridiculous  it  is ! 

Comfortable  doclrine,  rniftrefs,  edify,  edify, 
Methinks  even  thus  it  was  when  Dido 
And  iEneas  met  in  the  cave :  and  heark9 
Rethinks  I  hear  forae  of  the  hunters.  [Sbejbuts  tbt  tmA. 


ACTUS    V.       SC  EN  E    I 

Enter  Thartalio,  Lycus* 

I&ats. 
>*"!"*  I S  fuch  an  obftinacy  in  you,  fir, 

-*■    As  never  was  conceited,  to  run  on . 
With  an  opinion  againlt  all  the  world, 
And  what  your  eyes  may  witnds  :  to  adventure 
The  famiftiment  tor  grief  of  fuch  a  woman, 
As  all  mens  merits  met  in  any  one 
Could  not  deferve. 

Jbarfalio* 
I  mud  confefs  it,  Lycus ; 
We'll  therefore  now  prevent  it,  if  we  may, 
And  that  our  curious  trial  hath  not  dwelt 
Too  long  on  this  unnectrffary  haunt, 
Grief,  and  ail  want  of  food,  not  having  wrought 
Too  mortally  on  her  divine  difpofure. 

Lycus. 
I  fear  they  have,  and  (lie  is  pail  our  cure. 

T/jar/aJto. 
I  mud  confefs,  with  fear  and  fharoe,  as  much* 

Lycxj. 
And  that  (he  will  not  truft  in  any  thing 
What  you  perfuade  her  to.  ' 


TbarCaliK 
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Thar/olio. 
Then  thou  fhalt  hafte, 
And  call  my  brother  from  -his  fecret  (hroud,  , 

Whfcre  he  appointed  thee  to  come,  and  tell  him 
How  all  things  have  fucceeded* 

Iycus. 
'This  is  well. 
If  (as  I  fay)  the  ill  be  not  fo  grown, 
That  all  help  is  denied  her.    But  I  fear 
The  matchlefs  dame  is  famifti'd.    [Tharfalio  boh  into  the  fomh 

Tbarjalio. 
*Sligbt,  whofe  here? 
A  foidier  with  my  lifter  ?  wipe,  wipe,  fee-* 
Kining,  by  Jove  1  me*  as  I  lay,  'tis  (he* 

What,  is  (he  well,  fir  f    , 

Tbarfalio* 
O  no,  (he  is  famim'd  ; 
She's  paft  our  comfort,  die  lies  drawing  on* 
'  Lycus.     . 

The  Gods  forbid ! 

Tharfalio* 
Look  thou,  (he's  drawing  on. 
How  fay'ft  thou? 

Lycus. 
Drawing  on  ?  illuftrious  witchcrafts ! 

Tbarfalio* 
Lies  (he  not  drawing  on  ? 

Lycus. 
She  draws  on  fairly. 
Our  filler,  fir !  this  (he  ?  can  this  be  (he  ? 

Tbarfalio* 
She,  (he,  (he,  and  none  but  (be.  [He  dances  and  fings* 

She,  only  queen  of  love  and  chaftity. 
O  chaiUty  !  this  women  be. 

Lycus, 
'Slight,  'tis  prodigious. 

Tbarfalio* 
Horfe,  horfe,  horfe!. 
Four  chariot-horfes  of  the  Thracian  breed, 

Come 
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Come  bring  me,  brother,    O  the  happieft  evening! 
That  ever  drew  her  veil  before  the  fun! 
Whois't?  can'fttell? 

Lycus. 

The  foldier,  fir,  that  watches 
The  bodies  crucified  in  this  hallow'd  place; 
Of  which  to,  lofe  one,  at  is  death  to  him ;  * '' 

And  yet  the  luftful  knave  is  at  his  vcnery, 
While  one  might  (teal  one* 

Tbarfalio. 

What  a  Have  was  I,  *j 

That  held  not  out  my  wind's  ftrength  conftantly, 
That  (he  would  prove  thus  ?  O  incredible ! 
A  poor  eightpenny  foldier  I  She  that  lately 
Was  at  fuch  height  of  interjection, 
Scoop  now  to  fuch  a  bale  conjunction ! 
By  heaven  I  wonder,  now  I  fee't  in  aft, 
My  brain  could  ever  dream  of  fuch  a  thought. 
And  yet  'tis  true :  Rare !  peerlefs !  is'c  not,  Lycus  ? 

Lycus. 

I  know  not  what  it  is,  nor  what  to  fay, 

Tharfalio. 

O  had  I  held  out  (villain  that  I  was) 
My  blefled  confidence  but  one  minute  longer, 
1  ftiould  have  been  eterniz'd.    God's  my  fortune ! 
What  an  unfpeakable  fweet  fight  it  is ! 
0  eyes,  I'll  facrifice  to  your  dear  fenfe, 
And  confecrate  a  fane  to  Confidence. 
,  Lycus. 

But  this  you  muft  at  no  hand  tell  your  brother, 
'Twill  make  him  mad ;  for  he  that  was  before 
So  fcourg'd  but  only  with  bare  jealoufy, 
What  wou'd  he  be  if  he  fhould  come  to  know  it  ? 

Tharfalio.. 

He  would  be  left  mad ;  for  your  only  way 
To  clear  his  jealoufy,  is  to  let  him  know  it. 
VVhen  knowledge  comes,  fuipicion  vanifhes. 
The  fun-beams  breaking  for,th,  fwallow  the  mifts.   • 
But  as  for  yon,  fir  gallant,  howfoever*., 
Your  banquet  feems  fweet  in  yoMr  liquoriih  palate, 

It 
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It  (hall  be  fwh  to  turn  gall  in  your*  mtfw  * 
Thy  hand  a  little,  Lycus,  here  without* 

Lycus. 

To  what  ? 

norfafo. 

No  booty  ferve  you,  fir  Sokfado, 
Bat  my  poor  fitter  ?   Come,  lend  me  thy  (boulder, 
1*11  climb  the  crofs ;  it  wilt  be  fuch  a  cooler 
To  my  venerean  gentleman's  hot  liver, 
When  he  (hall  find  one  of  his  crucified  bodies 
Stoi'n  down,  and  he  to  be  forthwith  made  faft 
In  place  thereof,  for  the  fign 
Of  the  loft  centinel.    Come,  glorify 
Firm  Confidence  in  great  inconltancy. 
And  this  believe  (for  all-prov'd  knowledge  (wears) 
He  that  believes  in  error,  never  errs*  ^  [Exma* 

The  tmnk  opens,  Lyfander,  Cynthia!  Ero* 

LxfantLr* 
*Tis  late ;  I  muft  away. 

Cynthia* 
Not  yer,  fweet  love ! 

LyfanJer* 
Tempt  not  my  (lay,  Ms  dangerous.     The  law  is  flricr,  and 
not  to  be  difpens'd  with;    if  any   centinei  be  too  late  in's 
watch,  or  that  by  his  neglect  one  of  the  crucified  bodies 
(hould  be  Jiol'n  from  the  crofs,  his  life  buys  it.  v 

Cynthia, 
A  little  day  will  not  endanger  them. 
The  day's  proclaimer  has  not  yet  given  warning, 
The  cock  yet  has  not  beat  his  third  alarm. 

L\jkmkr. 
What,  (haHwe  ever  dwell  here  amongft  th' Antipodes  ?  Shall 
I  not  enjoy  the  honour  of  my  fortune  in  publick,  (it  in  Lyfan- 
der*s  chair,  reign  in  his  wealth  ? 

Cynthia. 
Thou  (halt,  thou  (hah ;  though  my  love  to  thee 
Hath  prov'd  thus  Hidden,  and  for  hade  leapt  over 
The- compliment  of  Wooing;     yet  only    lor   the    world's 
opinion"  *  ■ 

JL'jander* 
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Lyfander. 
Mark  that  again* 

Cynthia. 
I  mult  maintain  a  form  in  parting  hence. 

Lyfander. 
Out  upon't  J— Opinion,  the  blind  goddefe  of  fool?,  foe  to 
the  virtuous,  and  only  friend  to  undeferving  perfont,  contemn 
it.  Thou  know'ft  thou  hail  done  virtuoufly;  thou  haft; 
ftrangely  forrow'd  for  thy  hufband,  follow'd  him  to  death,  far- 
ther thou  could'ft  not,  thou  had  buried  thyielf  quick.— (O  that 
it  were  true !) — fpent  more  tears  over  his  carcafs  than  would 
ferve  a  whole  city  of  fad  dell  widows  in  a  plague  time,  befides 
fighings  and  fwoonings  npt  to  be  credited* 

Cynthia. 
True ;  but  thofe  compliments  might  have  their  time,  for 
falhion  fake.  ' 

lyfander. 
Right,  opinion  and  fafhion  !    'Sfoot,  what  call  you  time  ? 
thou  haft  wept  thefe  four  whole  day*. 

Ero. 
Nay,  byV  lady,  almoft  five, 

lyfander. 
Look  you  there,  near  upon  five  whole  days !     . 

Cynthia. 
Well  go  and  fee;  Return,  we'll  go  homo* 

[Exeunt  Cynthia  anj  Ero* 
lyfander* 
Hell  be  thy  home,  huge  monfters  damn  ye  and  your  whojft 
creation !  O  ye  Gods,  in  the  height  of  her  mourning,  in  a 
tomb,  within  fight  oP To  many  deaths !  her  hu&and's  belirod* 
body  in  her  eye;  he  dead  a  few  days  before:  this  mirrottf of 
nuptial  chaftity,  this  votrefs  of  widow  constancy,  tp  change  her 
faith,  exchange  kiffes,  embraces,  with  a  ifaranger;  and  but  my 
fliame  witbiiood,  to  give  the  utrabft  earned  of  her  love  to  an 
eightpenny  centinel ;  in  effect,  to  proftirute  herfelf  upon  her 
hufband's  coffin !  Lull,  impiety*  hell,  womanhood  itfelf ;  add, 
if  you  can,  one  ftep  to  this. 

Enter  Captain,  with  two  or  three  Soldiers*  , 

Caftain. 
One  of  the  crucified  bodies  taken  down  r 
Vol.  VI,  O  I^fanJkr^ 


*io  THE  WIDOW'S   TEARS; 

LgfancUr* 
Enough*  [Slinks  away* 

Captain. 
And  the  centiael  not  to  be  heard  of? 

Firjl  Soldier. 

Not  fir.  . 

Captain. 
Make  out ;  hafte,  fearch  about  for  him ;  does  none  of  you 
know  him,  nor  his  name  ? 

Second  Soldier. 
He*s  but  a  Granger  here  of  four  day's  (landing ;  and  we 
never  let  eye  on  him  but  at  fetting  the  watch. 

Captain. 
9  For  whom    ferves  he  ?    you  look   well  to  your  watch, 
mailers. 

Firft  Soldier. 
For  fignior  Stratio ;  and  whence  he  is  'tis  ignorant  to  us ; 
we  are  not  correfpbndent  for  any  but'  our  own  places. 

Captain. 
Y'are  eloquent.    Abroad  1  fay,  let  me  have  him.     [Exeunt. 
This  negligence  will  by  the  governor  be  wholly  ca-ft  on  me; 
he  hereby  will  fuggeft  to  the  viceroy,  that  the  city-guards  are 
very  carelefsly  attended.     He  loves  me  not,  I  know,  becaufe  of 
late  I  knew  him  but  of  mean  condition  5  but  now  by  for- 
tune's injudicious  hand,  guided  by  bribing  courtiers,  he  is 
raisM  to  this  high  (eat  of  honour ;  nor  blufhes  he  to  lee  him* 
felfadvanc'd  over  the  heads  of  ten  times  higher  worths,  but 
takes  it  all,  forfooth,  to  his  merits,  and  looks  (as  all  upftarrs 
do)  for  moit  huge  obfervance.     Well,  my  mind  muft  (loop  to 
his  high  place,  and  learn  within  itfelf  to  fever  him  from  that, 
and  to  adore  Authority  the  Goddefs,  however  born  by  an  un- 
worthy bead ;  and  let  the  beaft's  dull  apprehenfion  take  the  ho- 
nour done  to  Ifis  done  to  himfelf.    I  mull  fit  faft,  and  be  fure 
to  give  no  hold  to  thefe  fault- hunting  enemies.  [Exit. 

[Tomb  opens ,  and Ly lander  within  lies  along. 
Cynthia  and  Ero. 
Ly  fonder. 
Fray  thee  difturb  me  not  ;>  put  out  the  lights. 

Ero. 
Faith  I'll  take  a  nap  again. 

5  Cynthia. 
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Cynthia, 
Thou  (halt  not  reft  before  I  be  refolved 
What  happy  wind  hath  driven  thee  back  to  harbour: 
Was  it  my  love?      »  •       •  ,.,.,;, 

Iy/antkr,  v 

No. 

Cynthia*  r 

Yet  fay  (6  (fweet)  that  with  the  thought  thereof 
I  may  enjoy  all  that  I  wi(h  on  earth. 

Lyfander*  » . 

I  am  fought  for.     A  crueified  body  is  ftol'n  while  J 
I  loirerM  here ;  and  I  muft  die  for't. 

Cynthia*  „ 

Die?  all  the  Gods  forbid!  O  this  affright 
Torments  me  ten  parts  more  than  the  fad  lofs 
Of  my  dear  hufband. 

Lyfandh. 
Damnation  !  1  believe  thee. 

Cynthia* 
Yet  hear  a  woman's  wit ; 
Take  counfel  of  necemjy  and  it* 

I  have  a  body  here,  which  once  I  lovM  , 

And  hOnour'd  above  all  j  but  that  time's  pad-— 

Lyjander. 
It  is  ;  revenge  it  heaven. 

Cynthia, 
That  (hall  fupply  at  fo  extreme  a  need 
The  vacant  gibbet. 

Lyfander. 
Cancro !   What,,  thy  hulband's  body  ?  - 

Cynthia, 
What  hurt  is*t,  being  dead,  it  faves  the  living? 

Lyfander, 

0  heart  hold  in,  check  thy  rebellious  motion ! 

Cynthia, 
Vex  not  thyfelf,  dear  love,  nor  ufe  delay. 
Tempt  not  this  danger,  fet  thy  hands  to  work. 

Lyfander* 

1  cannot  do't ;  my  heart  will  nor  per  nit 
My  hands  to  execute  a  fecond  murder : 

O  2  The 
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The  truth  U,  I  am  he  that  flew  thy  hufband. 

Cytttbia. 
The  Godt  forbid  I 

Lyfatdtr. 
It  was  this  hand  that  bath'd  my  reeking  fword 
In  his  life  blood,  while  he  cry'd  out  for  mercy ; 
Bat  I  remorfelefs,  a6  paunch'd  him.  cut  his  throat, 
He  with  his  lad  breath  crying  Cynthia. 

Cynphia. 
O  thou  haft  told  me  news  that  cleaves  my  heart  J 
Would  I  had  never  feen  thee,  or  heard  fooner 
.  This  bloody  ftory  I— yet  fee,  note  my  truth, 
Yet  I  mult  love  thee. 

Lj/andtr, 
Out  upon  thee,  monfter ! 
Go,  tell  the  governor ;  let  me  be  brought 
To  die  for  that  moft  famous  villainy ; 
Not  for  this  *7  micbing  bafe  tranfgreffion  i 

Of  truant  negligence. 

Cynthia. 
<I  cannot  do't.  » 

Love  mud  falve  any  murder :  HI  be  judge 
Of  thee,  dear  love ;  and  thefe  (hall  be  thy  pains, 
Inftead  of  iron,  to  fuffer  thefe  foft  chains. 

Lyjatukr* 
O  I  am  infinitely  oblig'd ! 

»*  paunch9  d  hlm\    To  paunch  is  to  pierce  or  rip  the  belly.    S%  in 
The  Jcmpe/i,  A.  3.  S.  2. : 

"         ^    or  with  a  log 
"  Batter  his  ftull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  ftake, 
*  Or  cut  his  wezand  with  thy  knife." 
*7  in'tching]    Minfhieo  explains  u  to  Micbe,  fecretly  to  hide  himfelfe 
**  out  of  the  way,  as  truants  doe  from  fchoole."    So,  in  Deleter's  Won- 
derfull  Teare,  1603 :   "  —  yet  went  they  moft  bitterly  ntfching,  and  rxwfr 
"  fled  up  and  downe,  &e." 

Euphucj  and  bis  England \  158X9  p.  29.    "  What  made  the  Gods  fo  often 
u  to  trewant  from  heaven,  and  mkh  htere  on  earth  but  beautie." 
/  See  alfo  the  Notes  of  Dr.  Warburton,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Steevens, 
to  the  Firfi  Pari  of  King  Utnry  IV.  A.  a.  S.  4.  and  of  Mr.Warton  to 
MwaJa,  A*  3.  &  a. 

Cyntbi 
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Cynthia* 
Arife,  I  fay,  thou  faver-  of  my  life, 
Do  not  with  vain  affrighting  confcience 
Betray  a  life  that  is  not  thine,  but  mine: 
Rife  and  prefcrve  it.  . 

ly fonder. 
Ha!  thy huftanto  body? 
Hang*t  up  you  fay,  inftead  of  that  that's  ftol'n; 
Yet  I  his  murderer — is  that  your  meaning  ? 

'Cynthia* 
It  is,  my  fovc. 

I&fander, 
Thy  love  amazes  me ; 
The  point  is.  how  we  (hall  get  it  thither. 
Ha  ?  tie  a  halter  about's  neck,  arid  drag  him  to  the  gallows  ; 
fliall  I,  my  love? 

•  \      Cynthia*. 
So  you  may  do,  indeed ; 
Or  if  your  own  ftrength  will  not  ferve,  we'll  add 
Our  hands  to  yours,  and  bear  him  to  the  place ; 
For  heaven's  love,  come ;  the  night  goes  off  apace* 

lyjanaer. 
All  the  infernal  plagues  dwell  in  thy  foul !  [<<$&•% 

111  fetch  a  crow  of  irdn  to  break  the  coffin* 

Cynthia* 
Do,  love ;  be  fpeedy. 

\LyJanJcr. 
As  I  wilh  thy  damnation.  [Shuts  the  tomk 

O  I  could  tear  myfelf  into  atoms ;  off  with  this  antick;  the 
Jhirt  that  Hercules  wore  for  his  wife  was  hot  more  baneful. 
Is't  poffible  there  mould  be  fuch  a  latitude  in  the  fphere  of 
this  fex,  to  entertain  fuch  an  extenfion  of  miichief,  and  not 
turri  devil  ?  Whrit  is  a  wdmdn  r  what  are  the  worft,  when  the 
beft  are  fo  paft  naming  ?  As  men  like  this,  let  them  try  their 
wives  again;  put  \vdmen  to  the.teft,  dlfcover  them,  paint 
them ;  paint  them  ten  parts  more  than  they  do  themfelves, 
rather  than  look  on  therrt  as  they  are;  their  wits  are  but. 
painted  that  diflike  their  painting.  Thou  foolifli  thirfter  after 
idle  fecrets  and  ills  abroad,  look  home,  and  ftore  and  choak 
thee  i  t&ere,ftick8  an  AchelotiV  horn,  of  all  copia  enough ; 

O  3  A* 
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kAs  much  as**8  Alizon  of  ftrcams  receives. 
Or  lofty  Ida  (hows  of  (hady  leaves. 

Enter  TharfaliQ. 

Who's  .that? 

ttarfili*. 
I  wonder  Lycus  fails  me ;  nor  caa  I  hear  what's  become 
of  him.    He  would  not  certain  ride  to  Dipolis  to  call  my  brpr 
ther  back,  without  my  knowledge.  '   % 

Lyf under. 
My  brother's  voice!    what  makes  he  here  about  fo  un- 
timely ?  I'll  flip  him.  ,  \JS  &oinSi 

Ybdrfalio* 
Who  goes  there  ? 

Lyjandcr, 
<• ?  A  friend. 

Y}?arfatip* 
Dear  friend,  let's  know  you.    A  friffnd  leaft  look'd  for,  but 
mdll  welcome,  a,nd  with  many  a  long  look  expe&ed  here. 
^Vhat,  fir,  unboored  T  have  you  been  long  arriv'd  ? 

Igfander. 
Not  long ;  fome  two  hours  before  night. 

Tbarfalio. 
•  Well,  brother,  y'have  the  moll  rare,  admirable,  unmatch? 
able  wife,  that  ever  fuffer'd  for  the  fin  of  a  hufband.  I  can- 
not blame  your  confidence  indeed  now,  it  is  built  on  fnch  in- 
fallible ground :  Lycus,  I  think,  is  gone  to  call  you  to  the 
'  refcue  of  her  ljfe ;  why  (he !  O  incomprehenfible  1 — 

.  Ig/ander, 

I  have  heard  all  related"  fince  my  arrival ;  we'll  meet  to- 
morrow. 

7%ar/a!iof 
What  ha0e,  brother  ?   But  was  it  related  with  whaf  intolera- 
ble pains  T  and  my  miftrefs,  her  other  friends,  matrons  and 
magiitrates,  laboured  her  idiverfion  from  that  courie  i 

18  As  much  as  Alizon  offircams  receives}  Th<?  AJifi  is  a  Rirer  of 
Germany.  Or  perhaps  the  Author  means  the  Hafys>  another  ariiicg  out 
iff  Mount  Tanrit,  and  discharging  itfelf  into  the  Euxine  Sea.    S. 

%    Ljfander* 
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Lyfander* 

Yes,  yes. 

Tbar/afio. 
•  What  ftreams  of  tears  (he  pour'd  out  ?  what  treffes  of  her 
hair  (he  tore,  and  offered  on  )  our  fuppofed  hearfe  I 

Lyfander,. 
I  have  heard  all* 

Thar folio. 
-  But  above  all,  how  fince  that  time  her  eyes  never  harbour'd 
wink  of  (lumber  thefe  fix  days;  no,  nor  tailed  the  leaft  dram 
of  any  fuftenance  ? 

Ljfander* 
How  is  that  aflqred  ? 

Tbarfalio. 
Not  a  fcruple. 

Lyfander. 
'  Are  you  fure  there  came  no  foldier  to  her,  nor  brought  her 
victuals  ? 

Tharfalio* 
Soldier !  what  foldier  ? 

lyfander.  ' 

Why,  fome  foldier  of  the  watch,  that  attends  the  executed 
bodies— •» Well,  broiher?  I  am  in  hafte,  to-morrow  (hall  fupply 
this  night's  defecVof  conference.     Adieu.      '[Exit  Lyfander. 

1 bar  folio* 
A  foldier  of  the  watch  bring  her  viftuals  ?  Gfo  to,  brother, 
I  have  you  in  the  wind ;  he's  unharnefs'd  of  all  hjs  travelling 
accoutrements':  1  came  directly  from's  houfe,  no  word  of  him 
there  ;  he  knows  the  whole  relation ;  he's  pallibnate ;  all  col- 
lections fpeak  he  was  the  foldier.  What  (houjcj  be  the  riddle 
of  this,  that  he  is  ftol'n  hither  into  a  foldier's  difguife  ?  he 
ihould  have  ftaid  at  Dipolis  to  receive  news  from  us.  Whether 
h'e  fufpedted  our  relation,  or  had  not  patience  to  expect  it,  or  : 
whether  that  furious,  frantick,  capricious  devil  jealoufy,  Hath 
toft  him  hither  on  his  horns,  J  cannot  conjecture;  bi^t  the 
cafe  is  clear,  he's  the  foldier.— -Sailer,  look  to  vour  fame,'  your 
chaftity's  uncovered.  Aix  they  here  (till  ?  here,  believe  it, 
both  moft  wo  fully  weepi  rig  over  the  bottle.*  [IJe  knocks* 

Ero. 
•  Who's  there  ? 

O  4  ttar/alio. 
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Tbarfalio* 
Tharfalio,  open* 

Ero. 
Alas!  fir,  'tis  no  boot  to  vex  your  filler  and  yourfelf; 
.(he  is  defperate,  and  will  not  hear  perfuafion;   (he  is  very 
weak. 

Tbarfalio. 
Here's  a  true-bred  chamber-maid.— Alas  !  I  am  fbrry  for't ; 
I  have  brought  her  meat  and  Candian  wine  to  flrengthen  Bet* 

Ero. 
O.tne  very  naming  on't  will  drive  her  into  a  fwoon ;  good 
fir,  forbear. 

Tharfalio. 
Yet  open,  fweet,  that  I  may  blefs  mine  eves  with  fight  of 
her  fair  flirine ;  and  of  thy  fweeteft  felf  (her  famous  pandrefs) ; 
open,  I  fay.  Sifter,  you  hear  me  well ;  paint  not  your  tomb 
without ;  we  know  too  well  what  rotten  carcailes  are  lodg'd 
within;  open,  I  fa}*.  [Ero  opens,  and  be  fees  her  bead laid  on 
tbe  coffin^  &c]  Sifter,  1  have  brought  you  tidings  to  wake  you 
out  of  this  ileeping  mummery. 

Ero. 
Alas !  (he's  faint,  and  fpeech  is  painful  to  her* 

Tharfalio. 
Well  fkld,  frubber ;  was  there  no  foldier  here  lately  i 

Ero. 
A  foldier !  when  ? 

Tharfalio. 
This  night,  lad  night,  t'other  night ;  and  I  know  not  how 
rriary  nights  and  days, 

Cynthia* 
Who's  Acre? 

Your  brother,  iniflrefs,  that  aiks  if  there  were  not  a  foldier 
Icre? 

Cynthia. 
Here  was  no  foldier. 

JSro* 
Yes,  miftrefs,  I  think  here  was  fuch  a  one,  tho'you  took  no 
heed  of  him. 

TharfoUo. 
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TbarfaUo. 
Go  to,  fifter ;  did  not  you  join  kifles,  embrace*,  fend  plight 
indeed  with  him,  the  utmoft  pledge  of  nuptial  love  with  him  ? 
Deny't,  deny't ;  but  firft  hear  me  a  ftort  ftdry.  The  foldier 
was  your  difguis'd  hufband,  difpute  it  not;  That  you  fee  yonder, 
is  but  a  (hadow,  an  empty  cheft,  containing  nothing  but  air. 
Stand  not  to  gaze  at  it ;  'tis  true.  This  was  a  project  of  his 
own  contriving,  to  put  your  loyalty  and  conftant  vows  to  the 
ted  ;  y'are  warn'd,  be  arm'd;  [Exit* 

Ero. 
O  fie  o'  thefe  perils  I 

Cynthia* 
O  Ero  !  we  are  undone. 

Ero. 
Nay,  you'd  ne'er  be  warn'd ;  I  ever  wUh'd  you  td  wtBrfiahd 
the  pufh  of  that  foldier's  pike,  and  not  enter  him  too  deep 
into  your  bofom,  but  to  keep  facred  your  widow's  vows  made 

to  Lyfander. 

Cynthia. 

Thou  did'ft,  thou  did'ft. 

Ero.  %  ... 

Now  you  may  fee  th' event-  Well,  our  fafety  lie*  tn  our 
fpeed;  he'll  do  us  mi  (chief*  if  we  prevent  not  his  coming. 
Let's  to  your  mother's,*  and  there  call  out  your  mightieft 
friends  to  guard  you  from  his  fury.  Let  them  begin  th« 
quarrel  with  him  for  pradifing  this  villainy  on, your  Hex  to 
intrap  your  frailties. 

Qrttkia. 

Nay  I  refolve  to  fit  out  one  brunt  more ;  to  try  to  wfcat  aim 
he'll  enforce  his  project ;  were  he  fome  other  man,  unknown, 
to  me,  his  violence  might  awe  me ;  but  knowing  him  as  I  do* 
1  fear  him  not.  Do  thou  but  found  me,  thy  focngth  and 
rhine  (hail  mailer  his  bed  force,  if  he  fhould  prove  outrageous* 
Defpair,  they  fay,  makes  cowards  turn  courageous.  Shut  up 
the  tomb.  [Sbejhuts  the  tomL 

Enter  one  of  the  Soldiers  Jent  okt  before  tofetk  the  Centtne!. 

Firft  SoMier. 
All  pains  art  loft  in  hunting  out  this  foldier ;  nis  fear  (add- 

ing 
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ng  wings  t>  nis  heel-)  out-goes  us  as  far  as  the  freih  hare  the 
tir'd  hounds.— Who  goes  there  ?  v 

Enter  Second  Soldier  another  ivay, 

,  Second  Soldier, 

.  A  friend. 

F'rft  Soldier, 

Ot-  your  fuccefs  and  mine  touching  this  centinel,  tells,  I 
fuppofe,  one  tale ;  he's  far  enough  I  undertake,  by  this  time. 

Second  Soldier \ 

I  blame  him  not :  the  law's  fevere,  (thof  juft,  and  cannot  be 
difpens'd). 

Fiji  Soldier. 

Why  mould  the  laws  or  Paphos,  with  more  rigour  than 
bther  city  laws,  purfue  offenders  ?  that,  not  appeas'd  with  their 
lives  forfeit,  exact  a  juftiee  of  them  after  deaih  ?  And  if  a 
{oldie  r  in  his  watch  for  foot  h  lofe  one  "of  the  dead  bodies,  he 
muft  die  for't :  it  feems  the  (late  needed  no  loldiers  when  that 
was  made  a  law. 

Second  Soldier. 

So  we  may  chide  the  fire  for  burning  us;  or  fay  the  bee's 
not  good  becaufe  flie  Itings :  'ti9  not  the  body  the  law  refpects, 
but  the  (bldier's  neglect,  when  the  watch  (the  guard  and  fafety 
of  the  city)  is  left •  abandoned  to  aH  hazards.  But  let  him  go  ; 
and  tell  me  if  your  neu  %^  frrt  with  mine,  for  Lycus  is  ap- 
prehended, they  fay,  about  Lender's  murder. ' 

Firfl  Soldier.  •     • 

*Tis  true;  he's  at  the  captain's  lodge  uqder  guard,  and  'fis 
my  cbargein  the  morning  to  unclo'e  the  leaden  coffin,  and 
difcoverithe  body ;  the  captain  will  aiTay  »  an  old  conclusion 
often  approved ;  thaf  at  the-mtfrdeYer's  fight  the  blood  revives 
again,  and  boils  afreftr;  and  every  wound  has  a1  condemning 
voice  to  cry  out  guilty  'gainft  *he  murderer; 

•'•  ;     r-  •         ./..-.<:     Second 

%9  fort]  i.  e.  agree. 

3°  an  old  conclufon  often  ag£t*y'<£;  that  at  the  murderer's  Jigbt  the  blood 
revives  again,  and  boils  afi  efh\  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves  (Note  to  King 
Rhbard  III.  A.  i.  S.  2.),  "  that  it  is  a  tradition  very  generally  received, 
*'  that  the  murdered  body  |>leec(s  on  the  touch  of  the  murderer.  TJiis  yras 
«  fo  much  believed  by  Sir  Kenelm  Digby,  that  he  has 'endeavoured  to 

<s  explain 
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.    i  Second  Setditr, 

O  world,  if  this  be  true  f  his  deareft  friend,,  his  bed  com* 
panioB,  whom  of  all  his  friends' he  ciill'd  out  for  his  bofom ! 

Firft  Soldier.  .    , 

Tufh,man  ;  in  this  topfy-turvy  world,  .friendftiip  and  boio.w 
kindnefs  are  but  made  covers  for  mi  (chief,  means  to  compais 
ill.  Near-allied  truft  is  but  a  bridge  fortreafon.  The  pre* 
fumptions  cry  aloud  againfl  him ;  his  anfwers  ibun/i  ditr 
jointed,  crofs-legg'd,  tripping  up  one  another.  He  n^rries  a 
town  whither  he  brought  Lytender  murder'd  by  mountaineers ; 
that's  falfc ;  fo'me  of  the  dwellers  have  been  here,  and  all  de- 
claim it.  Befides,  the  wounds  he  bears  in  lhbw'are  fuch  as 
ihrews  clofely  give  their  huft>ands,  that  never,  bleed,  and  find 
to  be  counterfeit.  ' . 

Second  Soldier. 

0  that  jade  Falfhood  is  never  found  of  all ;  but  halts  of  one 
leg  dill.  ■  t  '  "  . 
Truth  pace  is  all  upright,  found  every  where,    , 

And,  like  a  die,  fets  ever  on  a  fquare.  ,        '    - 

'Aild  how  is  Lycus  his  bearing  in  this  condition  ? 

Firft  Soldier. 
Faith  (as  the  manner  of  fuch  defperate  offenders  is  till  it 
come  Jo  the  point),  catelefs  and  confident,  laughing  at  all  that 
feem  to  pity  him.  But  leave  it  to  th'event.  Night,  fellow 
foldier,  you'll  not  meet  me  in  the  morning  at  the  tomb,  and 
lend  me  your  hand  to  the  Unrigging  of  Lyfander's  herfe  ? 

Second  Soldier. 

1  care  not  if  I  do,  to  view  heaven's  power  in  this  unbot- 
tom'd  cellar. 

Blood,'  thos  it  (leep  a  time,  yet  never  dies. 

The  gods  on  murderers  fix  revengeful  eyes.  [Exeunt. 

f  explain  the  reafon."  And  Mr.  Toilet  fays,  "  that  this  opinion  Teems 
*'  to  be  derived  from  the  ancient  Swedes,  or  Northern  nations' from 
"  whom  we  defcend  ;•  for  they  pratfifed  this  method  of  trial  in  dubious 
«  cafes  as  appears  from  Pitt's.  Atlas  in  Sweden,  p.  20."  See  alfo  -fcveral 
inftarices  in  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  the  fame  paflage.  Other  ftories  of 
this  kind  are  to  be  found  in  Goulart's  Admjrabk  and  Memorable  Hiftiries9 
tranflated  by  Grimefton,  1607;  p.  42  a. 

0 

Lyfander 
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Lyfandcr  folus,  with  a  craw  of  iron,  and  a  baiter,  whicb  be  lays 
down,  and  puts  on  bis  difguife  again. 

Ig/a/tder. 

Come,  my  borrowed  difguife,  let  me  once  more 
Be  reconciled  to  thee,  my  truftieft  friend ; 
Thou  that  in  trueft  (hape  haft  let  me  fee 
That  which  my  trUer  felf  hath  hid  from  me. 
Help  me  to  take  revenge  on  a  difguife, 
Ten  times  mOre  falfe  and  counterfeit  than  thou. 
Thou,  falfe  in  (how,  haft  been  moll  true  to  me ; 
The  feeming  true,  hath  prov'd  more  falfe  than  her, 
Affift  me  to  behold  this  adt  of  luft, 
Note  with  a  fcene  of  ft  range  impiety. 
Her  hulband's  murder'd  corfe  i  O  more  than  horror.  1 
I'll  not  believe  *t  untry'd ;  if  (he  but  lift 
A  hand  to  adfc  it ;  by  the  fates,  her  brains  file  out, 
Since  (he  has  madded  me ;  let  her  beware  my  horns. 
For  tho'  by  goring  her,  no  hope  be  (bown 
To  cure  myfelf,  yet  I'll  not  bleed  alone.  [He  inoch. 

Ero, 

Who  knocks? 

Igfander, 

The  foldier ;  open.  \Sbe  opens,  and  Centers* ' 

See,  fweet,  here  are  the  engines  that  rnuft  do'r, 
■tyhich,  with  much  fear  of  my  difcovery, 
I  have  at  laft  procur'd. 
9  Shall  we  about  this  work  ?  I  fear  the  morn 
Will  overtakes ;  my  flay  hath  been  prolonged 
With  hunting  obfcure  nooks  for  thefe  3X  employments : 
The  night  prepares  a  way ;  come,  art  refolv  d  ? 

Cyntbia* 

Ay,  you  (hall  find. me  conltant. 

Lyfander* 

Ay,  fo  I  have,  moil  prodigiouily  conftant. 
Here's  a  rare  halter  to  hug  him  with. 

3*  -employments)  This  word  is  her;  ufed  in  the  fame  fenfe  as  implements, 
to  which  it  was  altered  by  Mr.  Dodfley  in  the  former  Edition.  Employ- 
ments, however,  is  the  reading  of  the  quarto,  and  may  be  defended  from 
Shakfpeare,  who,  in  Twelfth  Night,  A.  2.  S.  5.  makes  Mahrolio  fay, 
on  taking  up  a  letter,  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

a  Ero* 
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Better  you  and  I  join  our  hands  and  bear  him  thither;  you 
take  his  head* 

Cynthia. 
Ay,  Tor  that  was  always  heavier  than  his  whole  body  befides* 

Lyfixndtu      \  • 

You  can  tell  beft,  that  loaded  it. 

Era* 
I'll  be  at  the  feet ;  I  am  able  to  bear  agahift  you,  I  warrant 

you. 

LjfanAtr. 

Haft  thou  prepar'd  weak  nature  to  digeft 
A  fight  fo  much  diftafteful?  haft  fear'dthy  heart 
\%  bleed  not  at  the  blood}'  fpe&aclef 
Hail  arm'd  thy  fearful  eyes,  againft  th*  affront 
Of  fuch  a  direful  object  ? 
Thy  murderM  hufband  ghaftly  flaring  on  thee  ? 
Ijlis  wounds  gaping  to  affright  thee ;  his  body  fbil'd  with 
Gore  ?  'fore  Heaven  my  heart  (hrugs  at  it  I 

Gpabia. 

So  does  not  mine. 
Love's  refolute ;  and  {lands  not  to  confult 
With  petty  terror  ;  but  in  full  career 
Runs  blind-fold  through  an  army  of  mifdoubts, 
iVndioterpoQng  fears ;  perhaps  HI  weep, 
Or  fo,  make  a  fore'd  face,  and  laugh  again, 

Ljfcmdcr. 

O  moft  valiant  love!. 
I  was  thinking  with  myfelf  a6  I  came,  how  if  this     - 
Break  to  light  ?  his  body  known, 
(As  many  notes  might  make  it)  would  it  not  fix 
Upon  thy  fame  an  unremoved  brand 
Of  (hame,  and  hate,  i  they  that  in  former,  timet 
Ador'd  thy  virtue,  would  they  not  abhor 
Thy  loathed  memory  I 

Cynthia. 

All  this  I  know.    But  yet  my  love  to  thee 
Swallows  all  this,  or  whatsoever  doubts/ 
Can  come  againft  it. 
Shane's  bus  a  feather,  balanced  with  thy  love, 

,    .  Lyfander. 
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Ly fonder. 

Neither  fear  nor  frame  ?  you  are  flee!  to  th'proof* 
(But  I  (hall  iron  you  !)  Come  then,  let's  to  work- 
Alas,  poor  corpfe !  how  many  martyrdoms 
Mud  thou  endure  I  mangled  by  me  a  villain,  ' 
And  now  expos'd  to  the  foul  fliame  of  the  gibbet  f 
'Fore  piety,  there  is  fomewhat  in  me  ft  rives 
Againft  the  deed,  my  very  arm  relents 
To  ftrike"  a  itroke  fo  inhumane. 
To  wound  a  hallow'd  herfe{  fuppofe 'twere  mine, 
Would  not  my  ghofl  itart  up  and  fly  upon  thee  ? 

Cynthia* 

No,  I'd  mall  it  down  again  with  this. 

[She  fnatcbes  up  the  crcntf. 
lyjander. 

How  now  ? 

Cynthia*   -~ 
Nay,  then"  1*11  eflay  my  ilrength ;  a  foldier,  and  afraid  of  a 
dead  man  ?  A  foft-toed  milk-fop !   Come,  I'll  do't  myfelf. 

Lyfander. 
'  And  I  look  on  ?  give  me  the  iron. 

Cynthia.  , 

No,  Til  not  lofe  the  glory  on't.    This  hand,  &c*  ' 

lyfander. 
Praythee,  fweet,  let  it  not  be  faid  the  favage  aft  was  thine  ; 
deliver  me  the  engine.  '. 

Cynthia. 
Content  yourfelf,  'tis  in  a  fitter  hand.        '  '  .1  ' 

Lyfander.  • 

Wilt  thou,  firft  ?  art  not  thou  the  moft-- 

[  He  catches  at  her  throat* 
Cynthia. 
Ill-deitinM  wife  of  a  transformed  monfter; 
Who,  to  allure  himfelf  of  what  he  knew,  ■ 

Hath  loft  the  fhape  of  man ! 

lyfander. 

Ha!  crofs-capers I  * 

1  Cynthia* 

Poor  foldier's  cafe !  do  not  we  know  you,  fir  ? 
But  I  have  given:  thee  what  thou  cam'li  to  feek. 

Go, 
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Go,  Satyr,  run  affrighted  with  the  noife 
Of  that  harih  founding  horn  tbvielf  haft  blown ; 
Farewel ;  I  leave  thee  there  my  huiband's  corpfe, 
Make  much  of  that.  [Exit  with  Ero. 

Lyfanderi 
What  have  I  done?   Q  kt  me  lie  and  grieve,  and  fpeak  no 
morel 

Captain,  Lycus  with  a  guard  of  three  orfiur  foldiers* 

v  Captain, 

Bring  him  away;  you  mult  have  patience,  fir:  if  you  can 

fay  aught  to  quit  you  of  thofe  preemptions  that  lie*  heavy  on 

you,  you  (hall  be  heard.     If  not,  'tis  not  your  braves,  nor 

your  affecting  looks  can  carry  it.     We  muft  acquit  our  duties* 

Lycus. 
Y*are  captain  o'  th'  watch,  fir  ? 

Captain* 
You  fake  me  right.  .  # 

lycus.  • 

So  were  you  heft  do  me  ;  fee  your  prefumprions  be  ftrong ; 
or  be  allured  that  {hall  prove  a  dear  prefuraption,  to  brand  me 
with  the  murder  of  my  friend.     But  you  havebeen  fuborn'd' 
by  fome  clofe  villain  to  defame  me. 

Captain, 
'Twilln  ot  be  fo  put  off,  friend  Lycus;  I  could  wilh  your  foul 
as  free  from  taint  of  this  foul  fact,  as  mine  from  any  luch  un- 
worthy practice. 

Lycus. 
Conduct  me  to  the  governor  himfelf,  to  confront  before 
him  your  fh allow  accufations. 

Captain* 
Firft,  fir,  I'll  tear  you  to  Lyfander's  tomb,  to  confront  the 
murder 'd  body  ;  and  fee  what  evidence  the  wounds  will  yidd 
againft  ycu. 

lycus. 
Y'are  wife,  captain.    But  if  the  body  ihould  chance  not  to  . 
fpeak;    if  the  wounds  ihould  be  tongue-tied,   where's  then, 
your  evidence,  Captain?  will  not  you  be'laugh'd  at  for  an  of-  . 
ficious  captain  ? 

Captain, 
Y'are  .gallant,  fir. 

Lycus. 
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Your  Captamfhrp  commands  my  fervke  no  farther. 

Captain. 
Wefl,  fir,  perhaps  I  may,  if  this  conclusion  take  not  |  well 
.  try  what  operation  lies  in  torture,  to  pull  confemon  from  you* 

Lycus. 
Say  you  fo, Captain?  butheark  ye,  Captain,  might  k  not 
concur  ykh  the  quality  of  your  office,  ere  this  matter  grow  to 
the  height  of  a  more  threatening  danger,  to  wink  a  little  at  a 
by  flip  or  fo  ? 

Captain* 
How's  that? 

Lycus*     J 
To  fend  a-  man  abroad  under  guard  of  one  of  your  fillieft 
fhack-rags;  that  he  may  beat  the  knave,  and  run  way.    I 
mean  this  on  good  terms.  Captain ;  FH  be  thankful 

Captain. 
I'll  think  on't  hereafter.    Mean  time  I  have  other  employ- 
ment for  you. 

Lycus. 
Your  place  i«  worthily  repleniftVd,  Captain.    My  duty,  fir ; 
heart:  ye,  Captain,  there's  a  mutiny  in  your  army ;  I'll  go 
raife  the  governor.  [Is  going. 

Captain. 
Kb  hafte,  fir;  hell  foon  be  here  without  your  fummons. 

Soldiers  tbruft  up  Lyfander  from  the  tomb. 

Firft  Soldier.  ^     • 

Bring  forth  the  knight  o'th*  tomb;  have  we  met  with  you,  fir? 

lyfander. 
Pr'yth^e,  foldier,  ufe  thine  office  with  better  temper* 

Second  Soldier. 
Come,  con-vey  him  to  the  lord  governor. 

Firft  Soldier. 
Afore  the  Captain,  fir.    Have  the  heavens  nought  elfe  to 
do,  but  tQ'ffond  ftiil,  and  turn  all  their  malignant  afpe&s  upon 
one  man  t 

,  Second  Soldier. 

Captain,  here's  the  centinel  we  fought  for ;  he's  fome  new- 

prefs'd  foldier,  for  none  of  us  know  him. 

Capiat** 
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i  Captain. 

Where  found  you  him  ? 

Firfi  SoUier.     . 
My  truant  was  mich't,  fir,  into  a  blind  corner  of  the  tomb* 

Captain* 
Wellfaid ;  guard  him  fafe— but  for  the  corpfe  ? 

Firfi  Soldier. 
For  the  corpfe,  fir?   bare  raifprifion;   there's  no  body; 
nothing.     A  mere  blandation ;  a  deceptio  vi/us.    Unlcfs  this 
foldier  for  hunger  have  eat  up  Lyfander's  body. 

/  Lycus. 

Why,  I  could  have  told  you  this  before,  Captain ;  the  body 
was  born  away  piece-meal  by  devout  ladies  of  Venus9  order, 
for  the  man  died  one  of  Venus',  martyrs.  And  yet  I 'heard 
fince  'twas  feen  whole  o'  th'  other  fide  the  Downs,  3I  upon  a 
colefbff  betwixt  two  huntfraen,  to  feed  their  dogs  witha!. 
Which  was  a  miracle,  Captain. 

Captain. 
Mifchief  in  this  ad  hath  a  deep  bottom ;  and  requires -more 
time  to  found  it*  But  you,  fir,  it  feems,  are  a  foldier  of  the 
neweft  itarap.  Know  you  what  it  is  to  forfake  your  {land? 
there's  one  of  the  bodies  in  your  charge  ftol'n  away;  how  an* 
fwer  you  that  ?  fee,  here  comes  the  governor. 

Enter  a  Guard  bare;  afier,  the  Governor;  Tharfalip,  Argus, 

Clinias,  before  Eudora ;  Cynthia,  Laodice,  Sthenia,  lanthe, 

Ero,  &c . 

Guard. 

Stand  afide  there. 

Captain. 

Room  for  a  ftrange  governor.  The  perfe&  draught  of  a 
moft  brainlefs,  imperious  upftarU  O  defert!  where  wert 
thou,  when  this  wooden  dagger  was  gilded  over  with  the  title 
of  governor  i 

* 

3x  upon  a  eoleflaff]  i.  e.  a  pole  like  thofe  on  Which  water  veflels  are 
carried  by  two  men.    So,  in  Ardtn  of  Ttvtrjkam  : 

"  1,  and  my  companye  have  taken  the  conftable  from  his  watch, 
"  And  carried  him  about  the  fields  en  a  cott/bjft" 

Again,  at  the  end  of  Randolph's  f  idler  : 

The  Pedler  calls  for  his  cokftaf. 

V%.  VI.    ,  P  Guard. 


Gttard. 
Peace,  mailers;  hear  my  lord,  ' 

Thar/alb. 
AHwtfdohvbe  filent ;  now  fpeaks  authority. 

Governor. 
lam  come  in  perfon  to.dftfcharge  juftice. 

Tharfalio. 
<J{  hh  office. 

Governor* 
The  caufe  you  ihall  know  liereafter  y  and  it  is  this.    A 
villain,  whofe  very  fight  1  abhor ;  where  is  he  ?  let  me  fee 
faim.  ' 

*1-V  Captain. 

' ' '  KTs,t  Lycus  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 


*  t: "  ■"  '  '  Governor. 


uiri/cr  nut  . 

•'   \jd to,  fftrah,  y'are  too  malapert;  I  have  heard  of  your 
centinel's  efcape ;  look  to't. 

Captain. 
JTViy  lord,  this  is  the  centinel  you  fpeak  of. 
yA     '  Governor.  '. 

How  now,  fir  ?  what  time  a  day  is't  ? 
"'  -  Argus.     '  x 

I  cannot  (hew  you  pfecifely,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Governor. 
V  What  1  fhall  we  have  replications  ?  rejoinders  ? 

thar/hdio. 
Such  a  creature  fool  is,  when  he  beftrides  the  back  of 
authority. 

Governor. 
Sirrah,  Hand  you  forth*    It  is  fuppofed  thou  haft  committed 
a  mod  inconvenient  murder  upon  the  body  of  Lyfander. 

Lycus. 
My  good  lord,  I  have  not. 

Governor. 
Peace,  varlet ;  do'H:  chop  with  me  ?  I  fay,  it  is  iraagin'd 
thou  hail  murdered  Lyfander.  How  it  will  be  prov'd  I  know 
not.  Thou  (halt  there foie  prefently  be  had  to  execution,  as 
juftice  in  iuch  cafes  requireth.  -  Soldiers,  take  Jiim  away : 
bring  forth  the  centinel.  •  - 

Ijcvs. 
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*  ,  Lycus. 

Your  lordfhip  will  firft  let  my  defence  be  heard. 

Governor* 
Sirrah,  111  no  fending  nor'  proving.    For  my  part  I  am 
fatisfied,  it  is  fo :  that's  enough  for  thee*    I  had  ever  a  fytn* 
pathy  in  my  mind  againft  him.    Let  him  be  had  away. 

Tbarfalio. 
A  moft  excellent  apprehenfion  !  he's  able,  you  fee,  to  judge 
of  a  caufe  at  firft  fight,  and  hear  but  two  parties.    Here's  a 
fecond  Solon. 

Eudora.  .*    • 

Hear  him,  my  lord ;  preemptions  oftentimes 
(Thp'  likely  grounded)  reach  not  to  the  truth. 
AncT  truth  is  oft  abus'd  by  likelihood. 
Let  him  be  heard,  my  lord. 

Governor* 
Madam,  content  yourfelf.    I1  will  do  juftice ;   I  will  not 
hear  him.    Your  late  lord  was  my  honourable  predeceflbr : 
but  your  ladyfhip  muft  pardon  me ;  in  matters  of  juftice  I  atn 
blind. 

Tbarfalio. 
That's  true. 

'  •  Governor* 

I  know  no  perfbns.  If  a  court-favourite  write  to  me  in  a 
cafe  of  juftice,  I  will  pocket  his  letter  and  proceed.  If  a 
fuitor  in  a  cafe  of  juftice  thrufts  a  bribe  into  my  hand,  I  will 
pocket  his  bribe  and  proceed.  Therefore,  madam,  fet  your 
heart  at  reft :  I  am  feated  in  the  throne  of  juftice ;  and  I  will 
do  juftice ;  I  will  not  hear  him. 
'   .  Eudora* 

Not  hear  him,  my  lord  ? 

Governor. 
No,  my  lady :  and  moreover  put  you  in  mind,  in  whofe 
prefence  you  ftand ;  if  you  parrot  to  me  long— go  to. 

fbarfalio* 
Nay,  sa  the  vise  muft:  fnap  his  authority  at  all  he  meets ; 
how  ftial'e  elfe  be  known  what  part  he  plays  ? 

3*  the  vice]  See  two  diflertations  on  the  chara&er  of.  th«  Vice,  by 
Dr.  Warburton  and  Mr.  Upton,  at  the  conclufion  of  jQnv  Richard  III. 
▼oLVH.  edit.  1778.      S.  .         ' 

P  2  '  Governor. 
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Gwern*.  v       ' 

Your  huftand  Was  a  noble  gentleman  ;  but,  alas !  be  came 
{host,  he  was  no  itatefman ;  he  has  left  a  foul  city  behind 
hiro. 

Tbar/alio. 
Ay,  and  I  can  tell  you  'twill  trouble  his  lord  (hip,  and  all 
his  honourable  afMants  of  fcavingers,  to  fweep  it  clean. 

Governor* 
It's  full  of  vices,  and  great  ones  too. 

Tbarjalio, 
And  thou  none  of  the  meanefh 

Governor* 
But  I'll  turn  all  topfy-turvy :  and  fet  up  a  new  difcipline 
amongft  you.    f  11  cut  off  all  perifh'd  members. 

Tbarfalio, 
That's  the  furgeon's  office. 

Governor* 
Call  out  thefe  rotten  {linking  carcafes  for  infe&iag  the 
whole  city. 

Argus,  > 

Rotten  they  may  be ;  but  their  wenches  ufe  to  pepper  them, 
,and  their  furgeons  to  parboil  them  ;  and  that  prefertfes  them 
from  (linking,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Governor, 
Peace,  firrah,  peace  ;  and  yet  'tis  well  faid  too.     3?  A  good 
pregnant  fellow,  'faith.    But  to  proceed :  I  will  fpew  druaken- 
nefs  out  o'th'  city— — 

Tbarjalio. 
Into  th'  country. 

Governor* 

Shifters  (hall  cheat  and  flarve  ;  and  no  man  mall  do  good 

but  where  there  is  no  need.     Braggarts  (hall  live  at  the  head  ; 

and  the  tumult  that  haunt  taverns.     Alfes  (hall  bear  good 

qualities,  and  wife  men  (hall  ufe  them.    I  will  whip  letchery 

3J  ^  good  pregnant  fellow,"]  i.  e.  ready^  dexterous.  So,  Lord  Bacon, 
iri  a  fpeech  to  Sir  Richard  Hutton,  on  his  being  appointed  one  of  the 
Judges  of  the  Common  Pleas, -recommends  him  not  to  "  affecl  the  Opi- 
"  nion  of  Pregnancy,  by  an  impatient  and  catching  Hearing  of  the  Couh- 
"  fellors  at  the  Bac*"  )5e«  alfo  .Mr.  Steevens's  Note  to  Mtafurc  for 
Mcafure,  A.  I-  S.  I. 

out 
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out  o'th'  city,  there  (hall  be  no  more  cuckolds.  They  that 
heretofore  were  arrant  cornutos,  (hall  now  be  honeft  (hop- 
keepers,  and  juftice  (hall  take  place.  I  will  hunt  jealouiy  out 
of  my  dominion, 

Tbarfalio. 
Do  you  hear,  brother  ? 

Governor* 
It.  (hall  be  the  only  note  of  love  to  the  hufband,  to  love  the 
wife :  and  none  (hall  be  more  kindly  welcome  to  him  than  he 
that  cuckolds  him. 

Thar/olio, 
*  Believe  it,  a  wholfome  reformation  ! 

Governor* 
111  have  no  more  beggars.  Fools  (hall  have  wealth,  and 
the  learned  (hall  live  by  his  wits.  Fir  have  no  more  bank- 
rupts. They  that  owe  money  (hall  nay  it  at  their  beft  lcifure: 
and  the  reft  (hall  make  a  virtue  of  lmprifonment ;  and  their 
wives  (hall  help  to  pay  their  debts.  Til  have  all  young  wi- 
dows fpaded  for  marrying  again.  For  the  old  and  wither'd, 
they  (hall  be  eonfifcated  to  unthrifty  gallants  and  decay'd 
knights.  If  they  be  poor,  they  (hall  be  burnt  to  make  foap- 
afhes,  or  given  to  furgeons-hall,  to  be  (ramp'd  to  falve  for  the 
French  meafels.  To  conclude,  I  will  cart  pride  out  o'th' 
town, 

'  Argus. 

An't  pleafe  your  honour,  pride,  an't  be  ne'er, fo  beggarly, 
will  look  for  a  coach. 

Governor* 
Well  fa  id,  o9  my  honour.    A  good  fignificant  fellow,  faith : 
what  is  he  1  he  talks  much :  does  he  follow  your  ladyfliip  ? 

Argus* 
No,  an't  pleafe  your  honour,  I  go  before  her. 

Governor. 
A  good  undertaking  prefence ;  a  well-promifing  forehead, 
your  gentleman-u(her,  madam  ? 

Eudora* 
Yours,  if  you  pleafe,  my  lord. 

Governor %. 
Born  i'th*  city? 

P  3    ,  Argus* 
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Argus. 
Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  honour ;  but  begot  i'th'  court. 

Governor, 
"Treflell-legg'di 

Argus*  ^ 

Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Governor, 
The  better ;  it  bears  a  breadth ;  makes  room  o'  both  fides. 
Might  I  not  fee  his  pace  ? 

Argus, 
Yed,  an't  pleafe  your  honour.  [Argus  Jtalks, 

Coventor. 
Tis  well,  'tis  very  well.  Give  me  thy  hand :  madam,  I 
will  accept  this  property  at  your  hand,  and  will  wear  it  thread- 
bare for  your  fake.  Fall  in  there,  firrah.  And  for  the  mat- 
ter oi  Lycus,  madam,  I  mud  tell  you,  you  are  (hallow :  there's 
a  date-point  in't :  hark  you  ;  the  viceroy  has  given  him,  and 
we  mult  uphold  correfpondence.  He  muft  walk ;  fay  one 
man  goes  wrongfully  out  o'th'  world,  there  are  hundreds  to 
one  come  wrongfully  into  the  world. 

Eudora. 
Your  iordfhip  will  give  me  but  a  word  in  private. 

Tbarfalw. 
,   Come,  brother  ;  we  know  you  well :  what  means  this  ha- 
bit ?  why  flaid  you  not  at  Dipolis  as  you  refolv'd,  to  take  ad- 
venifement  for  us  of  your  wife's  bearing  ? 

lyfander. 
O  brother,  this  jealous  trenfy  has  born  me  headlong  to 
ruin. 

Tbarjalio. 
Go  to;  be  comforted  ;  uncafe  yourfelf ;  anddifcharge  your 
friend. 

Governor. 
Is  that  Lyfander,  fay  you  \  and  is  all  his  ftory  true  ?  byV 
lady,  madam,  that  jealouly  will  coft  him  dear :  he  undertook 

34  TreJfeU-tegg'dn  Trefelt-l'gg'd  I  believe  is  the  fame  as  crooked 
hgg'd>  and  called  fo  from  refembling  the  legs  of  /roofs  or  trcjfelh. 

So,  in  Blurt  Mafier  C-nftablc,  1602,  A  2. — "  I'flk  you  Sir  Pandacus, 
"  the  broken  knight  of  Troy  ?  are  your  two  legs  the  pair  of  tteffch  for 
#  the* Frenchman  to  get  up  upon  my  fitter  ?*• 

the 
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tbe  perfon  of  a  foldier ;  and  as  a  foldier  muft  have  juftice. 
Madam,  his  altitude  in  this  cafe  cannot  difpenfe.'  Lycus,  this 
foldier  hath  acquitted  you. 

Tharfallo, 
And  that  acquittal  I'll  for  him  requite ;  the  body  loft  is 
by  this  time  reftorYko  his  pfacei 

Soldier. 
It  is,  my  lord.  ' 

fbarjalio, 
Thefe  are  ftate-points,  in  which  your  lordfliip's  tirtie  has 
not  yet  tiain'd  your  lordflup ;  pleafe  your  lordlhip  to  grace  a 
nuptial  we  have  now  in  hand, 

*  [Hylus  and  Lzodice JIanct  together^ 

'Twixt  this  young  lady  and  this  gentleman  ? 
Your  lord(hip  there  (hall  hear  the  ample  ftory. 
And  how  the  afs  wrapt  in  a  lion's  (kin 
Fearfully  roar'd ;  but  his  large  ears  appear'd, 
And  made  him  laugh'd  at,  that  before  was  fear'd. 

Governor. 
I'll  go  with  you.     For  my  pan,  I  am  at-an  non-pTus. 

[Eudora  whijper s  with  Cynthia. 
TharJaHo. 
Come,   brother,  thank   the  countefs :    (he  hath  fweat  to 
make  your  peace.     Sifter,  give  me  your  hand. 
So,  brother,  let  your  lips  compound  the  ftrife, 
And  think  you  have  the  only  conftant  wite.      [Exeunt. 
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EDITION. 

THE  WIDDOWES  TEARES :  A  Comedie.  As  it  was 
often  prefented  in  the  Blacke  and  White  Friers.  Written  by 
Geor.  Chap.  London,  Printed  for  John  Browne,  and  are 
to  be  foldwat  his  (hop  in  Fleet-ftreet,  in  Sainc  Dunftane's 
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TOHN  WEBSTER  flourifhed  in  the  reign  of  King 
J  James  the  Firft.  He  was  clerk  of  the  parifli  of  St.  An- 
drew, Hoiborn1,  and"  a  member  of  the  Merchant-Taylor's 
Company.  The  times  or  hi*  birth  and  death  are  unknown. 
% from  the  following  verfes,  he  appears  to  have  had  the  cha- 
racter of  an  ill-natured  crinJc,  b-..?t  v.  h  ether  with  jufticeor 
not  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  none  of  his  works  of  chat 
kind  are  come  down  to  pofterity. 

44  *  But  h'tt  with  him  crabbed  (Webfterio), 

44  The  play-wright,  cart-wright :  Whether  ?  either  ho— 

44  No  further.     Looke  as  yee'd  bee  lookt  into: 

44  Sit  as  venvoo'd  be  read :  Lord  !  who  woo'd  know  him  ? 

44  Was  ever  man  fo  mangl'd  with  a  Poem  I 

44  See  how  he  drawes  his  mouth  awry  of  late, 

44  How  he  fcrubs  :  wrings  his  wrefls  :  fcratches  his  pate; 

44  A  midwife !  helpe  ?  By  his  hraines  coitus 

.    *4  Some  Centaure  flrange :  fome  huge  Bucephalus, 
44  Or  Pallas  (fure)  ingendred  in  his  braire, 
44  Strike  Vulcan  with  thy  hammer  once  againe. 

44  This  is  the  crittick  that  (of  all  the  reft) 
44  Pde  not  have  view  mee,  yet  I  feare  himieaft, 
44  Heer's  not  a  word  curfively  I  have  writt, 
44  But  hee'll  induftrioufly  examine  it ; 

.    *4  And  in  feme  i  z  monthes  hence  (or  there  about) 
44  Set  in  a  (hamefull  fheete  my  errors  out, 
*4  But  what  care  I  ?  it  will  be  fo  obfcure, 
44  That  none  (hall  underiland  him  (I  am  fure)»w 

*  GiWon's  Lives  of  the  Poets. 

a   Notes  from  Black-Fryers,  printed  in  certain  Elegies.     Done  by 
fundrie  excellent  Wits,    With  Satyrs  and  Epigrams.  1620.  12 mo. 

Theobald* 


[    ij6    ] 

•  # 

Theobald,  who  altered  the  Dutchefs  of  Malfy,  fays  of  him  3  : 
14  He  had  a  ftrong  and  impetuous  genius,  but  withall  a  mod 
14  wild  and  indigefted  one :  he  fometimes  conceived  nobly, 
44  but  did  not  always  exprefs  with  clearnefs;  and,  if  he  now 
44  and  then  foars  handfomely,  he  as  often  rifes  into  the  regions 
44  of  bombaft :  his  conceptions  were  fo  eccentric,  that  we  are 
44  not  to  wonder  why  we  cannot  trace  him.  As  for  rule?,  he 
44  either  knew  them  not,  or  thought  them  too  fervile  a  rc- 
44  frraint.  Hence  it  is,  that  he  (kips  over  years  and  kiog- 
44  doms  with  an  equal  liberty.  (It  mud  be  confeffed,  the 
44  unities  were  very  fparingly  obferved  at  the  time  in  which 
44  he  wrote ;  however,  when  any  poet  travels  fo  fafl,  that  the 
44  imagination  of  his  fpe&atqrs  cannot  keep  pace  with  him, 
44  probability  is  put  quite  out  of  breath.)  Nor  Has  he  been  left 
44  licentious  in  another  refpelt :  he  makes  mention  of  Galileo 
44  and  Taffat  neither  of  whom  were  born  till  near  half  a  cea- 
41  tury  after  the  Dutchefs  of  Malfy  was  murthered.w 

Philip  Frowde,  Efq.  in  the  Prologue  to  the  fame  play,  lays : 
44  The  rude,  old  bard,  if  critick  laws  he  knew, 
44  From  a  too  warm  imagination  drew  ; 
**  And  fcorning  rule  (ho u Id  his  free  foul  confine, 
44  Nor  tirne,  nor  place,  obfery'd  in  his  den^n." 
He  was  the  Author  of  the  following  Plays ; 
(i.)  The  White  Devil;  or,  the  Tragedy  of  Paulo  Gior- 
dano Urfini  Duke  of  Brachiano ;    with  the  Life  and  Death 
of  Vittoria  Corombona,    the   famous    Venetian    Curtizan. 
A&ed  by  the  Queen's  Servants  at  the  Phoenix,  Drury-Lane. 
4to,  i6i2.  4to,  1631.  4-to,  1605.  4to,  1672. 

(2.)  "  The  Tragedy  of  the  Dutchefle  of  Malfy.  As  it  was 
44  prefented  privatly  at  the  Black- Friers,  and  publiquely  at  the 
44  Globe,  by  the  King's  Majefties  Servams.  The  perfe&  and 
44  exact  Coppy,  with  diverfe  things  primed,  that  the  length  of 
44  the  play  would  not  bearc  in  the  prefentment.  4to,  1623. 
44  4T0,  1640.  4to.  1678.  4to,  i7o8.w 

{3.)  44  The  Devil's  Law- cafe;  or,  When  Women  goe  to 
44  Law,  the  Devil  is  full  of  Bafinefle  :  A  New  Trage-comeedy. 
44  The  true  and  perfedt  Copie  from  the  Original!.  As  it  was 
44  approved  well  acted  by  her  Majefties  Servants.  4to,  1613" 

3  Preface  to  the  Fatal  Secret,  12 mo.  1735. 

(4.)  «  Ap- 


c  m  } 

(4.)  ••  Appius  and  Virginia.  A  Tragedy,  4to,  16^4 
41  410,  1655.  It  was  revived  and  printed  in  1679,  by  Bet- 
tertoa,  in  4C0 ;  and  adted  at  the  Duke's  Theatre,  under  the  tide 
of  %he  Roman  Virgin^  or  Unjuft  Judge. 

(5,)  "  The  Tfcracian  Wonder.  A  Comical  Hiftory,  as  it 
if  hath  been  Several  times  afted  with  great  applauie.  Written 
44  by  John  Webtter  and  William  Rowley,  ^to,  1661" 

(6.)  "  A  Cure  for  a  Cuckold :  A  Pleafant  Comedy.  As  it 
44  hath  been  feveral  times  afted  with  great  applaufe.  Written 
44  by  John  Webfter  and  William  Rowley,  4to,  1-661." 

He  alfo  wrote  The  Induction  to  The  Male  toutent^  by 
Marftoh,  1604.  ' 

44  A  Monumental  Columne,  erected  to  the  living  Memory 
44  of  the  ever-glorious  Henry,  late  Prince  of  Wales,  4to, 
44  161 3." 

44  The  Monument  of  Honour,  at  the  confirmation  of  the 

right  worthy  brother  John  Goare  in  the  high  office  of  hi* 

Majefty's  lieutenant  over  his  royal  chamber,  at  the  charge 
44  and  expence  of  the  right  worthy  and  w  orfhipfull  fraternity 
44  of  eminent  Merchant-Taylors.  Invented  and  written  by 
44  John  Webfter,  Taylor,  410,  1624" 
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TO    THE 

READER. 


T  N  publifhing  this  Tragedy,  I  do  but  challenge  to  myfelf 
*  that  liberty  which  other  men  have  taken  before  me ;  not 
that  I  affect  praife  by  it,  for  nos  hac  novlmus  ejfc  nihil:  only, 
fince  it  was  acted  in  fo  open  and  4  black  a  theatre,  that  it 
wanted  (that  which  is  the  only  grace  and  fetting-out  of  a 
tragedy)  a  full  and  underftanding  auditory ;  and  that,  fince 
that  time,  I  have  noted  moil  of  the  people  that  come  to 
that  play-houie  refemble  thofe  ignorant  affes  (who,  vi firing 
ltationers-fhops,  their  ufe  is  not  to  inquire  for  good  bocks, 
but  new  books),  I  prefent  it  to  the  general  view  with  this 
confidence : 

Nee  rboncos  metues  malrgnorum, 
Nee  fcombris  tunicas  dabis  molejlas. 

If  it  be  objected  this  is  no  true  dramatick  poem,  I  (hall  eafily 
confefs  it,  non  botes  in  nugas  dicere  plura  meas%  ipfe  ego  quam  dixi ; 
willingly,  and  not  ignorantly,  have  I  faulted.  For  (houl4  a 
man  prefent,  to  fuch  an  auditory,  the  moffc  fententious  tragedy 
that  ever  was  written,  obferving  all  the  critical  laws,  as  height 
of  ftile,  and  gravity  ojf  perfon,  inrich  it  with  the  fententious 
chorus,  and,  as  it  were,  enliven  death,  in  the  paffionate  and 
weighty  Nuntius ;  yet,  after  all  this  divine  rapture,  O  dura  mef- 
forum  Ma,  the  breath  that  comes  from  the  uncapable  multitude- 
is  able  to  poifon  it ;  and,  ere  it  be  adted,  let  the  author  refolve 
to  fix  to  every  fcene  this  of  Horace  : 

— Hac  bodie  porcis  comedenda  retinques. 

To  thofe,  who  report  I  was  a  long  time  in  finifhing  this 
tragedy,  1  confefs,  I  do  not  write  with  a  goo'fe-quill  wing'd 

4  black  a  theatre\    I  think  we  fhould"  read  blank,  [.  e.  vacant,  unfup- 
-flied,wkk  article*  ncceffary  toward  theatrical  reprefentation.    S. 

4  with 
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with  two  feathers ;  and,  if  they  will  needs  make  it  my  fault,  I 
mull  anfwer  them  with  that  of  Euripides  to  AlcefUdes,  a 
tragfck  wfittrt  Alcaides  objecting  fbatEurijid*  had^tily, 
in  three  days,  compofed  three  verfes,  whereas  himfelf  had 
written  three  hundred :  Thou  tell'ft  truth  (quoth  he)  ;  but 
here's  the  difference,  thine  (h*Jl  only  be  read  for  threfe  d&y^ 
Whereas  mine  (hall  continue  three  ages. 

Detra&ion  is  the  fworn  friend  to  ignorance :  for  mine  own 
part,  I  have  ever  truly  cherifiied  my  good  opinion  of  other 
men's  worthy  labours,  especially  of  that  full. and  heightened 
flile  of  matter  Chapman,  the  laboured  and  undemanding 
works  of  mailer  Jonfon,  the  no  lefs  worthy  compofures  of 
the  both  worthily  excellent  matter  Beaumont  and  mailer 
Fletcher ;  and  lattly  (without  wrong  laft  to  be  named),  the 
right  happy  and  copious  induftry  of  matter  Shakefpeare,  mailer 
Decker,  and  matter  Hey  wood,  wifhing  what  1  write  may  be 
read  by  their  light ;  psotefting  that,  in  the  ttrength  of  mine 
own  judgment,  I  know  them  fo  worthy,  that  though  I. reft 
filent  in  my  own  work,  yet  to  mo  ft  of  theirs  I  dare  (without 
flattery)  fix  that  of  Martial : 

•—  non  norunt  kxc  monumenta  mors* 


BRA- 


C    *4*    J 


DRAMATIS    PERSONA 


MONTICELSO,  a  cardinal;  aftemardapopePAUi.1V* 
Francisco  de  Medicis,  duke  of  Florence;  in  the  firth  Aft 

difguifed  for  a  Moor,  under  the  name  of  Mulinass  ar. 
Brachiano,  otherwife  Paulo  Giordano  Ursini,  duke 

of  Brachiano,  hufband  to  Isabella,  and  in  love  with  Vit- 

toria. 
Giovanni,  his  fon  by  Isabella. 
Lodovico,  an  Italian  count,  but  decay'd. 
Antonelli,  1   his  friends,  and  dependents  of  the  duke  of 
Gas  par  o,     J       Florence. 
Cam i llo,  hufband  to  Vittqria. 
Hortensio,  one  of  Brachiano's  officers. 
Mar  cello,  an  attendant  of  the  duke  of  Florence!  and  brother 

to  Vittoria. 
Flamineo,  his  brother,  fecrerary  to  Brachiano. 
Jaqpes,  a  Moor,  fervant  to  Giovanni. 
Isabella,  fitter  to  Francisco  de  Medicis,  and  wife  to 

Brachiano. 
Vittoria  Corombona,  a  Venetian    lady,  firft  married 

to  Cam i llo,  afterwards  to  Brachiano. 
Cornelia,  mother  to  Vittoria,  Flamineo,  and  Mar- 
cello. 
Z  an  cue,  a  Moor,  fervant  to  Vittoria. 

Ambafiadors,  Courtiers,  Lawyers,  Officers,  Phyficians,  Con* 

jurer,  Armourer,  Attendants. 

The   Scene  ITALY. 


In  mentem  Authoris. 

Scire  velis  quid  Jit  mulicr?  quapercitet  crftra? 
En  tihiififapiai,  cum  J  ale ,  millefaks* 
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VITTORIA     COROMBONA. 

A  Lady  of  Venice. 


a  c  t    1. 

Etutr  Count  Lodovico,  Antonelli,  and  Qntgtro. 


B 


ANISH'D! 

It  griev'd  me  much  to  hear  the  fenfence. 

Ha,  ha,  O  Deraocritus,  thy  god* 
That  gorern  the  whole  world  1  courtly  reward 

And  punilljment.  Fortune's  aright  whore  j- 
If  (he  give  out,  (he  deals  it  in  fmell  parcels, 
That  fhe  may  take  away  all  at  one '  i  woop. 


ir  the  defcent  of  «  hawk  on  ki  prey. 
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This  Vi9  to  have  great  enemies ;  God  quit  them* 
Your  wolf  no  longer  feems  to  be  a  wolf 
Than  when  (he's  hungry. 

Gajpar*. 
You  term  thofe  enemies, 
Are  men  of  princely  rank. 

Lodwico. 
Oh,  I  pray  for  them. 
The  violent  thunder  is  ador'd  by  thofe 
Are  daih'd  in  pieces  by  it. 

AntoneUi* 
Come,  my  lord, 

You're  juftly  doom'd ;  look  but  a  little  back 
Into  your  former  life :  you  have  in  three  years 
Ruin  d  the  noblefl  earldom. 

*  Cafyaro* 

Your  followers 
Jfcve  fvvallowed  you  like  6  mummy*  and  being  fick  + 

With  fuch  unnatural  and  horrid  phyfick, 
Vomit  you  up  i'thy  kennel. 

AntoneM. 
All  the  damnable  degrees 
Of  dftnfclngs  have  you  ftaggerM  through.    One  citizen 
Is  lord  of  two  fair  manors,  call'd  you  matter. 
Only  for  'caviare. 

Gafraro* 
Thofe  noblemen 
Which  were  invitejl  to  your  prodigal  feafts, 
(Wherein  the  phoenix  i'carce  could  (cape  your  throats) 
Laugh  at  your  mifery,  as  fore-deeming  you 
An  idle  meteor,,  which  drawn  forth,  the  earth 
Would  be  foon  lpA  in  the  air* 

AiuqiuU'l 
Jeft  upon  you, , 
And  fay  you  were  begotten  in  an  earthquake.. 
You  have  ruin'd  fuch  fair  lordlhips* 

•  mummy,!    See  Note  3  to  The  Bird  in  a  Cage,  voL  VIII,  p.  2  14. 

*  caviart.J    See  Note  19  to  The  Ordinary,  vet  X.  p.  230. 

LoJovic*. 
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ladcvico*. 
Very  good.  .*  f 

This  well  goes  with  tyto  buckets;  I;ra(ift  tend     .. 
The  pouring  put  gfoitfceft    7       -»  'n:\ii  .     . 

;  •,..•■  i  '.  *.  Go/pare* 

Worfethan  thefe.t.  ,  .\ -. 

You  have  a<fted  cerrain  murders  herein  Rome,,   , 
Bloody  and  full  of  horror.  . 

JLodwicom 

'Las,  they  were  flea^tmgs  a ..  •  ..  lL  I  .. 
Why  took  they  not  my  head  then  ? 

.Gafyard* 

Of  my  lord  !  /?i  c  .... 

The  law  doth  jb'rfcetwhes  mediate,;  thinks  it  good    * 
Not  ever  to  flecp  violent: fins  in  blood  :  ^rf.  i       i 
Tfefc  gendg  penaocttni^  both  end.  i^r  crimes*  .  :. 
Af*din  the  example  better  thefe  bad  times. 

•So,' but  I  wbtfder  theft  feme  great  men'feipe^    l     v 
This  bamftiment :  t here V Paulo  Giordano  Urfini, 
The  duke  of  Brachiano,  now  lives  in  Ronrtr^  j  *  uir  ttcY 
And  by  clofe  panderifm  leeks  to  proftttme 
The  honour  of  Vtttoria  Corombona :         !*/...      ; :  oinU 
Vittoria,  ihe  thlat 'might  fcave  got  my  pafttort  -%       ^  *V4"i  ^T 
for  one  ki&  to  the  duke* 

Antomlli* 
Have  a  full  man  within  you  : 
We  fee  that  trees  bear  no  fuch  pleafant  fruit 
There  where  they  grew  firft,  as  where  they  are  neW  fety 
Perfumes  j  the  more  they  are  chaPd,  the  more  they  render^ 
Their  pleafing  fcents ;  and  fo  affli&ioa    •  J^' 

Exprefieth  virtue  fully,  whether  true, 
Or  elfe  adulteratew  :  *  •  •     "■  "' 

Lddovfo.      n     »»■»"•  .  ' 

Leave  your  painted  comforts;  •  -v 

III  make  Italian  cut-works  in  their  guts  ' .  -  '  *   * 

If  ever  I  return, 

Ga/barv. 

O  fir. 

# 
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LodovUo* 
I  am  patient. 
I  have  feen  fome  ready  to  be  executed,     ' 
Give  pleafant  looks,  and  money,  and  glow  fanifiar 

With  the  knave  hangman*,  iqdo  I;  I  thank  them, 
And  would  account  them  nobly  merciful,   -  •  • 
Would  they  difpatch  me  quickly. 

Antonelli,  ...  1 

Fare  you  well; 
We  (hall  find  time,  I  doubt  not,  to  repeal     *       r 
Your  baniihraent.  • 

\  am  ever  bound  to  you. 
This  is  the  world's  alms;'  pray  make  life  of  it). 
Great  men  fell  (heep,  tho*  tote  cut  in  pieces, 
When  firft  they  have  morn  tbem  bare*  ami  fold  their  fleeces. 

Enter  Brachjano>  Camiljo,  FamiqeQ,  YUjfcria  .Cerombona. 

t,  Bracbuxnom  "    *  t  : 
Your  beftofreflU,  *»  , 

Vlttma  Conmfana. 
Unto  my  lord,  the  duke, 
The  belt  of  welootfte*    More  lights :  attend  the  duke.* 

[Exeunt  Camillo  <m£ Victoria  Corombona* 

Flamineo. 

My  fevd»         i    ■  ■ 

-..     .-.    .u,  »  c. .        Bracbum.  . 
Quite  loft,  Flamineo,,  v      r . . 

Fiammo.  . 

Purfue  your  noble  wiihes,  I  am  prompt  » 

As  lightning  to  your  ferviccv    O*  my  lord ! 
The  fair  vittoria,  my  happy  fifter., 

Shall  give  you  prefent  audience,    Getrttemen,    .     [Hfhfter* 
Let  the  caroch  go  on,  and  'tis  his  pleafure 
You  put  out  all  your  torches,  a#£  depart, 

Bracbiano* 

Axe  we  fo  happy-? 
,v  "~    *  Flamineo. 


VITTORXA   COROMBON  A. 

Fkfointe.     : 
Can  it  be  otherwise  ? 
Obferv'dyou  not  to-night,  my  honbur'd  lord, 
Which  way  foe'er  you  went,  (he  threw  net  eyes. 
I  have  dealt  already  with  her  chamber-maid, 
Zanche  the  Moor ;  and  (he  is  wondrous  proud 
To  be  the  agent  for  fo  high  a  fpirir.. 


'Bove  merit!  we  may  now  talk  freely:  'bove  merit !  what 
is't  you  doubt?  bercoynefs!  that's  but  the  fuperfioiei  of  lull 
molt  women  have;  .yet  why  mould  iadies  biuih  to  bear  that 
nam'd,  which  they  do  not  fear  to  handle  ?  O  they  are  poli- 
tick ;  they  know  our-  defire  is  increafed  by  the  difficulty  of 
enjoying ;  whereat  fatiery  is  a  blunt,  weary,  and  ilrowfy  paf- 
fion.  If  the  buttery-hatch  at  court  ■  flood  continually  open, 
there  would  be  nothing  fo  paffibnate  crowding,  nor  hot  frit 
after  the  beverage. 

Mrachiann, 

O  but  her  jealous  hufband  ■ 

Flaminta. 

Hang  him ;  a  gilder  that  hath  bis  brains  perifh'd  with 
quick-iil  ver  is  not  more  cold  in  the  liver.  'The  great  bar- 
riers moulted  not  more  feathers,  than  he  hath  Ihed  hairs,  by 
the  confefiion  of  his  doctor.  9  An  Irifh  gamefter  that  will 
play  hi mfelf  naked,  and. then  wage  all  downwards,,  at  hazard, 
is  not  more  venturous.  So  unable  to  pleafe  a  woman,  that, 
like  a  Dutch  doublet,  all  bis  back  U  shrunk  inro  his  breeches. 
Sbrowd you  withinthis  clofet,,good.mylordj 

*  The  grtia  barricri  imuhid  iw  park  fiatitri,]  i:  e.  more  feathers  were 
not  diflodged  from  the  helmcw  of  the  cumbiranis  jx  the  great  tilting 
autcb.      S, ,        . 

»  An  hifb  gam/let  viill  flay  bimklf  iatid,}  Binnby  Rich  in  hii  jViw 
Difcrlpiion  of  Inland,  i6jo,  p.  38,  fays,  "  there  is  (i.  e.  in  Ireland)  a 
"  ccrtaine  brotherhood,  called  By  the  name  of  Karmjti,<*ai  rhefe  be 
"  common  gamftcrs,  that  do  only  eiercifc  playing  at  cards,  and  thny  Will 
*'  play  away  their  mantels,  and  their  Qiirti  from  their' backs,  and  when 
"  they  have  nothing  left  them,  they  will  trufie  thcmfelvei  in  draw  j 
"  this  is  the  lift  thty  lead,  and. from  this  they  will  not  beirecliJined." 

Q.3  Some 
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Some  trick  now  mud  be  thought  on  to  divide 
My  brother  in-law  from  his  fair  bed-fellow* 

Brachiano* 

O  fliould  flic  fail  to  come. 

Flamineo* 

I  mud  not  have  your  lordftrip  thus  u  a  wifely  amorous :  I 
irtyfelf  have  loved  a  lady,,  and  purfucd  her  with  a  great  deal 
ot  under-age  protection,  whom  fome  three  or  four  gallants 
that  have  enjoyed  Would  with  all  their  hearts  have  been  glad 
to  have  been  rid  of :  'tis  juft  like  a  fummer  bird-cage  in  a 
gafderi,  the  birds,  that  are  without  defpair  to  get  in,  and  the 
birds  that  are  within  defpair,  and  are  in  a  corifumption,  for 
fear  they  (hall  never  get  out.    Away,  away,  my  lord. 

%nter  Camilla.      . 

See  here  he  comes.    This  fellow  by  bis  apparel 
Some  men  would  judge'  a  politician ; 
Bui  qhU  his  wit  in  queftion,  you  fhali  find  it 
Meerly  an  afs l°  in's  foot  cloth. 

How  now,  brother  f  what,  travelling  to  bed  to  your  kind  wife-? 

Camillo.  %i 

I  allure  you,  brother,  no.;  my  voyage  lies 
More  northerly,  in  a  far  colder  clime; 

I  do  not  well  remember,  I  proteft, 
When  I  lay  laft  with  her. 

fflamlneo. 
,  ,  Strange  you  fhould  lofe  your  count* 

;  Camillo, ' 

.    We  never  lay  together,  but  ere  morning 
There  grew  a  ■ x  flaw  betwfeen  us* 

r :  x.°  in's  foot  zkttb.']  i.  e.  in  his  houfingt,  his  accoutrements.     See  Note 
to  King  Richard  111.  A.  3-'.S.  4.     '  S." .■* 

II  Jaw]     Flaw   anciently  figniiied  a  guft,  or  blajl.    It  here  means  « 
quarrel.     So,'  in  P  tricing  A.  2.': 

' "  — 1  do  not  fear  the  jiawy 
.     .    .,*'  It  hath  done  to  jne  she  worft." 
Ardtn  of  Fever/ham, 

u  —  were  I  nppon  the  fea 
;  "  As  oft  I  .have  in  many  a  bitter  ftbrme, 

«  And  faw  a  (jreadfutt  iuihtr&Jaw  at  hand,  &c."     - 

Flamineo* 
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Flaminto. 
'Thad  been  your  part 
To  have  made  up  that  flaw. 

Camilh. 
True,  but  (lie  loaths  I  fliould  be  feen  io'r. 

Flaminto. 
Why,  fir,  what't  the  matter  ? 

The  dglce  your  matter  vifits  mc,  I  thank  him  ; 
And  I  perceive  how,  like  an  earnelt  bowler, 
He  very-  paffionately  leans  that  way 
He  would  have  his  bowl  run. 

Flaminco. 
I  bope  you  do  not  think  — ■ 

Camilla. 
That  nobleman  bowl  booty  ?  "  faith,  hit  cheek 
Hath  a  mod  excellent  bias,  it  would  fain  jump  with  my  miftrefs. 
Flaminfa. 
Will  you  bean  afs, 
Defpi grit  your  Ariilotle?  or  a  cuckold, 
Contrary  to  jour  Ephemer'ides, 
Which  (hi-ws  you  under  what  a  failing  planet 
You  were  firft  fwaduled  ? 

Camilla. 
Few  wew,  fir;  tell  not  me 
Of  planets  nor  of  £phemerides: 
A  man  may  be  made  a  cuckold  in  the  day-tirae, 
When  the  itari  eyes  are  out. 

Flaminte. 
Sir,  good-bye  i You; 
I  do  commit  you  id  your  pitiful  pillow 
Stuft  with  horn-lhavings. 

CmvOb 

"        -^Faibbh  ch«h 
Hall-  a  moft  txulknt  btai,]     So,  in  TroOki  mi  CrtMa,  A,  4.  3.  4 : 
"  Blow,  villain,  .ill  thy  fpnered  Urn  r*«*  T 

"  Out  i well  (he  thelic  of  p uff'd  Aquilon." 

0^4  FLtminia 
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Ft*MU*0. 

19  God  refufe  me, 
Might  I  advife  you  now,  your  only  courfc 

*  Were  to  lock  up  your  wife. 

#  Camilk. 
Twere  very  good. 

Flamineo* 
Bar  her  the  fight  of  revel*. 

Camillom 
Excellent. 

Tlamituo. 
Let  her  not  go  to  church,  but  **  like  a  hound 
In  Leon,  at  your  heels* 

Caitiufo* 
'Twere  for  her  honour. 

Flamineo* 
And  fo  you  mould  be  certain  in  one  fortnight, 
Defpight  herchaftity  or  innocence, 
To  be  cuckolded,  which  yet  is  in  fufpence : 
This  is  my  counfel,  and  I  afk  no  fee  for't. 

QamiUo. 
Come,  you  know  not  where  my  night-cap  wrings  me. 

Flamineo. 
Wear  it  o'th'  old  famipn ;  let  your  large  ears  come  through, 
it  will  be  more  eafy.  Nay  I  will  be  bitter;  bar  your  wife 
of  her  entertainment.  Women  are  more  willingly  and  more 
glbrioufly  chafte,  when  they  are  leaft  retrained  of  their 
liberty.  It  feems  you  would  be  a  fine  capricious  mathema- 
tically jealous  coxcomb ;  take  the  height  of  your  own  horns 
with  a  Jacob's,  ftafF,  afore  they  are  up.  Thefe  politick  in- 
clofures  for  paltry  mutton,  make  more  rebellion  in  the  flefli, 

«  God  refufe  me,]     See  Note  i  to  The  Match  at  Midnight,  vol.  VII. 
p.  34*. 

J*  —  like  a  hound 

In  Leon,  at  your  heels,']  I  know  not  that  the  cuftom  of  being  fol- 
lowed by  a  dog  is  peculiar  to  this  city  in  Spain,  but  rather  believe  we 
ihotrld  read, 

—  like  a  hound  in  learn,  i.  e.  a  leafh,  a  firing. 
See  Note  on  King  Lear,  A.  3.  a.  6.  voL  IX.  p.  482.      S. 

than 
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than  all  the  provocative  electuaries  do&ors  have  uttered  fine* 
the  laft  jubilee. 

Camilla* 

This  doth  not  phytic  me* 

Flamineo. 

It  feems  you  are  jealous ;  i'U  (hew  you  the  error  of  it  by  a 
familiar  example  3  I  have  feen  a  pair  of  fpe&acles  fafhioned 
with  fuch  perfpective  art,  that  lay  down  but  one  twelve  pence 
o'th'board,  'twill  appear  as  if  there  were  twenty ;  now  would 
you  wear  a  pair  of  thefe  fpe&acles,  and  fee  your  wife  'tying 
her  (hoe,  you  would  imagine  twenty  hands  were  taking  up  of 
your  wife's  clothes,  and  this  would  put  you  into  a  horrible 
caufelefs  fury. 

Camillo. 

The  fault  there,  fir,  is  not  in  the  eye-fight. 

Flamineo, 

True,  but I5  they  that  have  the  yellow  jaundice  think  all 
objects  they  look  on  to  be  yellow.  Jealoufy  is  worfe ;  her  fits 
prefent  to  a  man,  like  fo  many  bubhles  in  a  bafon  of  water, 
twenty  feveral  crabbed  faces,  many  times  makes  his  own  ftia- 
dow  his  cuckold-maker. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona. 

See,  (he  comes ;  what  reafon  have  you  to  be  jealous  of  thii 
creature  ?  what  an  ignorant  afs  or  flattering  knave  might  he 
"be  counted,  that  ihould  write  fonnets  to  her  eyes;  or  call  her 
brow,  the  fnow  of  Ida,  or  ivory  of  Corinth,  or  compare  her 
hair  to  the  black-bird's  bill,  when  'tis  liker  the  black-bird's 
feather  ?  this  is  all :  be  wife,  I  will  ma£e  you  friends :  and 
you  (hall  go  to  bed  together.  Marry  look  you,  it  (hall  not  be 
your  feeking.  Do  you  (land  upon  that  by  any  means:  walk 
you  aloof;  I  would  not  have  you  feen  in'r. — Sifter,  my  lord 
attends  you  in  the  banquetting-houfe ;  your  hulband  is  won- 
drous difcontented.  • 
» 

25  —tbty  that  have  the  yellow  jaundice,  think  all  objefts  they  look  on  to  bt 
ytllnuC]     This  thought  is  adopted  by  Mr.  Pope  : 
*'  All  feems  infe&ed  that  th*  infe&cd  fpy, 
M  As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundie'd  eye.      S. 

Vittoria 
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Vsttoria  Corombona. 
I  did  nothing  to  difpleafe  him ;  I  carved  to  him  at  fupper- 
timc 

Flamineo* 
You  need  not  have  carved  him,  in  faith  ;  they  fay  he  is  a 
capon  already.  I  mult  now  feemingly  fall  out  with  you. 
Shall  a  gentleman  fo  well  defcended  as  Camillo— -a  loufy  Have, 
that  within  this  twenty  years  rode  with  the  black  guard  in  the 
duke's  carriage,  'raongft  fpits  and  dripping-pans  ?  ; 

Camilla. 
Now  he  begins  to  tickle  her. 

Flaminea. 
An  excellent  fcbolar — one  that  hath  a  head  fillM  with  calves 
*  brains  without  any  fage  in  them,— -come  crouching  in  the  bams 
to  you  for  a  night* » lodging  t — that  hath  an*  itch  in's  hams,  which 
like  the  fire  at  the  glais-houfe  hath  not  gone  out  this  feven 
years—w  be  not  a  courtly  gentleman  t — when  he  wears  white 
£min,  one  would  take  him  by  his  black  muzzle  to  be  no  other 
creature  than  a  maggot— you  are  a  goodly  foil,  I  confefs,  well  fit 
*«/-*-but  cover'd  with  a  falfe  ftone,  you  counterfeit  diamond. 

Camillo* 
He  will  mal^e  her  knpw  what  is  in  me. 

Flaminea. 
Come)  my  lord  attends  you ;  thou  (halt  go  to  bed  to  my 
lord. 

Camilla* 
Now  he  comes  to't. 

Flamineo. 
With  a  Telifh  as  curious  as  a  vintner  going  to  ta,fte  new 
wine. — I  am  opening  your  cafe  hard.  [To  Camillo. 

Camillo. 
A  virtuous  brother,  on  my  credit ! 

Flamineo* 
He  will  give  thee  a  ring  with  a  phllofopher's  (tone  in  it, 

Camillo. 
Indeed,  I  am  ftudying  alchymy. 

Flamineo. 
Thou  (halt  lie  in  a  bed  fluff  with  turtles  feathers ;  fwoon  in 
perfumed  linen,  like  the  fellow  was  frnothered  in  rofes.    So 
perfect  (hall  be  thy  happinefs,  that  as  men  at  fea  think  land, 

and 
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and  trees,  and  (hips,  go  that  way  they  go ;  fo  both  heaven  and 
earth  (hall  feem  to  go  your  voyage.  Shall't  meet  him,  'tis  iix'd, 
with  nails  of  diamonds  to  inevitable  necdfity,  [AJfdc 

Vittoria  Corombond. 
How  fliall's  rid  him  hence  ?  l^fidtm 

- .  Flamineo* 
I  will  put x6  the  brize  in's  tail  (hall  let  him  gadding  pre- 
femly.-rrl  have  alrhoft  wrought  her  to  it,  I  find  her  coming; 
but,  might  I  advife  you  now,  tor  this  night  I  would  not  tie  with, 
her,  I  would  crofs  her  humojur  to  make  her  more  humble. 

Camitto. 
.  Shall  I,  (hall  I? 

Flammed. 
It  will  (hew  in  you  a  fupremacy  of  judgment* 

Camillo. 
True,  and  a  mind  differing  from  the  tumultuary  opinion ; 
for,  qua  negata,  grata. 

Flamfneo. 
Right :  you  are  the  *7  adamant  (hall  draw  her  to  yeti,  though 
you  keep  diftance  off. 

Camilla* 
A  philofophical  reafon. 

Flamineo. 
Walk  by  her  o'th'  nobleman's  fafliion,  and  tell  her  you  wijl 
lie  with  her  at  the  end  of  the  progrefs. 

Camiilio, 
Viuoria,  I  cannot  be  induc'd,  or  a3  a  man  would  fay,  in* 
cited. 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
To  do  what,  fir  ? 

16  the  brixc]  i.  e.  the  fly  that  flings  cattle.    So,  In  Ben  Joafoa's 
Poetafter,  A.  3.  S.  I. 

"  This  brixe  hath  prick'd  my  patience." 
The  New  Inny  A.  5.  S.  3. 

"  — —  Sheelee  nien 
"  Runs  like  a  heefer,  bitten  with  the  briau, 
u  About  the  court  crying  on  Fly,  and  curling." 
See  alfo  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  TroiluiandCrcJJiday  A*  2.  S.  .3.  and  to 
s4*ony  and  Cleopatra,  A.-  3.  S..8. 

*7  adamant']  i.  c.  the  magnet.      S.  P.  t 

CamflU. 
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Camilk. 
To  lie  with  yon  to-night.    Your  filk-worm-  ufeth  to  faft 
ctery  third  day,  and    the  next  following  fpins  the  better* 
To-morrow  at  night  I  am  for  you. 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
You'll  fpin  a  fair  thread,  truft  to't. 

Ftamineo. 
But  do  you  hear,  I  fhall  hare  you  ileal  to  her  chamber 
about  midnight, 

Camilla. 
Do  you  think  fo  ?  why  look  you,  brother,  becaufe  you  fhall 
not  think  I'll  gull  you,  take  the  key,  lock  me  into  the  cham- 
ber, and  fay  you  (hall  be  fure  of  me. 

Flamineo. 
In  troth  I  will ;  111  be  your  jailer  once  : 
But  have  you  ne'er  a  falfe  door  ? 

Camillo, 
A  pox  on't,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian :  tell  me  to-morrow  how 
fcurvjly  fee  takes  my  unkind  parting, 

Flamineo* 
I  will 

Camilla, 
Didft  thou  not  make  the  jeft  of  the  filk-worm  ? 
Good-night,  in  faith  I  will  ufe  this  trick  often. 

Flamineo*  ' 

Do,  do,  do.  [Exit  Camillo. 

So,  now  you  are  fafe.     Ha,  ha,  ha,  x*  thou  intangleft  thyfelf 
in  thine  own  work  like  a  filk-worm. 

'  Enter  Brachiano. 

Come,  filler,  darknefs  hides  your  blufli.  Women  are  Uke 
curft  dogs ;  civility  keeps  them  tied  all  day-time,  but  they  are 
let  loofe  at  midnight,  then  they  do  molt  good,  or  moft  mif- 
chief.    My  lord,  my  lord. 

18  thou  mtengleft  thyjelf  in  thine  awn  work  like  ajilk-wormS]    Thus  Pope, 
**  The.  filk-worm  thus  loins  fine  his  little  ftore, 
u  And  labours  till  he  clouds  himielf  all  o'er."        S. 

4  Zanche 
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Zanche  brings  *ut  a  carpet,  Jfrads  it%  and  kys  onit  to*  fair 

cufbions. 

Bracbiano. 
Give  credit :  I  could  wilh  time  would  ftand  fiillft 
And  never  end  this  interview,  this  hour ; 
But  all  delight  doth  itfelf  foon'ft  devour. 

Enter  Corqctiji  Mfi.ening* 

Let  me  into  your  bofom,  happy  lady, 
Pour  out,  innead  of  eloquence,  my  tows. 
Loofe  me  not,  inadarh»  for  if  you  forego  me, 
I  am  loft  eternally. 

'  Vtttmd  Cwtnlmta. 
Sir,  in  the  way  of  pity, 
I  wifh  you  heart-whole. 

Bracbianom ' 
You  are  a  fweet  phyfician.        v  p 

Fittoria  Ccrombona* 
Sure,  fir,  a  loathed  cruelty  in  ladies 
Is  as  to  dolors  many  funerals : 
It  takes  away  their  credit. 

Brockton* 
Excellent  creature  I 
We  call  the  cruel,  fair ;  what  name  for  you 
That  are  fo  merciful  ? 

Zancbe. 
See  now  they  clofe* 

Fhmine**  ' 
Moil  happy  union. 

Cornelia* 
My  fears  are  fall'n  upon  me:  oh  my  heart  I 
My  fon  the  pander !  now  I  find  our  houfe 
Sinking  to  ruin.    Earthquakes  leave  behind, 
Where  they  have  tyrannized,  iron,  lead,  orftone; 
But  woe  to  ruin,  violent  luft  leaves  none, 

Bracbiano* 
What  value  is  this  jewel  i 

Fittoria  Corombena. 
Tis  the  ornament  of  a  weak  fortune. 

Bracbian* 


IPH* 
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For  witch-craft,  rather  than  a  burial-plot 
For  both  your  honours. 

Vittoria  Corombona\ 
Deareft  mother,  hear  me. 

Cornelia* 
O,  thou  doft  make  my  brow  bend  to  the  earth, 
Sooner  than  nature.    See  the  curfe  of  children ! 
In  life  they  keep  us  frequently  in  tears ; 
And  in  the  cold  grave  leave  us  in  pale  fears. 

Bracbiano* 
Come,  come,  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Vittoria  Corombona, 
Dear,  my  lord. 

Cornelia* 
Where  is  thy  dutchefs  how,  adult'rous  duke  ? 
Thou  little  dream'ft  this  night  (he  is  come  to  Rome. 

Flamineo. 
How !  come  to  Rome  ?  , 

Vittoria  Coromhona* 
The  dutchefs, 

Bracbiano* 
She  had  been  better— 

Cornelia. 
The  lives  of  princes  (hould  like  dials  move, 
Whofe  regular  example  is  fo  irrong, 
They  make  the  times  by  them  go  right,  or  wrong* 

Flamineo. 
So,  have  you  done  ? 

Cornelia* 
Unfortunate  Camillo! 

i  Vittoria  Corombauu 

I  do  proteft,  if  any  chafte  denial, 
If  any  thing  but  blood  could  have  altay'4 
His  long  fuit  to  me— » 

Cornelia* 
I  will  join  with  thee, 
To  the  moft  woeful  end  ere  mother  kneel'dj 
If  thou  difhonour  thus  thy  hufband's  bed, 
Be  thy  life  fliort  as  are  the  funeral  tears 
In  great  men's 
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Bracbianv* 

Fy,  fy,  the  woman's  mad. 

Cornelia* 

Be  thy  aft  Judas  like,  betray  ia  killing* 
May'il  thou  be  envy'd  during  his  fliort  breath, 
And  pity'd  like  a  wretch  after  his  death. 

Flttoria  Corombona* 

O  me  accurs'd !  {Exit  Vittoria  Corombona. 

Flatninev. 

Are  you  out  of  your  wits,  my  lord  ? 
I'll  fetch  her  back  again. 

.  Brachiano, 

No,'  111  to  bed. 
Send  doctor  Julio  to  me  prefently. 
Uncharitable  woman  !  thy  ram  tongue 
Hath  raised  a  fearful  and  prodigious  florin ; 
Be  thou  the  caufe  of  all  enfuing  harm.  [Exit  Brachiano. 

Flamineo. . 

Now,  you  that  ftand  fo  much  upon  your  honour ! 
Is  this  a  fitting  time  o'night,  think  you, 
To  fend  a  duke  home  without  e'er  a  man  ? 
I  would  fain  know  where  lies  the  mafs  of  wealth 
Which  you  have  hoarded  for  my  maintenance, 
That  I  may  bear  my  beard  out  of  the  level 
Of  my  lord's  flirrup. 

Cornelia. 

What !  becaufe  we  are  poor, 
Shall  we  be  vicious? 

Flaitiineo* 

Pray,  what  means  have  you 
To  keep  me  from  the  gallies,  or  the  gallows  f 
My  father  prov'd  himfelf  a  gentleman, 
Sold  all  his  land,  and,  like  a  fortunate  fellow, 
Died  ere  the  money  was  fpent.    You  brought  me  up. 
At  Padua,  I  confefs,  where  I  proteft, 
For  want  of  means  (tne  univerfity  judge  me) 
I  have  been  fain  to  heel  my  tutor  s  {lockings 
At  leaft  feven  years ;  confpiring  with  a  beard 
Made  me  a  graduate;  then  to  this  duke's  fervice. 

Vol,  VI.  R  Ivifited 
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I  vifited  the  court,  whence  I  returnM 
More  courteous,  more  leacherous  by  far, 
But  not  a  fuit  the  richer.    And  (hall  I, 
Having  a  path  (b  open,  and  fo  free 
To  my  preferment,  (till  retain  your  milk 
In  my  pale  forehead  ?  no,  this  lace  of  mine 
I'll  arm  and  fortify  with  lufty  wine, 
'Gain ft  fhame  and  bluming. 

Cornelia. 
O  that  I  nt'er  had  borne  thee  ! 

Flamineo, 

So  would  I. 
I  would  the  common'll  courtezan  in  Rome 
Had  been  my  mother,  rather  than  thyfelf. 
Nature  is  very  pitiful  to  whores, 
To  give  them  but  few  children,  yet  thofe  children 
Plurality  of  fathers ;  they  are  fure 
They  (hall  not  want.     Go,  go, 
Complain  unto  my  great  lord  cardinal ; 
It  may  be  he  will  juftify  the  a£h 
Lycurgus  wonder'd  much,  men  would  provide, 
Good  Uallions  for  their  mares,  and  yet  would  fuffer 
Their  fair  wives  to  be  barren. 

Cornelia, 

Mifery  of  miferies !  [Exit  Cornelia. 

Flamineo. 

The  dutchefs  comes  to  court !  I  like  not  that. 
We  are  engag'd  to  mifchief,  and  mud  on*  • 
A9  river9  to  find  out  the  ocean 
Flow  with  crook  bendings  beneath  forced  banks ; 
Or  as  we  fee,  to  afpire  fome  mountain's  top, 
The  way  afcends  not  (Iraighf,  but  imitates 
The  fubtile  foldings  of  a  winter  in ake ; 
So  who  knows  policy  and  her  true  afpect, 
Shall  find  her  ways  winding  and  indirect.  [Exit* 


ACT 
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A    C    T      II. 

Enter  'Francifco  de  Medicis,"  cardinal  Monticelfo,  Marcello* 
Ifabella,  young  Giovanni,  *wit/j  little  Jaques  the  Moor. 

Francifco  de  Mcdicis. 

Xx  AVE  you  not  feen  your  hufband  fiace  you  arrived? 

f  Ifabella.  ~     t 

Not  yet,  fir. 

»     Francifco  de  Medici s+ 
Surely  he  is  wonderful  kind ;  . 

If  I  had  fuch  a  dove-houfe  as  Cam il Jo's, 
I  would  fet  lire  on't,  were't  but  to  deftroy 
The  pole-cats  that  haunt  to  it.— My  fweet  coufin ! 

Giovanni, 
Lord  uncle,  you  did  promife  me  a  horfe, 
And  armour. 

,  Francifco  de  Media's. 

That  I  did,  my  pretty  coufin. 
Marcello,  fee  it  fitted. 

Mar  cello. 
My  lord,  the  duke  is  here. 

Francifco  de  Media's. 
Surer,  away ;  you  muft  not  yet  be  feen, 

Jfabella. 
I  do  befeech  you, 
Entreat  him  mildly,  let  hot  your  rough  toflgue 
Set  us  at  louder  variance ;  all  my  wrongs 
Are  freely  pardon'd;  and  I  do  not  doubf, 
As  men,  to  try  the  x9  precious  unicorn's  horn, 

Make 

f9  precious  unicorn  s  born]  <€  The  antwnts  held  the  Unicorn* t  born  to 
€t  be  a  counter  poifon ;  and  that  the  animal  ufed  to  dip  it  in  the  water,  to 
"  purify  and  fweeten  it  ere  it  would  drink  :  it  is  added,  that  for  the  fame 
"  reafon  other  beafts  wait  to  fee  it  drink  before  them.— Thence,  as  alfo 
"  from  the  rarity  of  the  thing,  people  have  taken  occafion  to  attribute 
*'  divers  medicinal  virtues  thereto. 

"  JBut  Amb.  Pare  has  proved  it  a  mere  piece  of  charletanery,  and  all 
''  the  virtues  attributed  to  it  to  be  falfe ;  and  yet  the  price  it  has  bore  is 
"  almoA  incredible.    Andrea  Racci^  a  phyfician  of  Florence,  affirms  the 

R  %  "pouui 
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Make  of  the  powder  a  prefervative  circle. 
And  in  it  put  a  fpider ;  fo  thefe  arms    •  • 
Shall  charm  his  potion,  force  it  to  obeying, 
And  keep  him  chafte  from  an  infected  firaying. 
•  (  Francifco  de  Medjcis, 

I  wiih  they  may.    Be  gone. 

[Exeunt  Ifabella  and  Giovanni,  Wc. 

Enter  Brachiano  and  Flamineo. 

Void  the  chamber: 

You  are  welcome,  will  you  fit  ?  I  pray,  my  lord, 
Be  you  ray  orator,  my  heart's  too  full, 
I'll  fecond  you  aeon. 

Monticelfo. 

Ere  I/begin, 
Let  me  entreat  your  grace  forego  all  paflion, 
Which  may  be  raifed  by  my  free  difcourfc. 

Brachiano, 

As  fiient  as  i'th'  church ;  you  may  proceed. 

Monticej/b. 

It  is  a  wonder  to  your  noble  friends, 
That  you,  having  as  'twere  emer'd  the  world 
With  a  free  fcepter  in  your  able  hand, 
And  have  to  the  ufe  of  nature  well  applied 
High  gifts  of  learning,  mould  in  your  prime  age 
Neglect  your  awful  throne,  for  the  foft  down 
Of  an  infatiate  bed.     Oh,  my  lord, 
The  drunkard  after,  all  his  lavifh  cups 
Is  dry,  and  then  is  fober :  fo  at  length, 
%°  When  you  awake  from  this  lafcivious  dream, 
Repentance  then  will  follow,  like  the  fting 
Plac'd  in  the  adder's  tail.    Wretched  are  princes 

When 

'<  pound  of  1 6  ounces  to  have  been  fold  in  the  Apothecaries  (hops  for 
"  1536  crowns,  when  the  fame  weight  of  gold  was  only  worth  one  hun- 
"  died  forty-eight  crowns."  Cbambas'i  Dictionary.  See  alfp  Sir  Thomas 
Brown's  Vulgar  Errors.    B.  3.  C.  13. 

40  When  you  awake  from  this  lafcivious  dream, 
.  Repentance  then  willfoliozu,  like  tbejiing 
Tlacd  in  tbt  adder's  tail.]     So  Thomfon  fays  : 
.  Even  prefent,  in  the  very  lap  of  Love 
Inglorious  laid  :  while  Mufick.  flows  around, 

Perfumes, 
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When  fortune  blafteth  but  a  petty  flower 
Of  their  unwieldy  crowns ;  or  ravifheth 
But  one  pearl  from  their  fceptcrs  :  but  alas  ! 
When  they  thro'  wilful  (hipwreck  lofe  good  fame. 
All  princely  titles;  perifh  with  their  name. 

Bracbisno. 
You  have  (aid,  my  lord. 

Monticelfo. 
Enough  to  give  you  tafte 
How  far  I  am  from  flatt'ring  your  greatnefs. 

Bracbiano, 
Now  you  that  are  his  fecond,  what  fey  you  ?    . 
Do  not  like  young  hawks  fetch  a  courfe  about, 
Your  game  flies  fair,  and  for  you. 

Francifco  de  Medici s. 
Do  not  fear  it:  \ 

I'll  anfwer  you  in  your  own  hawking  phrafe. 
Some  eagles  that  mould  gaze  upon  the  fun 
Seldom  foar  high,  but  take  their  luftful  eafe ; 
Since  they  from  dunghill  birds  their  prey  can  feize. 
You  know  Vittoria?  ' 

Bracbiano. 
Yes. 

Francifco  de  Medici  u  > 

You  fhift  your  fliirt  there, 
When  you  r6tum  from  tennis  ? 

Bracbiano, 
Happily. 

Francifco  de  Media's, 
Her  hufband  is  the  lord  of  a  poor  fortune, 
Yet  (he  wears  cloth  of  tiflue. 

Bracbiano. 
What  of  this  ? 
Will  you  urge  that,  my  good  lord  cardinal, 

Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  hours; 

Amid  the  Ro/es  fierce  repentance  rears 

Her  Jnaky  Creft  :  a  quick  returning  pang 

Shoots  thro'  the  cbnfcious  Heart ;  where  honour  ftill, 

And  great  defign,  againft  th'  oppreflive  load 

Of  Luxury,  by  fits,  impatient  heave.  Spring,  1.  992. 

R  3  As 
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As  part  of  her  confeflion  at  next  thrift, 
And  know  from  whence  it  fails  ? 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
She  is  your  {trumpet. 

Brachiano. 
Uncivil  fir,  there's  hemlock  in  thy  breath, 
And  blacked  llander.    Were  (he  wbore  of  mine,  ' 
All  thy  loud  cannons,  and  thy  2I  borrow'd  Switzers, 
Thy  gallies,  nor  thy  fworn  confederates, 
Durfl  not  fupplant  her. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
Let's  not  talk  on  thunder. 
Thou  halt  a  wife,  our  lifter ;  would  I  had  given 
Both  her  white  hands  to  death,  bound  and  lock'd  faft 
In  her  lad  winding  fheet,  when  I  gave  thee 
But  one. 

Brachiano. 
Thou  hadil  given  a  foul  to  God  then, 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
True ; 
Thy  ghoftiy  father,  with  all  his  abfolution, 
Shall  ne'er  do  fo  by  thee, 

Brachiano. 
Spit  thy  poifon. 

Francifco  dc  Medicis. 
I  (hall  not  need,  luft  carries  her  (harp  whip 
At  her  own  girdle ;  look  to'r,  for  our  anger 
Is  making  thunder-bolts. 

Brachiano.  x 

Thunder !  i'taith, 
1  The)'  are  but  crackers. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
We'll  end  it  with  the  cannon. 

Brachiano, 
Thou'lt  get  nought  by  it,  but  iron  in  thy  wounds, 
And  gunpowder  in  thy  nortrils. 

**  borrow'd  S-toitsstrst"]  Sivit&ers,  in  ou/antient  plays  are  generally 
fpoken  of  as  the  guards  particularly  belonging  to  the  perfons  of  princes. 
See  The  Noble  (?cn:/:man,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  3.  S.  1.  and 
Hamlet,  A.  4.  S.  5. 

Francifco 
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Francifco  de  Medicis.  , 

Better  that, 
Than  change  perfumes  for  plaifters. 

Brachiano.  .    ,. 

Pity  on  thee,    * 
'Twere  good  you'd  (hew  your  (laves,  or  men  condemned,      ' 
Your  new-plow'd  forehead -defiance.'    I'll  meet  thee> 
Even  in  a  thicket  of  thy  ableft  men. 

Monticelfo. 
My  lord,  you  (hall  not  word  it  any  farther 
Without  a  milder  limit. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
Willingly. 

Bracbiano. 
.   Have  you  proclaitn'd  a  triumph,  that  you  bait 
A  lion  thus? 

Monticelfo* 
My  lord! 

Bracbiano* 
I'm  tame,  I'm  tame,  fir. 

Flamineo, 
We  fend'unto  the  duke  for  conference 
'Bout  levies  'gain ft  the  pirates ;  my  lord  duke   - 
Is  not  at  home :  we  come  ourfelf  in  perfon ; 
Still  my  lord  duke  is  bulled.    But  we  fear 
When  Tyber  to  each  prouling  paifenger 
Difcovers  flocks  of  wild  ducks  ;  then,  my  lord, 
'Bout  moulting  time  I  mean,  we  (hall  be  certain 
To  find  you  lure  enough,  and  fpeak  with  you. 
*  Bracbiano* 

Ha! 

Flamineo* 
A  meer  tale  of  a  tub,  my  words  are  idle ; 
But  to  exprefs  the  fonnet  by  natural  reafon, 
When  flags' grow  melancholy,  you'll  find  the  feafon. 

Enter  Giovanni, 
Monticelfo, 
No  more,, my  lord  ;  here  comes  a  champion 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  you  both ; 

R  4  Your 
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Your  fon,  prince  Gkwanfii.    Sec,  «iy  lords,  ' 

What  hopes  you  ftore  in  him  ;  this  is  a  calket 
For  both  your  crowns,  and  fhould  be  held  like  dear. 
Now  is  he  apt  for  knowledge ;  therefore  know 
It  is  a  more  direc-t  and  even  way, 
To  train  to  virtue  thofe  of  princely  blood, 
By  examples  than  by  precepts:  if  by  examples, 
Whom  mould  he  rather  ftnve  to  imitate 
Than  his  own  father  f  be  his  pattern  then, 
Leave  him  a  flock  of  virtue  that  may  lad, 
Should  fortune  rend  his  fails,  and  fplit  his  maft. 

Bracbiano. 
Your  hand,  boy,  growing  to  a  foldier  ? 

Giovanni. 
Give  me  a  pike. 

Francifco  de  Medicis, 
What,  praftifing  your  pike  fo  young,  fair  cul  2 

Giovanni, 
Suppofe  me  one  of  Homer's  frogs,  my  lord, 
Toffing  my  bull-rufh  thus;     Pray,  fir,  tell  me, 
Might  not  a  child  of  good  difcretion 
Be  leader  to  an  army  ? 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
Yes,  coufin,  a;  young  prince 
Of  good  difcretion  might* 

Giovanni, 
Say  you  fo? 
Indeed  I  have  heard,  'tis  fit  a  general     * 
Should  not  endanger  his  own  perfon  ofr,  ' 
So  that  he  makes  a  noife  when  he's  on  horfcback 
Like  a  Dantzick  drummer,  O,  'tis  excellent  ! 
He  need  not  fight;  methinks  his  horfe  as  vft\\ 
Might  lead  an  army  for  him.     If  I  live, 
I'll  charge  the  French  foe  in  the  very  front 
Of  all  my  troops,  the  foremoft  man. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
What!  what! 

Giovanni, 
And  will  not  hid  my  foldiers  up  and  follow, 
But  bid  them  follow  me. 

Bracbiano* 
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Brachlano. 
a2.  Forward  lap- wing  ! 
He  flies  with  the  (hell  on's  head. 

Frandfco  de  Mcdicis* 
Pretty  coufm ! 

Giovanni.   ' 
The  firft  year,  uncle,  that  I  go  to  war, 
All  pri  (oners  that  I  take  I  will  fet  free, 
Without  their  ranfom. 

Frandfco  de'Mcdicis. 
Ha  !  without  their  ranfom ! 
How  then  will  you  reward  your  foldlers, 
That  took  thofe  prifoners  for  you  ? 

Giovanni. 
Thus,  my  lord; 

111  marry  them  to  all  the  wealthy  widows 
That  fall  that  year* 

Frandfco  de  Medicis. 
1    Why  then,  the  next  year  following, 
You'll  have  no  men  to  go  wkh  you  to  war. 

Giovanni. 
Why  then  I'll  prefs  the  women  to  the  war, 
And  then  the  men  will  follow, 

Monticelfo. 
Witty  prince  ! 

Frandfco  de  Medids; 
See,  a  good  habit  makes  a  child  a  man, 
Whereas  a  bad  one  makes  a  man  a  beaft. 
Come,  you  and  1  are  friends.  ' 

Brachlano. 
Mod  wifhedly: 
Like  bemes  which,  broke  in  funier,  and  well  fet, 
Knit  the  more  ftrongly. 

Frandfco  de  Medicis. 
Call  Camillo  hither: 
Yqu  have  receiv'd  the  rumour,  how  count  Lodowick 
Is  turn'd  a  pirate. 

*2  Forward*  lap-wing  ! 

He  Jilts  with  the  Jhell  on%s  bead."]  So.  Horatio  fays  in  Hcmlet,  A.  5. 
S.  2.  "  This  lap-nving  runs  away  wkh  the  ihell  on  ftis  head.'*  See  Mr. 
Steevens's  Note  thereon. 

'  Brachiano. 
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Bracbiano. 
Yes. 

Francijco  de  Medic  is. 
We  are  now  preparing 
Some  fliips  to  fetch  him  in.    Behold  your  dutchefi. 
We  now  will  leave  you,  and  expeft  from  you 
Nothing  but  kind  intreaty.  [Exeunt  Fran,  Mon.  Gior* 

Enter  Ifabella, 

Bracbiano. 
Tou  have  charm'd  me. 
You  are  in  health,  we  fee. 

IJabeBa. 
And  above  health, 
To  fee  my  lord  well. 

Bracbiano* 
So,  J  wonder  much 
What  amorous  whirlwind  hurried  you  to  Rome  ? 

Ifabclla. 
Devotion,  my  lord. 

Bracbiano. 
Devotion! 
Is  your  foul  charg'd  with  any  grievous  fin  ? 

Ifabella. 
Tis  burthen'd  with  too  many ;  and  I  think 
The  ofVner  that  we  caft  our  reckonings  up, 
Our  fleeps  will  be  the  fouoder. 

Bracbiano. 
Take  your  chamber. 

IJabeUa. 
Nay,  my  dear  lord,  I  will  not  have  you  angry ; 
Doth  not  my  abfence  from  you,  now  two  months, 
Merit  one  kifs? 

Bracbiano.  ' 

I  do  not  u(e  to  kifs : 
If  that  will  difpoflefs  your  jealoufy, 
I'll  fwear  it  to  you. 

Ifabella. 
O  my  lov'd  lord, 
I  do  not  come  to  chide :  my  jealoufy  ! 

I  am 
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I  am  to  learn  what  that  Italian  means. 
You  are  as  welcome  to  thefe  longing  arjms, 
As  I  to  you  a  virgin*  . 

Bracbiano. 

O  your  breath ! 
Out  upon  fweet-meats  and  contiou'd  phyfick, 
The  plague -is  in  them* 

Ifahella. 

You  have  ©ft,  for  thefe  two  lips, 
Neglected  caffia,  or  the  natural  fweets 
Of  the  fpring-violet :  they  are  not  yet  much  withered. 
My  lord,  I  Should  be  merry :  thefe  your  frowns 
Shew  in  a  helmet  lovely  ;  but  on  me, 
In  fuch  a  peaceful  interview,  methjnks 
They  are  too  roughly  knit;  . 

Btacl'iano, 

0  difTemblance ! 

Do  you  bandy  factions  'gain ft  me  ?  have  you  learnt 
The  trick  of  impudent  bafenefs  to  complain 
Unto  your  kindred? 

Ifabdla. 

Never,  my  dear  lord. 

Bracbiano. 
Mufl  I  be  hunted  out  ?  or  was't  your  trick 
To  meet  fome  amorous  gallant  here  in  Rome, 
That  muft  fupply  our  discontinuance  ? 

Ifabella. 

1  pray,  fir,  burft  my  heart ;  and  in  my  death 
Turn  to  your  antient  pity,  tho*  not  love. 

Bracbiano. 
Becaufe  your  brother  is  the  corpulent  duke, 
That  is,  the  great  duke:  'sdeath,  I  (hall  not  fliortly 
Racket  away  tive  hundred  crowns  at  tennis, 
But  it  fhajl  red  upon  record !  I  fcorn  him 
Like  a  2J  fhav'd  Polack  ;  all  his  reverend  wit 

2 3  Jbav'd  Polack  ;]  i.  e.  Polander.  See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Pope,  Dr. 
Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Steevens,  on  Hamlet,  A.  i.  S.  i.  In  Moryfon's  Itinerary f 
1617,  p.  3.  p.  170.  it  is  faid,  "  The  Polonians  /have  all  fheir  heads  clow, 
4i  excepting  the  haire  of  the  forehead,  which  they  nourifh  very  long, 
4t  and  caft  backe  to  the  hinder  part  of  die  head." 

Lies 
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Lies,  in  his  wardrobe :  he's  a  difcreet  fellow. 
When  he's  made  up  in  his  robes  of  Hate. 
Your  brother,  the  great  duke,  becaufe  h'as  gallies, 
And  now  and  then  ranfacks  a  Turkiih  fly-boat, 
(NoW  all  the  heliifh  furies  rack  his  foul) 
Fir  it  made  this  match ;  accorfed  be  the  prieft 
That  feng  the  wedding-mafi,  and  even  my  ifluc! 

JfobtUa. 
O,  too  too  far  you  have  card. 

Bracbiano. 
Your  hand  101  kifs ; 
This  is  the  lateft  ceremony  of  my  love. 
Henceforth  HI  never  lie  with  thee :  by  this, 
This  wedding-ring,  I'll  ne'er  more  lie  with  thee. 
And  this  divorce  (hall  be  as  truly  kept, 
As  if  the  judge  had  doom'd  it*    Fare  you  well ; 
Our  fleeps  are  feverM. 

Ifibella. 
Forbid  it,  the  fweet  union 
Of  all  things  blefled !  why,  the  faints  in  heaven 
Will  knit  their  brows  at  that. 

Bracbiano. 
Let  not  thy  love 
Make  thee  an  unbeliever;  this  my  vow 
Shall  never,  on  my  foul,  be  (atistied  , 
With  my  repentance :  let  thy  brother  -rage 
Beyond  a  horrid  tempeft,  or  tea-fight,     . 
My  vow  is  hVcL 

IfabeUa. 
O  my  winding-meet ! 
Now  (hall  I  need  thee  mortly.    Dear,  my  lord, 
Let  me  hear  once  more,  what  I  would  not  hear. 
Never  I 

Bracbiano* 
Never. 

JfabeUa. 
O  my  unkind  lord  !  may  your  fins  find  mercy, 
As  I  upon  a  woful  widow  d  bed 
Shall  pray  for  you,  if  not  to  turn  your  eyes 


Upon 
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Upon  your  wretched  wife  and  hopeful  fon, 
Yet  chat  in  time  you'll  fix  them  upon  heaven* 

BracbiaMO. 

No  more ;  go,  go,  complain  to  the  great  duke. 

Ifabetla. 

No,  my  dear  lord,  you  (hall  have  prefent  witnefr 
How  I'll  work  peace  between  you.     I  will  make 
Myfelf  the  author  of  your  curled  vow, 
I  have  fame  caufe  to  do  it,  you  have  none  ; 
ConceaHt,  I  befeech  you,  for  the  weal 
Of  both  your  dukedoms,  that  you  wrought  the  means 
Of  fuch  a  reparation  :  let  the  fault 
Remain  with  my  fuppofed  jealoufy, 
And  think  with  what  a  piteous  and  rent  heart 
I  (hall  perform  this  fad  enfuing  part. 

Enter  Francifco  de  Medicis,  Flamineo,  Monticelfo,  Marcello, 

Camilk). 

Bracbiano.  * 
Well,  take  your  courfe.     My  honourable  brother  f 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
Sifter !  this  is  not  well,  my  lord.    Why,  filter ! 
She  merits  not  this  welcome. 

Brachidno* 
Welcome,  fay? 
She  hath  given  me  a  (harp  welcome. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
Are  you  foolifh  ? 
Come,  dry  your  tears  :  is  this  a  moduli  courfe. 
To  better  what  is  naught,  to  rail  and  weep  ? 
Grow  to  a  reconcilement*  or,  by  heaven, 
I'll  ne'er  more  deal  between  you. 

JJabeiku  v 

Sir,  you  (hall  not; 
No,  iho'  Vittoria,  upon  that  condition, 
Would  become  honed.  -         -    , 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
Was  your  hufband  loud 
"Since  we  departed? 

Ifalctla. 
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.     Ifabelk. 
By  my  life,  fir,  no; 
I  fwear  by  that  I  do  not  care  to  lofe. 
Are  all  thefe  ruins  of  my  former  beauty 
Laid  out  for  a  whore's  triumph  f  ' 

Franciji'o  de  Medicis. 
Do  you  bear? 
Look  upon  other  women,  with  what  patience 
They  fuffer  thefe  flight  wrongs,  and  with  what  juftice 
They  ftudy  to  requite  them  :  take  that  courfe. 

Ifabella. 
O  that  I  were  a  man  !  that  f  had  power , 
To  execute  my  apprehended  wifhes, 
I  would  whip  fomewith  fcorpions. 

Francijco  de  Medicis* 
What,  turn'd  fury? 

Ifabella. 
To  dig  the  ftrumpet's  eyes  out ;  let  her  lie 
Some  twenty  months  a  dying,  to  cut  off 
Her  nofe  and  lips',  pull  out  her  rotten  teeth, 
Preiferve  her  flefli  like  mummy,  for  trophies 
Of  my  jufr.  anger  1   Hell  to  my  affliction 
Is  mere,  fnow-water.    By  your  favour,  fir; 
Brother,  draw  near,  and  my  lord  cardinal : 
Sir,  let  me  borrow  of  you  but  one  kifs ; 
Henceforth  I'll  never  lie  with  you,  by  this, 
This  wedding-ring.    . 

Frahcifco  de  Medicis. 
How,  ne'er  more  lie  with  him  ? 

Ifabella. 
And  this  divorce  mail  be  as  truly  kept 
As  if  in  thronged  court  a  thoufand  ears 
Had  heard  it,  and  a  thoufand  lawyers  hands 
Seal'd  to  the  feparation. 

Bracbiano. 
Ne'er  lie  with  me  ? 

Ifabella. 
Let  not  my  former  dotage 
Make  thee  an  unbeliever  ;  this  my  vow 

Shall 
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Shall  never  on  my  foul  be  fatisfied 
With  my  repentance ;  manet  oka  mente  repoftum. 

Francifco  de  Media's. 
Now,  by  my  birth,  you  are  a  fooliih,  mad, 
And  jealous  woman. 

Bracbiano. 
You  fee 'tis  not  my  feeking. 

Francifco  de  Media's. 
Wad  this  your  circle  of  pure  unicorn's  horn, 
You  faid  fhould  charm  your  lord?  now  horns  upon  thee, 
For  jealoufy  deferves  them :  keep  your  vow, 
And  take  your  chamber. 

IfabeUa. 
No,  fir,  I'll  prefemly  to  Padua; 
I  will  not  flay  a  minute. 

Mouticelfom 
O  good  madam !— • 

*  Brad,!*,.. 

Twere  beft  to  let  her  have  her  humour ;  > 

Some  half  day's  journey  will  bring  down  her  flomach, 
And  then  (he'll  turn  in  pod. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
To  fee  her  come 
To  rny  lord  cardinal  for  a  difpenfation 
Of  her  rafh  vow,  will  beget  excellent  laughter. 

Ifaiella.. 
Unkindnefs,  do  thy  office ;  poor  heart,  break : 
*4  Thofe  are  the  killing  griefs,  which  dare  not  fpeak.      [Exit* 

Enter  Camillo. 

Marcelbm 
Camillo's  come,  my  lord* 

Francifco  de  Medicis*  * 
Where's  the  commiflion  ? 

**  Tbofe  are  the  killing  griefs,  which  dare  not  /peak.]     So,   iot  Macbeth, 
A*  4*  S.  3* 

"  Give  forrow  words  :  the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 
"  Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  hearty  and  bids  it  break." 

Cures  leva  loyuuntur9  ingentes  Jluptnt.         S. 

MarceUo. 
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MarccUa. 
*TU  here 

Francijco  ie  McMcis. 
Give  me  the  fignet. 

Flamineo, 
My  lord,  do  you  mark  their  whifpering?  I  will  compound  a 
medicine,  out  of  their  two  heads,  flronger  than  gariick,  deadlier 
than  1$  ftibiuro  :  the  cantharides,  which  are  fcarce  feen  to  dick 
upon  the  fldh,  when  they  woik  to  the  heart,  (hall  not  do  it 
with  more  filence  or  invifible  cunning. 

•  

Enter  Do&or. 
Bracbiauo. 

About  the  murder  I 

Flamineo. 
They  are  fending  him  to  Naples,  but  Til  fend  him  to  Candy. 
Here's  another  property  too. 

Bracblantu 
O,  the  doctor ! 

'  Flamineo. 

A  poor  quack-falving  knave,  my  lord';  one  that  mould  have 
been  lafh'd  for's  leachery,  but  that  he  corifeft  a  judgment,  had 
an  execution  laid  upon  him,  and  fo  put  the  whip  to  a  nonplus. 

Doftor. 
And  was  cozen'd,  my  lord,  by  an  arranter  knave  than  my- 
felf,  and  made  pay  all  the  colourable  execution. 

Flamineo. 
He  will  (hoot  pills  into  a  man's  guts  (hall  make  them  have 
more  ventages  than  a  cornet  or  a  lamprey :  he  will  poifon  in 
a  kifs  ;  and  was  once  minded  for  his  mailer-piece,  *6  becaufe 
Ireland  breeds  no  poifon,  to  have  prepared  a  deadly  vapour  in 
a  Spaniard's  fart,  that  mould  have  poifon'd  all  Dublin. 

Bracbiano. 
O,  faint  Anthony's  fire ! 

DoBor. . 
Your  fecretary  is  merry,  my  lord. 

*5  Jilblum]    An  ancient  name  for  antimony,  now  feldom  ufed.  Cham- 
bers'i  Ditfiomtry. 

*•  becauft  Ireland  breeds  no  poifon]    See  Note  24  to  the  Second  Pan  of 
Th*  Henrfl  tfbort,  vol  III.  p.  410. 

a  Flamingo* 
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Flamineom 

O  thou  cUrs'd  antipathy  to  nature !  look,  his  eye's  blood- 

fhed,  like  a  needle  a  chirurgeon  ftitcheth  a  wound  with :  let 

roe  embrace  thee,  toad,  and  love  thee :    O  thou  abominable 

.  loathfome  gargarifm,  that  will  fetch  up  lungs,  lights,  heart,  and 

liver,  by  fcruples.  • 

Brachiano.. 
No  more :  I  rauft  employ  thee,  honeft  doctor* 
You  mud  to  Padua,  and,  by  the  way> 
Ufe  fome  of  your  ikill  for  us. 

Sir,  I  ftialL 

Brachham* 
But  for  Camillo  ? 

'     Flamineo. 
He  dies  this  •night,  by  fuch  a  politick  ftrain, 
Men  (hall  fuppofe  him  by's  own  engine  flain. 
But  for  your  dutchefs9  deat,h. 

Dofior, 
I'll  make  her  fure. 

Bracbianz. 
Small  mifchiefs  are  by  greater  made  fee u re. 

Flamineo. 
Remember  this,  you  (lave;  when  knaves  come  to  prefer- 
ment, they  rife  as  gallowfes  are  rais'd  in  the  Low  Countries, 
one  upon  another's  fhoulders.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Monticelfo,  Camillo,  and  Francifco  de  Medici  9* 

Montketfb. 
Here  is  an  emblem,  nephew,  pray  perufe  it ; 
*Twas  thrown  in  at  your  window. 

Camillo* 
At  my  window  ? 
Here  is  a  flag,  my  lord,  hath  flied  his  horns, 
And,  for  the  lofs  of  them,  the  poor  bead  weeps : 
The  word,  Inopem  me  copia  fecit. 

Monticelfo. 
That  is, 
Plenty  of  horns  hath  made  him  poor  of  horns* 

Camillo. 
What  mould  this  mean  ? 
Vol.  VI.  S  Monticelfo. 
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.   MoTrtlcelfo,    . 
I'll  tell  you  ;  'tis  given  out  you  are  a  cuckold* 

Camilla*  ' 

It  is  given  out  fo.  . 
I  had  rather  fuch  a  report  as  that,  my  lord, 
Should  keep  within  doors. 

Franci/co  de  Medici $• 
Have  you  any  children  ? 

CamiUo. 
None,  my  lord. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
You  are  the  happier : 
Til  tell  you  a  tale. 

Camilla* 
Pray,  my  lord. 

Franci/co  de  Media's. 
An  old  tale: 
Upon  a  time  Phoebus,  the  god  of  light, 
Or  him  we  call  the  Sun,  would  needs  be  married : 
The  gods  gave  their  confent,  and  Mercury 
Was  Tent  to  voice  it  to  the  general  world. 
But  what  a  piteous  cry  there  ftraight  arofe  ' 

Amongft  fmiths  and  felt-makers,  brewers  and  cooks. 
Reapers  and  butter-women,  amongft  rlfti  mongers, 
And  thoufand  other  trades,  which  are  annoy  d 
By  his  exceflive  heat ;  'twas  lamentable : 
They  come  to  Jupiter  all  in  a  fweat, 
And  do  forbid  the  banes.    A  great  fat  cook 
Was  made  their  fpeaker,  who  intreats  of  Jove, 
That  Phoebus  might  be  gelded ;  for  if  now, 
When  there  was  but  one  fun,  fo  many  men 
Were  like  to  perifh  by  his  violent  heat, 
What  (hould  they  do  if  he  were  married, 
And  (hould  beget  .more,  and  thofe  children 
'  Make  fire- works  like  their  father  ?   So  fay  I ; 
Only  I  will  apply  it  to  your  wife. 
Her  ifiue,  (hould  not  providence  prevent  it, 
Would  make  both  nature,  time,  and  man  repent  it. 

MontkelfQ. 

Lock  you,  coufin, 


t     ..A 


Go, 
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Go,  change  the  air  for  (hame;  fee  if  your  abfence 
Will  blaft  your  cornucopia.    Marcello 
Is  chofen,  with  you  joint-commiffioner* 
For  the  relieving  our  Italian  coaft 
From  pirates. 

Marcello. 
I  am  much  honour'd  in'r.  ! 

.  Camilbm      » 
But,  fir,  x 

Ere  I  return,  the  (tag's  horns  may  be  (prouted 
Greater  than  thofe  are.(hed. 

Mtmticelfa. 
Do  not  fear  it  j  ' 

PI!  be  your  ranger* 

Camilla* 
You  muft  watch  i'th*  nights ; 
Then's  the  molt  danger. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
Farewel,  good  Marcello; 
All  the  belt  fortunes  of  a  foldier's  with 
Bring  you  on  {hip-board. 

Camilla. 
Were  I  hot  belt,  now  I  am  turn'd  foldier, 
Ere  that  I  leave  my  wife,  fell  all  (he  hath. 
And  then  take  leave  of  her  ? 

Monticelfo. 
I  expect  good  from  you, 
Your  parting  is  fo  merry* 

Camilla. 
Merry,  my  lord !  o'th'  captains  humour  right, 
1  am  refolved  to  be  drunk  this  night.  [Exit* 

Francifco  de  Mcdicis. 
So,  'twas  well  fitted :  now  (hall  we  difcern 
How  his  wfrh'd  abfence  will  give  violent  way 
To  duke  Brachiano's  lufh 

Montictlfi* 
Why  that  was  it; 
To  what  fcorn'd  purpofc  elfe  fhould  we  make  choice 
Of  him  for  a  fca-captain  ?  and,  befidesi 

S  a  ,  Count 
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Count  Lodowick,  which  was  rumour'd  for  a  piratet 
Is  now  in  Padua. 

Francifc*  de  Itfedicit. 

Is't  true? 

1  Monticejfi. 

Moft  certain. 
I  have  letters  from  him,  which  are  fuppliaat 
Td  work  his  quick  repeal  frem  banifhment : 
He  means  to  addrefe  himfelf  for  penfion 
Unto  our  filler  duteheft. 

Francijco  de  Medici's. 
O  'twas  well. 
We  (hall  not  want  his  abfence  pad:  fix  days: 
I  fain  would  have  the  duke  Brachiano  run   • 
Into  notorious  fcandal ;  for  there's  nought, 
In  fuch  curd  dotage,  to  repair  his  name, 
Only  the  deep  fenfe  of  fome  deathlefs  (hame. 

Montkeifi. 
-  It  may  be  objected,  I  am  difhonourable 
To  play  thus  with  my  kinftnan ;  but  I  aufwer, 
For  my  revenge  I'd  ftake  a  brother's  life, 
That,  being  wrong'd,  durft  not  avenge  himfelf. 

Francijco  de  Me  diets. 
Come,  to  obferve  this  {trumpet. 

Monticelfi. 
Curfe  of  greatnefs !  " 

Sure  hell  not  leave  her  ? 

Francijco  de  Medicis. 
There's  fmall  pity  in't ; 
Like  mifsletoe  on  fear  elms  fpe&t  by  weather, 
Let  him  cleave  to  her,  and  both  rot  together.  [Export. 

Enter  Brachiano,  with  one  in  the  habit  of  a  conjurer* 

Brachiano. 
Now,  fir,  I  claim  your  projmfe  ;  'tis  dead  midnight, 
The  time  prefix'd  to  fhew  me,  by  your  art,, 
How  the  intended  murder  of  CajoUto 
And  our  loath'd  dutcheft  grow  to  action. 

Conjurer. 


•^ji*u  aik 
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\jOttjMr€r% 

She's  poifon'd 
By  the  fum'd  picture :  'twas  her  cuftom  nightly, 
Before  (he  went  to  bed,  to  go  and  vifit 
Your  picture,  and  to  feed  her  eyes  and  lips 
On  the  dead  fhadow.    Do&or  Julio, 
Qbferving  this,  infects  it  with  an  oil, 
And  other  poifon'd  fluff,  which  prefently 
Did  fufibcate  her  fpirits. 

Bracbiam* 

Methought  I  faw 
Count  LoQovico  there. 

Conjurer* 

He  was ;  and,  by  my  art,  ^ 

I  (ind  he  did  moft  paffionately  doat 

Upon  ^pur  dutchefs.    Now  turn  another  way,  -*  i 

And  view  Camillo's  far  more  politick  face. . 
Strike  louder,  muikk,  from  this  charmed  ground, 
To  yield,  as  fits  the  ad,  a  tragick  found. 

The  fecond  dumb  Show. 

gnter  Flamineo,  Marcello,  Camillo,  with  four  more  as  captains: 
they  drink  healths,  and  dance :  a  vaulting  horfe  is  brought  into 
the  room:  Marcello  and  two  more  wbijpcr'd  out  of  tot  room, 
while  Flamineo  and  Camillo  ftript  tbemfehes  into  fheirjbirts, 
as  to  vault ;  they  compliment  who  Jhall  begin :  as  Camillo  is 
about  to  vault,  Flamineo  pitcheth  him  upon  bis  neck,  and%  with 
the  help  of  t!?e  reft,  writbs  bis  neck  about:  feems  to  fee  if  it  be 
broke,  and  lays  him  folded  double,  as  'twere  under  the  horfi: 
makes  fiew  to  call  for  help :  Marcello  comes  in,  laments ;  fends 
for  the  cardinal  and  duke,  who  come  forth  with  armed  men ; 
wonders  at  the  aB ;  commands  the  body  to  be  carried  borne ; 
apprehends  Flamineo,  Marcello,  and  tbe  refi;  and  goes,  a/ 
$tweret  to  apprehend  Vittoria. 

Braehiano, 
'Twas  quaintly  done ;  but  yet  each  circumflance 
J  tafte  not  fully. 

Conjurer* 
O  'twas  mod  apparent ; 
You  faw  them  prfter  chargM  with  their  deep  health* 

To 
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To  their  boon  voyage ;  and,  to  fecond  that, 
Flamineo  calls  to  have  a  vaulting  horfe 
Maintain  their  fport.    The  virtuous  Marcello 
Is  innocently  plotted  forth  the  room, 
\yhilft  your  eye  faw  the  reft,  and  can  informyou 
The  -engine  of  all. 
•  Bracbianom 

It  feems  Marcello  and  Flamincg 
Are  both  committed. 

Conjurer, 

Yes,  you  faw  them  guarded, 
And  nqw  they  are  come  with  purpofe  to  apprehend 
Your  miftrefs,  fair  Vittoria  :  we  are  now 
Beneath  her  roof.    'Twere  fit  we  inilantly 
Make  out  by  fome  back  poftern. 

JSracbiano*  ' 

Noble  friend, 
You  bind  me  ever  to  you ;  this  (hall  (land 
As  the  firm  feal  annexed  to  my  hand. 

It  (hall  inforce  a  payment.  [Exit  Brachiano. 

Conjurer* 

Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Both  flowers  and  weeds  fpring,  when  the  fun  is  warm, 
And  great  men  do  great  good,  or  elfe  great  harm. 

[Exit  Conjurer. 

Enter  'Francifco  de  Medici  s,  and  Monticelfo,   their  chancellor 

and  regifter* 

Francifco  de  Media's* 
You  have  dealt  difcreetly,  to  obtain  the  prefence 
Of  all  the  grave'*8  letter  ambafiadors, 
To  hear  Vittoria's  trial. 

Monticelfo. 

*Twas  not  ill; 
For,  fir,  you  know  we  have  nought  but  circumflances, 
To  charge  her  with,  about  her  hufband's  death; 
Their  approbation,  therefore,  to  the  proofs 
Of  her  black  lull  fhall  make  her  infamous 

**  Uiger  mbajfaforj\    See  j^  53* 

S  4  To 


\ 
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To  all  our  neighbouring  kingdoms.    I  wonder  «► 

If  Brachiano  will  be  here  ? 

Framifio  de  Medicis. 
O  £y  !  'twere  impudence  too  palpable.  [£*«*/, 

Enter  Flamineo  and Marcello  guarded,  and a  Lawyer. 

Lawyer.  m 

a9  What,  are  you  in  by  the  week  f  fo,  I  will  try  now  whe- 
ther thy  wit  be  clofe  priioner  :  metbinks  none  mould  fit  upon 
thy  fitter,  but  old  whore-mafters.  '  r 

.      1  Flamineo. 

^  Or  cuckolds ;  for  your  cuckold  is  the  moft  terrible  tickler 
of  leachery.  Whore-matters  would  ferve,  for  none  are  judges 
at  tilting,  but  thofe  that  hare  been  old  tilters. 

Lawyer. 
My  lord  duke  and  (he  have  been  very  private. 

Flamineo. 

You  are  a  dull  afs :  'tis  threatened  they  have  been  very 
publick.  t 

.  Lawyer* 
\i  it  can  be  proved  they  have  but  kifs'd  one  another. 

^Flamineo. 
What  then  ? 

Lawyer. 
~My  lord  cardinal  will  ferret  them. 

1  Flamineo. 

A  cardinal,  I  hope,  will  not  catch  coneys. 

Lawyer* 
For  to  fow  kiffes  (mark  what  I  fay)  to  fow  kiffes  is  to  reap 
leachery  ;  and,  I  am  fore,  a  woman  that  wiU  endure  kiffine  is 
halt  won.  & 

Flamineo. 
True,  .her  upper  part;    by  that  rule,  if  you  will  win  her 
nether  part  too,  you  know  what  follows.  v 

Lawyer. 
Heark,  the  ambafTadors  are  lighted. 

,  **  What,  arty*  in  by  the  W]  This  phrafe  appears  to  fignify  an  en- 
gagement for  a  time  limited.  It  occukj  in  Zw'i  Labour  Lot  A.  *. 
5.  *.     See  Note  thereon,  edit.  1778.        5.  * 

?  flamintOy 
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Into  great  fights,  for  their  ambition, 

Or  idle  fpleen,  how  (hall  we  find  reward  ? 

But  as  we  feldom  find  the  mifsletoe 

Sacred  to  phyfick,  or  the  builder  oak,' 

Without  a  mandrake  by  it ;  fo  in  our  queft  of  gain* 

Alas,  the  pooreft  of  their  forc'd  diflikea 

At  a  limb  proffers,  but  at  heart  it  flrikes. 

This  is  lamented  dodrine.  / 

MarceUo. 
Come,  come. 

Flamineo. 
When  age  (hall  turn  thee 
White  as  a  blooming  hawthorn— 

MarceUo. 
I'll  interrupt  you. 
For  love  of  virtue  bear  an  honeft  heart, 
And  itride  o'er  every  politick  refpecl:, 
Which,  where  they  mod  advance,  they  molt  infect. 
Were  I  your  father,  as  I  am  your  brother, 
I  mould  not  be  ambitious  to  le^ve  you 
A  better  patrimony* 

Flamineo* 
Til  think  on't. 

Enter  Savoy. 

The  lord  ambafladors. 

[Here  there  is  a  pajfage  of  the  lieger  ambajpidon 
over  tbefiage  fever  ally .  m 

Enter  French  ambajpidor. 

.    '     Larger, 

0  my  fprightly  Frenchman!  Do  you  know  him?  he's  an 
admirable  tilter. 

Flamineo. 

1  faw  him  at  ktft  tilting ;  ,a  he  fhewM  like  a  pewter  candle- 
ftick,  faftiion'd  like  a  man  in  armour,  holding  a  tilting  itatf  in 
his  hand,  little  bigger  than  a  candle  of  twelve  l'th'  pound. 

Lawyer. 

3*  be  Jhcw'd  like  a  pewter  candhjllcky  &c]  So  ShaUpeare  in  Kinr 
Henry  V,  A.  4.  S.  2. 

"  Their 
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Brwcbtako, 
May  it  thrive  with  you*  f  Lays  a  rich  graft  uader  him. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
A  chair  there  for  his  lordfhip. 

Bracbian&.  *  , 

Forbear  your  kindnefs ;  an  unbidden  gueft 
Should  travel  as  Dutch  women  go  to  church, 
Bear  their  (tool  with  them. 

.Monticeljo. 
At  your  pleafure,  fir. 
Stand  to  the  table,  gentlewoman.    Now,  figtiior* 
Fall  t6  your  plea. 

Lawyer, 
Dtmine  judex  convene  oaths  in  bane  pfftem  muUerum  corrnf* 
tkjfimam* 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
What's  he  ? 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
A  lawyer,  that  pleads  againft  you. 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
Pray,  my  lord,  let  him  fpeak  his  ufual  tongue, 
J*ll  make  no  anfwer  elfe. 

Francifco  do  Medicis* 
Why,  you  understand  Latin. 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
I  do,  fir,  but  amongft  this  auditory 
Which  come  to  hear  my  caufe,  the  half  or  more 
May  be  ignorant  in't.  v 

Menticelfon 
Go  on,  fir. 

Vittoria  Corombona, 
By  your  favour, 
I  will  not  have  my  accufation  clouded 
In  a  ftrange  tongue:  all  this  aflembly 
Shall  hear  what  you  can  charge  me  with* 

Francifcd  di  Medicis* 

S.'    .  ^ 

ignior, 

You  need  not  ftand  on't  much ;  pray,  change  your  language* 

Monticeljo. 

Oh,  for  God's  fake  I!  gentlewoman,  your  credit 

Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 

Lanyer* 
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Francifio  de  Medicis* 
Sir, 
Put  up  your  papers  in  your  fuftian  bag, 

[Francifcq  ffeaks  tins  ai  in  /corn* 
Cry  mercy,  fir,  'tis  buckeram,  and  accept 
My  notion  of  your  learn'd  verbosity* 

Lawyer* 
I  mod  graduatically  thank  your  lordlhip ; 
I  (hall  have  ufe  for  them  elfewhere. 

Mmticelfo. 
I  (hall  be  plainer  with  you,  and  paint  out 
Your  follies  in  more  natural  red  and  white, 
Than  that  upon  your  cheek. 

FitUrria  Corombona. 

0  you  miftake, 

You  raife  a  blood  as  noble  in  this  cheek 
As  ever  was  your  mother's. 

Monticelfo.  \ 

1  mud  fpare  you,  till  proof  cry  whore  to  that  J 
Obferve  this  creature  here,  my  honoured  lords, 

A  woman  of  a  mod  prodigious  fpirit, 
In  her  effe&ed. 

Fittoria  Corombona. 

My  honourable  lord, 
It  doth  not  fuit  a  reverend  cardinal 
To  play  the  Lawyer  thus. 

Monticelfo* 

Oh,  your  trade  inftrudts  y.  ur  language! 
You  fee,  rny  lords,  what  goodly  fruit  (he  fcems ; 
35  Yet  like  thofe  apples  travellers  report 

35  Yet  like  tbofe  apples,  &fc]  This  account  is  taken  from  Maunde* 
ville's  Travels.  Sec  Edition,  17*5,  p.  12a.  "  And  alfo  the  Cytees  there 
"  weren  loft,  becaufe  of  Synne.  And  there  befyden  growen  trees,  that 
"  beren  fulle  /aire  Apples,  and  faire  of  colour  to  btbolde ;  but  wbofo  brt- 
u  htbe  hem,  or  cuttcthe  hem  in  tivo,  be  fchalle  fynde  within  hem  Coles  and 
"  Cyndres ;  in  tokene  that,  be  Wrathe  of  God,  the  Cytees  and  the  Lond 
"  weren  brcnte  and  fonken  in  to  Helle.  Sum  men  clepen  that  See,  the 
"  Lake  Dalfetidee  ;  fumme,  the  Flom  of  Deyeles ;  and  fume  that  Float 
"  that  is  ever  ftynkynge.  And  in  to  that  See,  fonken  the  5  Cytees, 
«  be  Wrathe  of  God ;  that  is  to  feyne,  Sodom,  Gomorrc,  Aldama,  Seboym/ 
"  and  Segor." 
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Worfe  than  dead  bodies,  which  are  begg'd  at  th9  gallows, 

And  wrought  upon  by  furgeons,  to  teach  man 

Wherein  he  is  imperfect.     What's  a  whore  ? 

She  is  like  the  gilt  counterfeited  coin, 

Which,  whofoe'er  firft  iUmps  it,  brings  in  trouble 

All  that  receive  it. 

Vltterla  Corombona* 
This  character  'icapes  me. 

Monticelfo* 
You,  gentlewoman  ? 
Take  from  all  beads  and  from  all  minerals 
Their  deadly  poifon — 

Vittoria  Cwombona. 
Well,  what  then  ?  .. 

Mtntictlfi. 
I'll  tell  thee  ; 
111  find  in  thee  an  apothecary's  (hop, 
To  fample  them  all, 

French  dmkqflador. 
She  hath  lived  ill. 

Englijb  Amlajfadar* 
True,- but  the  cardinal's  too  bitter. 

Monti celfi. 
You  know  what  whore  is.    Next  the  devil  adul'try, 
Enters  the  devil  murder. 

Francifce  de  Medici s. 
Your  unhappy  hufband 
Is  dead. 

Vittoria  Corotttbona* 
O  he's  a  happy  hufband ; 
Now  he  owes  nature  nothing. 

Franeifce  de  Medicij, 

And  by  a  vaulting  engine. 

Monticelfo. 

An  a£Hve  plot; 

He  jumpt  into  his  grave. 

Francijco  de  Mediciu 

What  a  prodigy  was'r, 

That  from  fome  two  yards  high,  a  flender  man 

Should  break  his  peck? 

Uontlcelfe* 
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Englijb  Amhajpuior. 
She  hath  a  brave  fpirit. 

Well,  well,  fuch  counterfeit  jewels 
Make  true  ones  oft  fufpeftaj. 

VittqriQ  Corombwa* 
You  are  <J$cei*  ed ;  * 

For  know,  that  all  your  ftri&  combined  heads, 
Which  ftrike  againil  this  mine  ef  diamonds* 
Shall  prove  but  gla&n  hammers,  they  (hull  break  ; 
Thefe  are  but  feigned  fhadows  of  my  evils. 
V  Terrify  babes,  my  lord,  with  painted  devils, 
I  am  paft  fuch  needlefs  palfy.    For  your  names 
Of  whore  and  murdrefs,  they  proceed  from  yoq, 
As  if  a  man  (hould  fpit  agajnit  the  wind  ; 
The  filth  returns  in's  face. 

Montrcejfa* 
Pray  you,  miitrefs,  fatisfy  me  one  queftion  : 
Who  lodg'd  beneath  your  roof  that  fatal  night 
Your  hftfband  brake  his  neck  ? 

Braekian*% 
That  queftion  , 

Inforceth  me  break  filence ;  I  was  there. 

Manticclfo. 
Your  bufinefs  ? 

.  Brachiano. 
Why,  I  came  to  comfort  her, ' 
And  take  fome  courfe.  for  fettling  her  eftate^ 
Becaufe  I  heard  her  hufband  was  in  debt 
To  you,  my  lord.       ; 

Montkelfo. 

He  was. 

Brachial 
And  Was  ftrangely  fieajr'd* 
That  you  would  cozen  ,her. 

i 

37  Terrify  babes,  my  lord,  with  painted  devilsj     So,  in  Macbeth,  A.  *• 
&  z,  i 

«  —  'tis  the  eye  of  cbildboid 
«  That  fears  a  famnddtviL" 
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Monficclfa* 
Who  made  you  overfeer  ? 

Bracb'umo* 
Why,  my  charity,  my  charity,  which  flmuld  flow 
From  every  generous  and  nqble  fpirit, 
To  orphans  and  to  widows* 

Montktlfi. 
Your  luft. 

Bracbiano, 
Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudeft  !  firrah,  pried, 
I'll  talk  with  you  hereafter.— Do  you  hear  ? 
The  fword  you  fraiue  of  fuch  an  excellent  temper, 
I'll  fheathe  in  your  own  bowels.  s 
There  are  a  number  of  rhy  coat  refemble 
Your  common  poll -boys, 

Moriticefi. 
Haf 

Brachiano. .  , 

Your  mercenary  poft-boys ; 
Your  letters  carry  truths  but  'tis  your  guife    . 
To  fill  your  mouths  with  g'rofs  and  impudent  lies* 
„  Servant, 

My  lord,  your  gown*  ' 

Brachiano. 
Thou  Heft,  'twas  ray  ftool. 
Beftow't  upon  thy  matter,  that  will  challenge 
The  reft  o'th'  houfhoJd- fluff;  for  Brachiano 
Was  ne'er  fo  beggarly  to  take  a  flooi 
Out  of  another's  lodging.:  let  him  make 
Valla  nee  for  his  bed  on  t,  or  cjemy  foot-cloth 
38  For  his  mod  reverend  moile.    Monxkelfo, 
"Nemo  me  impune  laccjjit.  '  [Exit  Brachiano. 

3*  For  bis  moft  reverend  mo'iU."]  Cardinals  rode  on  Mules.  See  Fiddes't 
Life  of  Cardinal  Woljep  in  Colle&ions,  p.  87.  &  feq.         S.  P. 

A  moile  was  the  old  term  for  a  mule.  So,  in  Erafmus  Praije  of  Folief 
Sign.  H.  "  For  one  that  is  fand  blynd  woulde  take  an  aflc  for  a  moyky  oc 
*'  another  prayfe,  a  rime  of  Robyn  Hode,  for  as  excellent  a  making  as 
*'  Troylus  of  Chaucer,  yet  fhoulde  they  not  ftraight  waiee  be  .counted 
M.  maade  therefore." 

T  z  Mcntkelfo. 
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Monticelfo* 
Your  champion's  gone. 

Fittoria  Goromhona. 
The  wolf  may  prty  the  better. 

Franeifco  de  Mvdlcis. 
My  lord,  there's  great  fufpicion  of  the  murder ; 
But  no  found  proof  who  did  it.    For  my  part, 
I  do  not  think -(he  hath  a  foul  fo  black 
To  a£fc  a  deed  fo  bloody  :  if  (he  have, 
As  in  cold  countries  hufband-raen  plant  vines, 
And  with  warm  blood  manure  them ;  even  fo 
One  fummer  (he  will  bear  unfavory  fruit, 
And  ere  next  fpring  wither  both  branch  and  root* 
The  a£t  of  blood  let  pafs,  only  defcend 
To  matter  of  incontinence.  ' 

Ftitaria  Corornbona. 
I  difcern  poifon 
Under  your  gilded  pills, 

Montlcelfi: 
Now  the  duke's  gone,  I  will  produce  a  letter, 
Wherein  'twas-  plotted,  he  and  you  (hould  meet 
At  an  apothecary's  fummer-houfe, 
Down  by  the  river  Tyber.    View't,  my  lords : 
Where  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  lafcivious  banquet—I  pray  read  it, 
,  I  (hame  to  fpeak  the  reft. 

Filtoria  Corombona. 
Grant  I  was  tempted  ; 
Temptation  to  luft  proves  not  the  ad : 
Cafia  eft  quam  nemo  rogaviu 
You  read  his  hot  love  to  me,  but  you  want 
My  frofty  anfwer. 

Montlcelfi, 
Froft  i'th'  dog-days !  ftrange  I 

Flttoria  Corombona. 
Condemn  you  me  for  that  the  duke  did  \ove  me  f 
So  may  you  blame  fome  fair  and  cryftal  river, 
For  that  fome  melancholick  diftratted  man 
Hath  drown'd  himfelf  in't. 


Montlcelfi. 
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Give  in  your  evidence  againft  me,  and  letthefe 
Be  moderators.     My  lord  cardinal, 
Were  your  intelligencibg  ears  as  loving  - 
As  to  my  thoughts ;  had  you  an  honeft  tongue, 
I  would  not  care  chough  you  proclaimed  them  all, 

Monticelfo. 
Go  to,  go  to. 
After  your  goodly  .and  vain-glorious  banquet, 
I'll  give  you  a  choak-pear. 

Plttoria  Coromhona. 
Of  your  own  grafting  ? 

Monticelfo. 
You  were  born  in  Venice,  honourably  defcendecl 
From  the  Yittelli ;  'twas  my  coufin's  fate,, 
111  may  I  name  the  hour,  to  marry  you ; 
He  bought  you  of  your  father. 

Vittoria  Coromhona. 
Ha  I 

Monticelfo. 
He  fpent  there  in  fix  months 
Twelve  thoufand  ducats,  and  (to  my  knowledge) 
ReceivM  in  dowry  with  yo.u  not  one  *°  julio. 
'Twas  a  hard  penny- worth,  the  ware  being  fo  light, 
I  yet  but  draw  the  curtain  ;  now  to  your  p.cTture : 
You  came  from  thence  a  moil  notorious  flrumpet,  r 

And  fo  you  have  continued. 

Vittoria  Corttmbona. 
My  lord ! 

Monticelfo. 
Nay,  hear  rriet 
You  (hall  have  time  to  prate*    My  lord  Brachiano— 
Alas !  I  make  but  repetition, 
Of  what  is  ordinary,  and  Ryalto  talk, 
And  balleted,  and  would  be  plaid  'o'th*  ftage,  , 

But  that  vice  many  times  finds  fuch  loud  friends, 
That  preachers  are  charm'd  filent. 
You  gentlemen,  Flamineo  and  Marcello, 

4o  juliaJ^    A  coin  of  about  fix-pence  value.    1V1  oryfon,  in  the  Tabic 
prefixed  to  his  Itinerary,  call*  it  a  G lulls  or  Paolo. 

The 
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Fittoria  Corombona. 
A  rape!  a  rape! 

Monticelfo. 

.How? 

Fittoria  Coromhona. 
Yet,  you  have  ravifh'd  jufiice ; 
Forc'd  her  to  do  your  pleasure.  l  -    . 

Monticelfo* 

Fie,  (he's  mad ! 

Vtttoria  Coromhona. 
Die  with  thofe  pills  in  your  moil  curfed  maw, 
Should  bring  you  healh  1  or  while  you  fit  o'th'  bench, 
Let  your  own  fpittle  choak  you ! 

Monticelfo* 
She's  turn'd  fury. 

Fittoria  Coromhona. 
That  the  lad  day  of  judgment  may  fo  find  you, 
And  leave  you  the  fame  devil  you  were  before ! 
InftncT: me, fome good  horfe-leach, to  fpeak  treafon ; 
For  fince  you  cannot  take  my  life  for  deeds, 
Take  it  for  words  :  O  woman's  poor  revenge ! 
Wl.ich  dwells  but  in  the  tongue.    I  will  not  weep* 
No ;  I  do  fcorn  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 
To  fawn  on  your  injustice :  bear  me  hence 
Unto  this  houfe  of—what's  your  mitigating  title  \ 

Monticeljo* 

Of  converts* 

Fittoria  Coromhona* 
It  (hall  not  be  a  houfe  of  converts ; 
My  mind  mall  make  it  honefter  to  me 
Than  the  Pope's  palace,  and  more  peaceable 
Than 'my  foul.     Though  thou  art  a  cardinal, 
Know  {his,  and  let  it  fome  what  raife  your  fpight,    - 
Through  darknefs  diamonds  fpread  their  richeft  light* 

[Exit  Vittoria  Corombona. 

Enter  Brachiano* 
Brachiano. 

Now  you  and  I  are  friends,  fir,  well  (hake  hands 

%  In 
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Francifco  de  Mtdfcis* 
Dead! 

Mtffitieeybm 
Blefledlady! 
Thou  art  now  above  thy  woes. 
Wilt  pleafe  your  lordfliips  to  withdraw  a  little  ? 

Giovanni* 
What  do  the  dead  do,  uncle  ?  do  they  eat, 
Hear  mufick,  go  a  hunting,  and  be  merry, 
As  we  that  live  ? 

Francifco  de  Medicit* 
No,  cuz;  theyfleep. 

Giovanni, 
'  Lord,  lord,  that  I  were  dead  ; 
I  have  not  flept  thefe  fix  nights*    When  do  they  wake  ? 

Francifco  de  Mcdicis. 
When  God  (hall  pleafe. 

Giovanni* 
Good  God,  let  her  deep  ever ! 
For  I  have  known  her  wake  an  hundred  nights, 
When  all  the  pillow  where  fhe  laid  her  head 
Was  brine-wet  with  her  tears.    I  am  to  complain  to  you, fir; 
I'll  tell  you  how  they  have  ufed  her  now  ftie's  dead;  , 
They  wrapp'd  her  in  a  cruel  fold  of  lead, 
And  would  not  let  me  kifs  her.  * 

Francifco  dc  Medicis. 
Thou  did'fl  love  her. 

Giovanni* 
I  have  often  heard  her  fay  (he  gave  rae  fuck, 
And  it  ihould  feem  by  that  (he  dearly  lov'd  me, 
Since  princes  feldom  do  ir. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
O,  all  of  my  poor  fifter  that  remains  I 
Take  him  away  for  God'd  fake !  [Exit  Giovanni* 

Monticelfo, 
How  now,  my  lord  ? 

Francifco  de  Mcdicis* 
Believe  me,  I  am  nothing  but  her  grave ; 
And  I  (hall  keep  her  blefled  memory 
Longer  than  thoufand  epitaphs* 

•*     3  inter 
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Enter  Flamineo  as  d$rafted*  j 

Flamineo,  V 

*  We  endure  the  ftrokes  like  anvils  or  hard  flee!,  J ' 

Till  pain  itfelf  make  us  no  pain  to  feel."  .  ** 

Who  ihaU  do  me  right  now  f  is  this  the  end  of  fervice  ? 
fd  rather  go  weed  garlick;  travel  through  France,  and  be 
mine  own  oilier ;  wear  (heep-lkin  linings,  or  (hoes  that  ltink  of 
blacking,  be  ehter'd  .into  the  lilt  of  the  forty  thoufand  pedlar* 
of  Poland. 

Enter  Savoy*. 

Would  I  had  rotted  in  fome  furgeon's  houfe  in  Venice,  built  j  2 

upon  the  pox  as  well  as  on  piles,  ere  I  had  ferv'd  Brachiano.  \ ,  • 

Savoy.  iy 

You  mud  have  comfort.  !j 

Flamineo.  -r 

Your  comfortable  words  are  like  honey.    They  relifli  in  j; 

your  mouth  that's  whole ;  but  in  mine  that's  wounded*  they 
go  down  as  if  the  ftimg  of  the  bee  were  in  them.  Oh,  they 
have  wrought  ttoeir  purpofe  cunningly,  as  if  they  would  not 
Feeni  to  do  it  of  malice.  In  this  a  politician  imitates  the  devil, 
as  the  devil  imitates  a  cannon.     Wherefoe'er  he  comes  to  do  l 

tmfchief,  he  comes  with  his  backfide  towards  you. 

Enter  the  French* 

.  French.  ... 

fhe  proofs  are  evident. 

Flamineo. 

Proof  1  'twa*  corruption.  O  gold  I  what  a  god  art  thou ! 
and  O  man,  what  a  devil  art  thou  to  be  tempted  by  that  curfed 
mineral!  You  diverfivolent  lawyer,  mark  him;  knaves  turn 
informers,  asmaggots  turn  to  flies,  you  may  catch  gudgeons 
with  either.  .  A  cardinal!  I  would  he  would  hear  me,  there's 
nothing  fo  holy  but  money  will  corrupt  and  putrify  it,  like 
"victuals  **  under  the  line.  You  are  happy  in  England,  my 
lord;  here  they  fell  juftice  with  thofe  weights  they  prefs  men 
to  death  with.    O  horrible  falary  ! 

EngUjb* 

Fy,  fy,  Flamineo. 

4*  under  tin  Hpe]  I  c.  the  c^uino^ial  line.        S-  «- 
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Flamneo. 
Bells  ne'er  ring  well,  till  they  are  at  their  full  pitch  ;  and  I 
hope  yon  cardinal  (hall  never  have  the  grace  to  pray  well,  till 
he  come  to  the  fcaffold.  If  they  were  rackM  now  to  know  t^e 
confederacy ;  hut  your  noblemen  are  privileg'd  from  the  rack ; 
and  well  may,  for  a  little  thing  would  pull  fome  of  them 
o'pieces  afore  they  came  to,their  arraignment.  Religion,  oh 
how  it  is  4S  commedled  with  policy.  The  firft  blood  (hed  ia 
the  world  happen 'd  about  religion.    Would  I  were  a  Jew! 

Mar  cello. 
O,  there  are  too  many. 

Flamineo. 
You  are  deceiv'd ;   there  are    not  Jews  enough,   priefb 
enough,  nor  gentlemen  enough. 

Mar  cello* 
How? 

Flamineo. 

Ill  prove  it ;  for  if  there  be  Jews  enough,  fo  many  Cbrifiians 
would  not  turn  ufurers ;  if  prieih  enough,  one  mould  not  have 
fix  benefices ;  and  if  gentlemen  enough,  fo  many  early  muih- 
rooms,  whofe  belt  growth  fprang  from  a  dunghill,  fhouid  not 
afpire  to  gentility.  Farewel,  let  others  live  by  begging,  be 
thou  one  of  rfhem :  pra&ife  44  the  art  of  Wolnor  in  England, 
to  fwallow  all's  given  thee ;  and  yet  let  one  purgation  make 

thee, 

4J  cornmedUdivith  policy]  5-  e.  co-mingled.  To  meddle  anticntly  figni- 
fied  to  mix,  or  mingle.  See  Note  on  The  Tempejf,  edit.  1778.  vol.  I. 
p.  10.         S. 

So,  in  The  Vtrfona  Talc,  Tyrwhitt's  Edition  of  Chaucer,  voL  III. 
p.  146.  "  For  fothly,  thcr  is  nothing  that  lavoureth  fo  fote  to  a  child, 
"  as  the  milke  of  his  nonce,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  abhomin able  than 
w  that  milke,  when  it  is  mcdkd  with  other  mete/' 

44  the  ar(  of  Wolnor  in  England]  The  exploits  of  this  glutton,  and 
the  manner  of  his  death,  are  mentioned  by  Dr.  Moffet,  who  wrote  in 
Queen  Elizabeth's  time.  See  his  Treatife,  entitled  "  Health's  Improve- 
fi  merit:  or,  Rules  comprizing  and  difcovering the  nature, method,  and 
•'  manner  of  preparing  all  forts  of  foods  uled  ib  this  nation."  Repub- 
lished by  Oldys  and  Dr.  James,  nmo.  1746.  <i  Neither  was  our  country 
"  always  void  of  a  Woolmar,  who  living  in  my  memory  in  the  court 
"  feemed  like  another  Pandareus,  of  whom  Antonhis  Liberalis  writeth 
u  thus  much,  that  he  had  obtained  this,  gift  of  the  Goddefs  Ceres,  to  eat 
««  iron,  glafs,  oyiler-ihells,  raw  filh,  raw  fleih,  raw  fruit,  and  whatfoever 
"  elfe  he  wauld  put  into  his  ftomach,  without  oftcace."  P.  376.  "  OAer 
~  « filh 
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Flamwe*, 
O  fate! 
Misfortune  comes  like  the  coroner's  bufinefs, 
Huddle  upon  huddle. 

.  Lodovico* 
Shall  thou  and  I  join  houfc-ketping  ? 

Flamingo* 
Yes,  content. 
Let's  be  unfociably  fociable. 

Lodwico. 
Sit  fome  three  days  together,  and  difcourfe  r 

Flamineo. 
Only  with  making  faces; 
Lie  in  our  cloaths. 

Lodovico* 
With  faggots  for  our  pillows. 

Flamineo. 
And  be  loufy. 

Lodqvico, 
In  taffeta  linings,  that's  genteel. melancholy. 
Sleep  all  day. 

Flamineo* 
Yes;  and +°  like  your  melancholy  hare 
Feed  after  midnight. 
*  We  are  obferv'd :  fee  how  yon  couple  grieve. 

Lodovico, 
What  a  firange  creature  is  a  laughing  fool ! 
As  if  man  were  created  to  no  ufe 
But  only  to  (hew  his  teeth, 

4f  —  like  your  melancholy  hare 

Feed  after  midnight.']  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves  (Note  to  Fitjl  Tart  of 
King  Henry  IV.  A.  i.  S.  a.),  that '"  a  hare9  may  be  confidered  as  melan- 
u  choly,  becaufe  flie  is  upon  her  form  always  folitary,  and,  according  to 
"  the  phyfic  of  the  times,  the  fleih  of  it  was  fuppofed  to  generate  me- 
lancholy." 

In  Payne/Ps  tranflation  of  Regimen  S am  tat  is  Salerniy  1575,  *p*  it*  it  1* 
faid,  «  The  eyght  thinge  is  hare  fleihe,  whiche  likewife  engendreth  me- 
"  lancholy  blondde,  as  Rafts  fayeth  in  the  place  afore  alegate  :  this  fleihe 
44  engendreth  more  melancholy  than  any  other,  as  Galen  faythe*  And 
44  of  this  Ifaac,  in  diesis  univerfalibus,  faythe,  that  hares  fleihe  fhooldc  not 
"  bee  catenas  mcate,  but onely  ufed  in  medicenei." 

FUmitif* 
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Flammea* 
1*11  tell  thee  what, 
It  would  do  well  in  (lead  of  looking-glaifes, 
To  fet  one's  face  each  morning  by  a  faucet 
Of  a  witch's  congeal'd  blood. 

Lodovico. 
Precious  rogiie! 
We'll  never  part, 

Flaminco. 
Never,  till  the  beggary  of  courtiers, 
The  difcontent  of  churchmen,  want  of  foldiers, 
And  all  the  creatures  that  hang  manacl'd, 
Worfe  than  ftrapp^do'd,  on  the  lowed  felly 
Of  fortune's  wheel,  be  taught,  in  our  two  lives, 
To  fcorn  that  world  which  life  of  means  deprives* 

JEwfer-Antonelli. 
Antonclli. 
My  lord,  I  bring  good  news.    The  pope,  on's  death-bee^ 
At  the  earneft  fuit  or  the  great  duke  of  Florence* 
Hath  iign'd  your  pardon,  and  reftor'd  unto  you— 

Lodovico, 

I  thank  you  for  your  news.    Look  up  again,   - 
Flamineo,  lee  my  pardon. 

Flamimo* 
Why  do  you  laugh  ? 
There  was  no  fuch  condition  in  our  covenant* 

LodavicOm 
Why  ? 

Flamineo, 
Tou  (hall  not  feem  a  happier  man  than  T, 
You  know  our  vow,  fir,  if  you  will  be  merry,  » 

Do  it  i'th'  like  pofture,  as  if  fome  great  man 
Sate  while  his  enemy  were  executed ; 
Tho'  it  be  yery  leachery  unto  thee,  * 
DoYwitha  crabbed  politician's  face. 

JLodoyicOm 
Your  fitter  is*  a  damnable  whore. 

Sjfamint0* 
Ha? 

Z*dwic0i 
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Look  you,  I  fpake  that  laughing. 

Tlamlneo% 

Doft  ctct  think  to  fpeak  again  ? 

Lodovico.  ' 

Do  you  hear? 
WuTft  leil  me  forty  ounces  of  her  blood* 
To  water  a  mandrake? 

Flamineo* 

•  Poor  lord,  you  did  vow 
To  live  a  iouly  creature. 

Ye* 

Thnuneom 

Like  one' 
That  had  for  eter  forfeited  the  day-light, 

By  being  in  debt* 

Lodovico. 

Ha,  ha! 

Flamlneo. 

I  do  not  greatly  wonder  you  do  break, 
Your  lordlhip  learn'd  it  long  fince.     But  111  tell  you. 

Lodovicom 

What? 

Flamineo. 

And't  (hall  flick  by  you. 

Lodovlco. 

I  long  for  it. 

Flamlneo. 

This  laughter  fcurvily  becomes  yeur  face : 
If  you  will  not  be  melancholy,  be  angry.  [Strikes  Mm* 

See  now  I  laugh  too. 

n  Marcello. 

You  are  to  blame,  1*11  force  you  hence. 

Lodovico. 
Unhand  me.  [Exeunt  Marcello  and Flaroineo. 

That  e'er  I  fhould  be  forced  to  right  myfelf, 
Upon  a  pander  \ 

'AntoneUu 

My  lord. 

>  Lodovic9» 
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Monticeffi. 
That's  not  the  courfe  Ed  wi(h  you  i  pray  b&ferve  tae.  . '  i 

We  lee  that  undermining  more  prevails 

Than  doth  the  cannon.    Bear  your  wrongs  concealed,    . 
'  And,  patient  as  the  tortoife,  let  this  camel 

Stalk  o'er  your  back  unbruis'd ;  fleep.with  the ; lion, 

And  let  this  brood  of,  fecure  foolifli  mice 

Play  with  your  noftrils,  till  the  time  be  ripe    . 
.  For  th'  bloody  audit,  and  the  fatal  gripe :     . 

Aim  like  a  cunning  fowler,  clofe  one  eye, 
.  That  you  the  better  may  your  game  efpy. 

Francijco  de  Medicis, 
Free,  me,  my  innocence,  from  treacherous  acls! 

I  know  there's  thunder  yonder :  and  Til  Hand, 

Like  a  fafe  valley,  which  low  bends  the  knee  . 

To  fome  afpirihg  mountain :  fince  I  know 

Treafon,  like  fpiders,  weaving  nets  for  flies, 

By  her  foul  work  is  found,  and  in  it  dies*        ,     '    ' 

To  pafs  away  thefe  thoughts,  my  houour'd  lord, 

It  is  reported  you  pofTefs  a  book, 

Wherein  you  have  48  quoted,  by  intelligence, 
*The  names  of  all  notorious  offenders 

Lurking  about  the  city. 

*  MoHticelfo. 

Sir,  I  do ; 
And  fome  there  are  which  call  it  my  black-book : 
Well  may  the  title  hold ;  for  tho'  it  teach  not 
The  art  of  conjurinfy  yet  in  it  lurk 
The  names  of  many  devils. 

Francifio  de  Media's* 

Pray  let's  fee  it. 

Monticelfom 
I'll  fetch  it  to  your  lordfoip.  .  [Exit  Monticelfo. 

* 
*  • 

*8  quoted]  i.  t,  noted.     So,  in  Ben  Jonfon's  Fox,  A.  2.  S.  I. 
H  _  to  obfervc  *  " 
«  To  yuote,  to  learn  the  language,  and  fo  forth.". 

■  «  — sir,  i  do  mP 

u  ifro  attion  'of  my  life  thus,  but  I  juote  it." 
Sec  *Hb  Mr.  Stcevens's  Note  on  Hamlet,    A.  2.  S.  I. 

'/  Francijc0 
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*  • 

Francifa  de  Medici  s. 
Monttcelfoy 
I  will  not  trull  thee,  but  in  all  my  plots 
I'll  reft  as.  jealous  as  a  tewn  beficg'cL 
Thou  canll  not  reach  what  I  intend  to  a&, 
Your  flax  foon  kindles,  foon  is  out  again :  .    .  *. 

But  gold  (low  heats,  and  long  will  hot  remain. 

Enter  Monticeifo,  prefents  Francifcode  Medicis  with- a  both. 

* 

Montkclfo. 
•  'Tis  here,  my  lord. 

Franclfco  de  Medicls. 
Firft,  your  intelligencers,  pray  let's  fee ; 
Their  number  riles  ftrangely. 

teantitilfb*  ' 

And  fome  of  them 
y<;uM  take  for  honed  men.     The  next  are  panders ; 
Thefe  are  your  pirates ;  and  thefe  following  leaves, 
Fbr  bafe  rogues,  *9  that  undo  young  gentlemen, 
By  taking  up  commodities .;  tor  politick  bankrupts ; 
For  fellows  that  are  bawds  to  their  own  wives ; 

'  '  Only  • 

49  —  that  undo  young  gentlemen, 

By  taking  up  commodities  j]  It  was  the  pra&ice  o£  ufurers  former!  yj 
and  has' been  continued  by  their  fucceilors  even  to  the  prefent  times,  to 
defraud  the  neceflitous  who  borrow  money  by  furnilhihg  them  with  goods 
and  wares,  to  be  converted  into  cafh  at  a  grea*t  lofs  to  the  borrower. 
This  was  done  to  avoid  the  penal  Statutes  againft  TJfury.  It  was  . 
.  .called  taking  up  comrhoditics,  and  is  often  noticed  in  our  ancient  writers.  , 
See  feveral  inftamces  in  the' Notes  of  Mr.  Steeveus  and  Dr.  Farmer  to 
Measure  for  Meafure,  A.  4.  S.  4. 

Again,  Wiljoris  Difcourfe  upon  Ufury,  1572,  p.  99.  "  I  have  neede  o£ 
*c  money,  and  deale  wyth  a  broaker,  hec  aunfwereth  me  that  hee  cannot 
"  helpe  me  with  moneye,  but  yf  I  lift  to  have  wares  I  lhall  fpeede* 
«*  Well !  my  neceffitte  is  great,  he  bryngcth  mee  blotting  paper,  pale- 
«  threed,  fuftians,  chamlets,  hanks,  bels,  and  hoodes,  or  I  wote  not  what  t 
«  I  deiire  hym  to  make  fale  for  mine  advantage,  afkyng  what  he  thinketh 
u  will  be  my  Joffe,  he  aunfwereth  not  paft  twelve  pound e  in  the  hundred. 
"  When  1  come  to  receive,  I  do  finde  that  I  lofe  more  than  twentye  in 
**  the  hundred." 
'  Dekkar's  Seaven.  deadly  Sinnes  of  Lmdon,  1606,  p.  3  i. — «  thefe  are 
"  Ufurers,  who  for  a  little  money  and  a  great e  deale  or  tralh  (as  fire^ 
*'  Novels,  brou/ne  pap$r}  motley  cloakc  bags,  #c.)  bring  yoag  Novices 
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Only  to  put  off  horfes,  jnd  flight  jewels* 
Clocks,  defae'd  plate,  and  fuch  commodities, 
At  birth  of  their  firft  children. 

Frsncjfi*  de  Medim* 
Are  there  fuch? 

Mmtietfa, 
Thefe  are  for  impudent  bawds, 
'that  go  in  men's  apparel ;  for  ufurers 
That  share  with  (cmenera  for  their  good  reportage  ; 
For  lawyers  that  will  antedate  their  deeds ; 
And  fome  divines  you  might  find  folded  there, 
£;-  But  that  I  (lip  them  o'er  for  conference  fake. 

Here  is  a  general  catalogue  of  knaves : 
A  man  might  ftudy  all  the  prifons  o'er. 
Yet  never  attain  this  knowledge. 

Francifca  de  Mcdicis. 
Murderers? 
Fold  down  the  leaf,  I  pray ; 
Good,  my  lord,  let  me  borrow  this  ftrange  do&rine. 
i  *  Monticelfa* 

i  Pray  ufe't,  my  lord* 

r  Francifco  de  Medicis* 

V  I  do  allure  your  lordihip,    . 

You  are  a  worthy  member  of  the  ftate, 
f  And  have  done  infinite  good  in  your  difcovery 

I  Of  thefe  offenders. 

Monticelfo. 

•  Somewhat,  fir. 

&  Francifco  de  Medici s* 

OGodl 

*  *«  Better  than  tribute  of  wolves  paid  in  England  ; 
Twill  hang  their  fkins  o'the  hedge. 

Montictlftu 

« into  a  Foole's  Paradice  till  they  have ,  fealed  the  morgage  of  their 
"  landes,  and  then  like  pedlers  goe  they  (or  fome  familiar  fpirit  for 
'  "  them  raizde  by  the  Ufurer)  up  and  down*  to  cry  Commodities)  which 

«'  fcarce  yeeld  the  third  part  of  the  fom  for  which  they  take  them  up" 

S°  Better  than  tribute,  &c]     This  tribute  was  impofed  on  the  Welfh 
hy  King  £dgar>  in  order  that  the  nation  might  be  freed  from  thefe 
ravenous  and  deftru&ive  beafts.    Drayton,,  in  Polytlb'm,  Song  9th,  fays : 
"  Thrice  famous  Saxon  King,  on  whom  time  ne'er  fliaji  prey, 
«  O  Edgar  !  who  comjeldit  our  Ludwal  hence  to  pay 

«  Three 
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I  muft  make  bold 
To  leave  you*  lordlhip. 

Frattcifco  de  Mediciu 

Dear,  fir,  I  thank  you, 
'If  any  afle  for  me  at  court;  report 

Vou  have  left  me  in  the  company  of  knaves.  [Exit  Monticdfo* 
I  gather  now  by  this,  fome  cunning  fellow 
That's  my  lord. s  officer,  one  that  lately  fldpp'd 
From  a  clerk's  deJk  up  te  a  juftice's  chair, 
Hath  made  this  kaavifti  fummons,  and  intends, 
As  the  Irifh  rebels  were  wont  to  fell  heads, 
So  to  make  prize  of  thefe.    And  thus  k  happens  r 
Your  poor  rogues  pay  fort  which  have  not  means 
To  prefect  bribes  tn  fid ;  the  reft  o'the  band 
Are  razM  out  of  the  knaves  record ;  or  dfe 
My  lord  he  winks  at  them  with  eafy  will, 
His  man  grows  rich,  the  knaves  are  the  knaves  fHfl. 
But  to  the  ufe  Til  make  of  it ;  it  (hail  fcrvc 
To  point  me  out  a  lift  of  murderers,  v> 

Agents  for  any  villainy.    Did  I  want 
Ten  51  learn  of  courtesans,  it  would  furnim  me; 
Nay  laundrefs  three  armies.    That  in  fo  little*  paper 
Should  lie  the  undoing  of  fo  many  men  I 
'Tid  not  fo  big  as  twenty  declarations* 
See  the  corrupted  ufe  fome  make  of  books : 
Divinity,  wreited  by  fome  fa&ious  blood, 
Draws  fwords,  fwells  battles,  and  o'erthrow*  all  good : 
To  falhion  my  revenge  more  ferioufly, 
Let  me  remember  my  dead  filler's  face : 
Call  for  her  picture  ?  no,  I'll  clofe  mine  eyes. 
And  in  a  melancholy  thought  I'll  frame 

Enter  Ifabella's  gbojl. 

Her  figure  'fore  me.    Now  I  have  it— how  ftroag 
imagination  works  \  how  (he  can  frame 

*'  Three  hundred  wolves  a  year  fortribute  unto  thee  : 
«*  And  for  that  tribute  paid,  as  famous  may'A  thou  be, 
"  O  conquered  Brittth  ting,  by  whom  was  firft  deftroy'd 
(i  The  multitude  of  wolves,  that  long  this  laud  annoy 'd.** 
>»  T*n  fart/}    Ten  leaps  is  ten  times  three.        S, 

U  3  Things 
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Things  which  are  not !  .methtnks  fhe  (lands  afore  me, 

And  by  the  quick  idea  of  my  mind,  m      • 

Were  my  lkttl  pregnant,  1  could  draw  her  pi&ure. 

Thought,  as  a  fubtle  juggler,  makes  us.  deem 

Things  fupernatural,  which  yet  have  caule,  ,. 

Common,  as  ficknefs.    'Tis  my  melancholy.  " 

Howcam'ft  thou  by  thy  death?—- how  idle  am  I 

Tjo  queftion  my  own  tdlenefs ! — did  ever 

Marl  dream  awake  till  now  ?— -remove  this  object : 

Out  of  my  brain  with't :  \vhat  have  I  to  do 

With  tombs,  or  .death-beds,  funerals,  or  tears, 

That  have  to  meditate  upon  revenge?-. 

So,  now  'tis  endedf-iike  an.  old  wife's  itory.: 

Statelrnen  think  often  they  feeflranger  lights 

Than  madmen.    Come,  to  this  weighty  bufinefs : 

My  tragedy  mutt  have  iome  idle  mirth  tn't. 

Elfe  it  will  never  p'afs.     I  am  in  love, 

In  love  with  Corombona;  and  my  luit     ■  * 

Thus  hahs  to  her  in  verfe.»—  '♦ 

I  have  done  it  rar<v :  O  the  fate  of  princes !  ' 

1  am  fo  uted  to  frequent  flattery,  [He  writes* 

That,  being  alone,  I  now.  flatter  my felf!     • 

But  it  will  iter  ve.-s-' Tis  feal'd";  bear  this    . 

Enter  Servant.     ' 

To  the  hbufe  of  converts,  and  watch  your  leifure 

To  give'it  to  the  hands  of  Corombona, 

Or  to  the  matron,  when  fome  followers 

Of  Brachiano  maybe  by.    Away,  [Exit  Servant. 

He  that  deab  all  by  ftrength,  his  wit  is  fhallow; 

When  a  -man's  head  goes  thro',  each  limb  will  follow. 

The  engine  for  my  bufinefs,  bold  count  JLodowick ; 

'Tis  gold  mult  fuch  an  inftrument  procure, 

With  empty  fill  no  men  do  falcons  lure. 

xSrachiano,  1  -am  now  fit  for  thy  encounter : 

Like  the  wild  Irilh,  I'll  pe'er  think  thee  dead 

Till  I  can  play  at  football  with  thy  head. 

*2  FlecUre  Ji  nequeo  fuperos,  Acbcronta  movebo.  [Exit  Monticelfb. 

5t  Fltatrtttcc]    A  line  from  Virgil,  , 

ACT 
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A    C    T     IV. 

Enter  the  Matron,  and  Flamineo. 
Matron. 

C  HOULD  it  be  known  the  duke  hath  fuch  recourfe 
"  To  your  imprifon'd  lifter,  I  were  like 
To  incur  much  damage  by  it. 

Flamineo. 
•Not  a  fcruple.     , 

The  Pope  lies  on  hisdeath-bed,  and  their  heads 
Are  troubled  now  with  other  bufinefa 
Than  guarding  of  a  lady.  .       * 

«  • 

Enter  Servant. 

.  *  •  • 

•    .  .       Servant. 
Yonder'9  Flamineo  in  conference   • 
With  the  matron.— »Let  me  fpeak  with  you; 
I  would  entreat  ybu  to  deliver  for  me 
This  letter  to  the  fair. Vittoria. 

*    '     '     '        •'  Matron?  .     • 

I*  (hall,  fir, 

Servant. 
With  all  care  and'fecrefy;  .  ' 

Hereafter  you  ftiall  know  me,  and  receive 
Thanks  for  this  courtefy.  '  '   [Exit* 

Flamineo.  ■         ' 
How  now?  what's  that? 

Matron. 
A  letter. 

Flamineo. 
To  my  lifter  ?  I'll  fee  it  deliver'd. 

Enter-  Brachiano.  ' 

Brdcbiano. 
What's  that  you  read,  Flamineo  f 

Flamineo. 
Look* 

"     U  4  Brachiano* 
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Bracbiano* 
Ha !  To  the  mod  unfortunate,  his  bed  idpefied  VUtori** 
Who  was  the  meffenger  t 

Flawnco* 
I  know  not* 

Bracbiano. 
No!  wbofcotit? 

FUxninio. 

•    Uds'foot !  you  fpeak,  as  i£a  man 

Should  know  what  fowl  is  coftWd  in  a  bak'd  meat 

Afore  you  cut  it  tip* 

Brachianp* 
111  open9t,  were't  her   bearu     What's  here  fubferib'd! 
Florence ! 
This  juggling  is  grofs  and  palpable. 
.  I  have  found  out  the  conveyance.    Read  it,  read  it* 

Flamineo* 
Tour  tears  TU  turn  Jo  triumph  f  be  but(  nsin^s 
Your  prop  isfaWn ;  Ipity*  that  a  vine* 
Which  princes  heretofore  have  bng*d  to  gather* 
Wanting  fupporters,  now Jbould fade  and  wither. 
Wine,  l'faith  my  lord,  with  lees  would  ferve  his  -turn* 
Your  fad  imprifimment  V  11  Join  mtcbarm, 
Jind  with  a  princely  uncontrolled  arm 
Lead  you  to  Florence,  where  my  love  and  tart 
Shall  hang  your  wijhes  in  my  fiver  hair,*  ' 

A  halter  on  his  ft  range  equivocation  ! 
Norfbr  my  years  return  me  tltfjad  willow, 
Who  prefer  blojfoms  before  fruit  thafs  mellow  T  * 
Rotten,  on  my  knowledge,  with  lying  too  long  i'th*  bed-ftravv. 
And  all  the  lines  of  age  this  line  convinces  i 
'  The  gods  never  wax  old,  no  more,  do  princes* 
A  pox  on't,  tear  it ;  let's  have  no  atbeijjjs,  for  God's  fake* 

Bracbiano. 
UdsMeath.    Ill  cut  her  into  atoms ! 
And  let  the  irregular  north-wind  fweep  her  up, 
And  blow  her  into  his  noftrils :  w here's  this  whore  I 

F/amineo. 
What  ?  who  do  you  call  her  ? 

Bracbiano* 

Oh)  I  could  be  mad; ' 

Prevent 
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5*  Prevent  the  cursM  difeafe  (he'll  bring  me  to, 
Andtear  my  hair  off,— Where's  this  changeable  ftuff  ? 

Flamintd. 
O'er  head  and  ears  in  water,  I  allure  you, 
She  is  not  for  your  wearing. 

Mracbiano*, 

No,  yon  pander ! 

Flamingo, 

What  me,  my  lord  ?  am  I  your  dog  ? 

Bracbiano, 
A  blood-hound :  do  you.  brave,  do  you  Hand,  me  t 

Flamineo, 
Stand  you !  let  thofe  that  have  difeafes,  run ; 
J  need  no  plaifter* 

Bracbiano. 

Would  you  be  kick'd? 

Flaminco. 
Would  you  have  your  neck  broke  f 
I  tell  you  duke, 54 1  am  not  in  Ruflia ; 
My  (bins  mull  be  kept  whole. 

Brachianom 

5  3  Prevent  the  curs'd  aVeafc  {bell  bring  me  w, 

And  ttar  my  hair  off,]  Meaning  the  Lues  Venerea,  which  makes 
the  hair  come  off,  and  gave  occalion,  as  commonly  is  thought,  for  the 
modern  ufe  of  the  peruke.        S.  P. 

54  —  /  am  not  in  RuJJia  j 

My  Jbins  mujl  be  kept  whole.]  It  appears  from  Giles  Fletcher's 
Xujfe  CommonvHoitby  1591,  p.  51.  that,  on  determining  an  action  of  debt 
in  that  country,  "  the  partie  convicted  is  delivered  to  the  Serjeant,  who 
"  hath  a  writte  for  his  warrant  out  of  the  Office,  to  carry  him  to  the 
**  Pravcu/b,  or  Righter  of  Juftice,  if  prcfently  hee  pay  not  the  monie, 
**  or  content  not  the  partie.  This  Pravtu/b,  or  Righter,  is  a  place  neare 
"  to  the  office i  where  fuch  as  have  fentence  paffed  againft  them,  andje- 
"  fufe  to  pay  that  which  is  adjudged,  are  beaten  with  great  cudgels  «n 
"  tbejbimus,  and  calves  of  their  legges.  Every  forenoone  from  eight  to 
"  eleven  they  are  fet  on  the  Ptaveufh,  and  beate  in  this  fort  till  the  monie 
"  be  payd.  The  afternoone  and  night  time  they  are  kepte  in  chaines 
«  by  the  Serjeant :  except  they  put  in  fufficient  fuerties  for  their  ap« 
*'  pearance  at  the  Praveujh  at  the  hower  appointed.  You  fhall  fee  fortic 
"  or  fiftie  ftand  together  on  the  Praveujh  all  on  a  rowe,  and  their  Jhinntt 
"  thvs  becudgelled  and  bebafted  every  morning  with  a  piteous  cnc.  If 
*€  after  a  yeare's  (landing  on  the  Praveuih,  the  partie  will  not,  or  lacke 
"  wherewithall  to  fat  is  he  his  creditour,  it  is  law  full  for  him  to  fell  his 
"  wife  and  children,  eythcr  outrght,  or  fur  a  certaine  terme  of  yeare*. 

"And 
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Brachiam. 
Do  you  know  roc  ? 

Fiamineo* 

« 

O  ray  lord !  methodically. . 
As  in  this  world  there  are  degrees  of  evils ; 
So  in  this  world  there  are  degrees  of  devils* 
You  re  a  great  duke,  I  your  poor  fecretary. 
I  do  look  now  for  ss  a  Spanim  fig,  or  an  Italian  faller,  daily*  . 

Bracbiano. 
'  Pander,  ply  your  convoy,-  and  leave  your  prating. 

Fidminco, 
All  your  kindneft  to  me  is  like  that  miferable  courtefy  of 
Polyphemus  to  Ulyfles :  you  referye  me  to  be  devour'd  lafr. ; 
you  would  dig  turfs  out  of  my  grave  to  feed  your  larks;  that 
would  be  mufick  to  you.    Come,  I'll  lead  you  to  her. 

Bracbiaho. 
-  Do  you  face  me  ? 

Fldmineo* 
O,  fir,  I  would  not  go  before  a  politick  enemy  with  my  back 
towards  him,  tho'  there  were  behind  me  a  whirlpool. 

JLnter  Victoria  Coromborra. 
Bracblano, 

_  *  * 

Can  you  read,  miftrefs  ?  look  upon  that  letter : 
There  are  no  characters,  nor  hieroglyphicks. 
You  need  no  comment,  I  am  grown  your  receiver. 
God's  precious !  you  mall  be  a  brave  great  lady, 
A  flately  and  advanced  whore. 

Fittoria  Corombona. 
Say,  fir? 

Bracblano. 
■  Come,  come,,  let's  fee  your  cabinet,  difcover 
Your  treafury  of  love-letters.    Death  and  furies  I 
1*11  fee  them  all. 

f  And  if  the*  price  of  them  doo  not  amount  to4the  full  payment,  the  crc« 
u  tour  may  take  them  to  bee  his  bondflaves,  for  yeares  or  for  ever,  ac- 
"  cording  as  the  value  of  the  debt  requireth." 

3S  aSpan'Jbjig\    Referring  to  the  cu (torn  of  giving  poifon'd  figs  to 
thofe  who  were  the  objects  either  of  the  Spanilh  or  Italian  revenge.    Sec 
*  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  King  Henry  V.  A.  3,  S.<>. 

Fittoria 
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'  \  Fiuorw  Corombona. 

.   Sir,  \ipahmyfoui; ..    *• 
t  have  not  any.     Whence  ivas  this*diretSted  ? 
'  Bracbiano. 

Con fufion  on  yovir  politick  ignorance !  • 

56  You  are  reclaim'd,  are  you*1  ill  give  you  the'bdfc, 
And  let  you  fly  to  the  devil.  • 

Flamineo.    ■ 
Ware  hawk,  my  lord  ! 

Vittoria  Coromfrona. 
Florence !  this  is  fofne  treacherous  plot,  my  lord.; 
To  me  he  ne'er  was  lovely  I  proteft,    • 
'  So  much  as  in  myfleep. 

Bracbiano. 
Right !  they  are  plots. 
Youf  beauty !  O  ten  fhoufand  curfes  on't! 

57  How  long  have  I  heheld  the  devil  in  cryftal  ?  ••   " 
Thou  hafV  led  me,  like  an  heathen- facrificc, 

With  mufick,  and  with  fatal  yokes  of  Rowers,  • 
To  my  eternal  ruin.  •  Woman  to  man 
Is  either  a  god,  or  a  wolf. 

*  Flttoria  Corombona. 
My  lord. 

Bracbiano. 
Away!  , 

•  We'll  be  as  differing  as  two  adamants, 
The  one  (hall  (bun  the  other.     What !  doft  weep? 
Procure  but  ten  of  thy  diflembiing  trade,  " 

We'll  furaifli  all  the  Iridfi  funerals 
With  howling,  pair,  wild  Iriih. 

\      Fiamineo. 
Fie,  my'  lord ! 

S*  Tou  are  reclaim' J,  are  you?  V 11  give' you  the  btlh>  • 

And  letyoujiy  to  the  devil,]    Alluding  to  the  practice  of  fix:ng  feclls 
to  the  legs  of  hawks.        ,  .  •   . 

57  IJoiv  long  have  ^-beheld  the  devil  in  cryflal*]  ,The  Beril,  which  is 
a  kind  of  cryftal,  hath  a  weak  tincture  of  red  in  it.  Among  other 
tricks  of.  aftroiogers,  the  difcovery  of  paft  or  future  events  was  fuppofed  to 
be  the  conference  of  loking  into  it.  See  Aubrey's  fyifccllanies,  p.  165. 
edit.  1721. 

Bracbiano. 
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That  band,  that  curfed  hand !  which  I  hare  wearied 
With  doating  kifles !  O  my  fweeteft  ducbefs ! 
How  lovely  art  thou  now !  thy  loofe  thoughts 
Scatter  like  quicksilver :  I  was  bewitch'd  * 
For  all  the  World  fpeaks  ill  of  thee. 

Vittwia  Coromfortd* 

No  matter, 
111  live  fb  now,  111  make  that  world  recast, 
And  change  her  fpeeches.    You  did  name  your  duchefs* 

Bracbiano. 

Whofe  death  God  pardon ! 

Flttoria  Corondwut* 

Whofe  death  God  revenge 
On  thee,  moft  godkfs  duke! 

Flamiae*. 

Now  for  the  whirlwinds. 

Vittoria  Cerombona. 

What  have  I  gatn'd  by  thee,  but  infamy  f 
Thou  haft  ilain'd  the  fpotlefs  honour  of  my  houfe, 
And  frighted  thence  noble  fociety : 
Like  thofe,  which,  fick  o'the  palfy,  and  setain 
Ill-fcenting  foxes  'bout  them,  are  dill  munn'd 
By  thofe  of  choicer  noftrils.    What  do  you  call  this  houfe  i 
Is  this  your  palace  ?  did  not  the  judge  (tile  it 
A  houie  of  penitent  whores  ?  who  fent  me  to  it  i 
Who  hath  the  honour  to  advance  Vittoria. 
To  this  incontinent  college?  is't  not  you  ? 
Is't  not  your  high  preferment  ?  go,  go  brag 
How  many  ladies  you  have  undone  like  me* 
Fare  you  well,  ,fir ;  let  me  .hear  no  more  of  you* 
I  had  a  limb  corrupted  to  an  ulcer,  } 
Hut  I  have  cut  it  off,"  and  now  I'll  go 
Weeping  to  heaven  on  crutches*    For  your  gifts, 
I  will  return  them  all*  and  I  do  wife 
That  I  could  make  you  full  executor 
To  all  my  fins.     O  that  I  could  tofc  myfelf 
Into  a  grave  as  quickly :  for  all  thou  art  worth 
I,'il  not  fhed  one  tear  more— —I'll  burft  firft. 

[$/jc  throws  berfelfuton  a  bti* 

Bracbiano* 
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Bracblano.- 

t  m 

Will  you  hear  me? 

Vittoria  C&rtmbonas  ' 

Never. 

•  Flamineo.  ' 

What  a  damn'd  impofihume  is  a  woman's  will !  ' 
Can  nothing  break  it  r  fie,  fie,  my  lord, 
Women  are  caught  as  you  take  tortoifes, 
She  muft  be  curn'd  on  her  back.     Sifter,  by  this  hand 
I  am  on  your  fide.     Come,  come,  you  have  wrong'd  her. 
What  a  ftrapge  credulous  man  were  you,  my  lord, 
To  think  the  duke  of  Florence  would  love  Her  ? 
Will  any  mercer  take  another's  ware 
When  once  'tis  tows'd  and-  fullied  f*  and  yet,  lifter, 
How  fcurvily -this  frowardnefs.  becomes  you ! 
Young  leverets  ftand  not  long,  and  women's  anger 
Should,  like  their  flight,  procure  a  little  fport; 
A  full  fty  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
And  then  be  put  to  the  dead  fquat.  . 

Bracbiano* 

,  Shall  thefe  eyes, 
Which  have  fo  long  time  dwelt  upon  your  face, 
Be  now  put  out  ? 

Flamineo*  ••. 

No  cruel  landlady  i'the  world, 
Which  lends  forth  groats  to  broom*men,  and  takes  ufb 
•  For  them,  would  do't. .  *  -   • 

Hand  her;  my  lord,  and  kifs  her :  be  not  likev 
A  ferret,  to  let  go  your  hold  With  blowing. 

Bracbiano. 

Let  us  renew  right  hands. 

•  Fit  tor ia  Corombona,         .  . 

Hence! 

*  Bracbiano, 
Never  (hall  rage,  or  the  forgetful  wine, 

Make  me  commit  like  fault. 

•     Flamineo. 
Now  you  are  i'th*  way  on't,  follow  it  hard. 

•  Bracbiano. 

Be  thou  at  peace  with  me ;  let  all  the  world 
Threaten  the  canon. 

Flamineo. 
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Flamnep* 
Mark  his  penitence; 
Beft  natures  do  commit  the  grofTeft.  faults, 
When  they're  given  o'er  to  jealoufy :  as  beft  wine, 
Dying,  makes  ftrongeft  vinegar,     I'll  tell  you;   • 
The  lea's  more  rough  and  raging  than  calm  rivers, 
But  not  fo  fweer,  nor  wholefbme".     A  quiet  Woman 
Is  like  a  ft  ill  water  under  London-bridge ; 
A  man  may  57  (hoot  her  fafely.  .  * 

Vittoria  Corombona*  ■    * 
O  ye  difiembling  men ! 

Flamineo. 

•  We  fuck'd  that,  fitter,  * 

From  women's  breads,  in  our  frrft  fti  fancy.  • 

Vittoria  Qorombotuu      '    ♦ 
To  add  mifery  to  mifery ! . 

Brachiano. 

Sweeteft.  • 

Vittoria  Cbrombotta.  . 
Am  I  not  Jow  enough  ? 
Ay,  ay,  your  good  heart  gathers  like  a  fhow~ball, 
Now  your  affection's  cold.  ' 

\  Flamingo* 

Ud'sfoot,  it  ftialLmelt 
To  a  heart  again,  or  all  the  wine  in  Rome 
Shall  run  b'th'  lees  for't.    •  • 

'  »    Vittoria  Corombona, 

•  Your  dosfor  hawk  mould  be  rewarded  better  v 
Than  I  have  been :  I'll  fpeak  not  one  word  more. 

Flamijieo* 
Stop  her  mouth 
With  a  fweet  kifs,  my  lord. 
So,  now*  the  tide's  turn'd,  the  veffel's  come  about* 
He's  a  fweet  armful.    O  we  curl'd-hair'd  men 
Are  fttll  mod  kind  to  women.    This  is  well*     ' 

Brachiano. 
■  That  you  mould  chide  thus  I 

57  — fiill  water  under  London-bridge  i 

A  man  biayjhoot  her  fifeiy,)  .  To  /boot  the  Bridge*  was  a  term  ufed  by 
.  watermen,  to  ngniry  going  through  London-bridge  at  the  turning  of  the 
tide.    The  veffcl  then  went  with  great  velocity,  and  from  thence  it  pro- 
bably was  called  ihooting.  , 

Flamineo* 
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Fkxmintt* 

O,  fir,  your  little  chimnies 
Do  ever  call  moft  finoke.    I  fweat  for  you* 
Couple  together  with  as  deep  a  filence, 
As  did  the  Grecians  in  their  wooden  horie. 
My  lord,  fupply  your  promifes  with  deeds; 
You  know  that  fainted  meat  no  hunger  feeds. 

Bracbiano. 

Stay,  ungrateful  Rome. 

Flaminco. 

Borne!  it  defenres  to.be  call'd  Barbary,  for  our  villainous 
vfege. 

Brachiana* 

Soft ;  the  fame  project  which  the  duke  of  Florence, 
(Whether  in  love  or  gullery  I  know  not)  > . 

Laid  down  for  her  efcape,  will  I  purfue* 

Flamineo. 

And  no  time  fitter  than  this  night,  ray  lord : 
The  pope  being  dead ;  and  all  the  cardinals  enter'd 
The  conclave,  tor  th'elecling  a  new  pope; 
The  city  in  a  great  confufioa ; 
We  may  attire  her  in  a  page's  fuit, 
Lay  her  pod-horfes,  take  Slipping,  and  amain 
For  Padua. 

Bracbiano* 

I'll  in flantly  ileal  forth,  the  prince  Giovanni , 
And  make  for  Padua.    You  two  with  your  old  mother, 
And  young  Marceilo  that  attends  on  Florence, 
If  you  can  work  him  to  it,  follow  me ; 
I  will  advance  you  all :  for  yot),  Victoria, 
Think  of  a  dutchefs  title. 

Flamineo* 

Lo'you,  filler. 

Stay,  my  lord ;  Til  tell  you  a  tale.  5*  The  crocodile,  which 
lives  in  the  river  Nilus,  hath  a  worm  breeds  iW  teeth  oft, 
which  puts  it  to  extream  anguifh  :  a  little  bird,  no  bigger  than 
a  wren,  is  barter-furgeonto  this  crocodile ;  flies  into  the  jaws 

5*  %btcr*9dik,  which  tins,  &c]   See  C.  PUatt  $ectm4i  Ktturalif 

Hiftofia?,  Uh.  viii.  chap.  45.  ' 

oft, 
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oft,  picks  out  the  worni,  and  brings  prefent  remedy.  The> 
fi(h*  glad  of  eafc,  but  ungrateful  to  her  that  did  it,  that  the 
bird  may  not  talk  largely  oi  her  abroad  for  non-payment, 
dofeth  her  chaps,  intending  to  fwallow  her,  and  fo  put  her  to 
perpetual  filence.  But  nature,  loathing  fucn  ingratitude,  hath 
arm'd  this  bird  with  a  qaill  or  prick  ori  the  head  top,  which 
wounds  the  crocodile  iW  month,  forceth  her  to  open  her 
bloody  prifon,  and  away  flies  the  pretty  tdoth-picker  from  her 
cruel  patient* 

Bracbiano. 

Your  application  is ;  I  have  not  rewarded 
The  fervice  you  have  done  me. 

'Tlamineb. 

No,  my  lord. 
Vou  fitter  are  the  crocodile  :  jrou  are  blemifh'd  in  your  fame, 
my  lord  cures  it.    And  though  the  companion  hold  not  in 
every  particle;  yet  obferve,  remernber,  what  good  the  bird 
with  the  prick  i'th'  head  htith  done  you ;  and  icorn  ingratitude. 
It  may  appear  to  fome  ridiculous 
Thus  to  talk  knave  and  madman  ;  and  fomeiimes 
Come  in  with  a  dry'd  fentence,  ftuft  with  fage. 
But  this  allows  my  varying  of  in  apes, 

Knaves  do  grow  great  by  being  great  men's  apes.       \ExeunU 

* 

Enter  Francifco  de  Medicis,   Lodovico,  Gafparo,  and 

Embajfadors. 

TFrancifco  de  Medicis* 
So,  my  lord,  I  commend  your  diligence. 
Guard  well  the  conclave ;  and,  as  the  or^er  is, 
Let  none  have  conference  with  the  cardinals.  x 

I+odovico. 
I  (hall,  my  lord :  room  for  the  embafladqrs. 

Gafparo. 
They're  wondrous i9  brave  to-day :  why4o  they  wear 
Thefe  feveral  habits? 

Lodwic9> 

0\  fir,  they're  knights 
Of  feveral  orders. 

* 

59  brave]  fine.    See  Koto  27  to  Tbt  Second  Part  jjf^gbi  Km*fL  fPUre, 

rot.  Hi-  p.  434. 

Voi,*VI,  X  That 
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•°  That  lord  i'th9  black  cloak,  with  the  filvcr  crofs, 

Is  knight  of  Rhodes ;  the  next, 6l  knight  of  S.  Michael ; 

ex  That,  of  the  golden  fleece ;  the  Frenchman  there, 

61  Knight  of  the  Holy  Ghofi ;  my  lord  of  Savoy 

**  Knight  of  th'  annunciation  ;  the  Engliihman 

05  Is  knight  of  th'  honoured  garter,  dedicated 

Unto  their  faint,  S.  George.    I  could  defer i be  to  you 

Their  feveral  inftitutions,  with  the  laws 

Annexed  to  their  orders ;  but  that  time 

Permits  not  fuch  difcovery. 

Francifco  de  Mediciu 
Where's  count  Lodowick  f 

Lodcvico* 

Here,  my  lord. 

Francifco  de  Medici s. 
Tis  o'th* point  of  dinner  time; 
Marlhal,  the  cardinal's  fervice. 

Lodovico, 
Sir,  I  mall. 

Enter  Servants,  with  feveral  dijbes  cover ea* 

Stand,  let  me  fearch  your  dim,  who's  this  for  r 

Servant* 
For  my  lord  cardinal  Monticelfo. 

**°  That  lord  I'th*  black  cloak,  with  the  Ji her  crofs > 

Is  knight  of  Rhodes ;]  A  Knight  of  Rhodes  was  formerly 
A  Knight  of  St.  John  Jerufalem,  and  now  A  Knight  of  Malta. 
Order  was  inftituted  fomc  time  before  the  conqueft  of  Jerufalem  by  the 
Chriltians  in  1099.  Segar  fays,  that  "  a  governor,  called  Gerardus,  com- 
"  manded  that  he  and  all  others  of  that  houfe  mould  wear  a  white  crofs 
"  upon  a  blacke  garment,  which  was  the  originall  of  the  Order,  and  ever 
♦*  fince  hath  been  ufed."     Honor  Military  and  Civilly  foL  1602,  p.  97. 

61  knight  rfSt.  Michael]  This  Order  was  ereeted  in  1469,  by  Lewis  XI. 
King  of  France.    5ee  Segar  on  Honor,  p.  83. 

6*  That,  of  the  golden  fieece]     Inftituted  by  Philip  the  Good,  Duke  of 
Burgundy  and  JSarl  of  Flanders,  in*  1429.     See  Segar,  p.  79. 

•3  Knight  of  'the  tfolyGboft]     Inftituted  by  Henry  III.  King  of  France 
and  Poland,  in  the  year  1579.     See  Segang  p.  87. 

*4  Knight  of  the  Annunciation']     An  Order  begun  by  Amedes  Count 
of  Savoy,  furnamed  II  Verde,  in  memory  of  Amedes  the  fir  ft  Earl,  who, 
having  valoroufly  defended  the  I  lie  of  Rhodes,  did  win  thofe  arms  now 
borne  by  the  Dukes  of  Savoy.     Sec  Segar,  p;  85. 
t  tS'knigbofiktomredGartor]    Fouadcd  by  King  Edward  HI. 

Lodovko. 
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Lodovico. 
Whofe  this  ? 

Servant. 
For  my  lord  cardinal  of  Bourbon. 

French  Embajfaddf. 
Why  doth  he  fearch  the  difhes  ?  to  obferve 
What  meat  is  dreft  ? 

Englijb  Embaflador* 
No,  fir,  but  to  prevent 
Left  any  letters  (hould  be  conveyed  in, 
To  bribe  or  to  folicit  the  advancement 
Of  any  cardinal.    When  firft  they  enter 
'Tis  lawful  for  the  embaifadors  of  princes 
To  enter  with  them,  and  to  make  their  fuit 
For  any  man  their  prince  affecteth  bed ; 
But  after,  till  a  general  election, 
No  man  may  (peak  with  them. 

Lod&vicO. 

You  that  attend  on  the  lord  cardinals, 
Open  the  window,  and  receive  their  viands. 

Am  Cardinal. 
You  rauft  return  the  fervice;  the  lord  cardinals 
Are  bufied  'bout  electing  of  the  pope, 
They  have  given  o'er  fcrutiny,  and  are  fallen 
To  admiration. 

Lodovico* 
Away,  away.  [A  cardinal  on  the  terras* 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
I'll  lay  a  thoufand  ducats  you  hear  news 
Of  a  pope  prefently.    Hark ;  furely  he*s  elected ; 
Behold  l  my  lord  of  Arragon  appears 
On  the  church  battlements. 

Arragon* 
Annuntio  vobis  gaudium  magnum:  ReverendiJJimus  cardinal! $ 
Lorenzo  de  Monticelfo  ekHui  ejt  in  fedem  afojlalicam,  et  elegit Jibi 
nomen  Paulum  Quartum.. 

Omnes, 
Vwat  fan&us  pater  Paulus  £>uartus  ! 

Servant* 
Vittoria,  my  lord— 

X  a  Francifco* 
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Francifco  de  Media's. 
Well:  what  of  her? 

Servant, 
Is  fled  the  city. 

Francifco  de  Media's. 
Ha? 

\        Servant. 
With  the  duke  Bradpano. 

Francifco  de  Media*. 
Fled  !  whereas  the  prince  Giovanni  ? 

Servant* 
Gone  with  his  father. 

Francifco  de  Media's. 
Let  the  matrona  of  the  convertites 
Be  apprehended :  fled  ?  O  damnable  1 
How  fortunate  are  my  wifhes  1  Why,  'twas  thi* 
I  only  laboured.    I  did  fend  the.  letter 
T*  inftruct  him  what  to  do*    Thy  fame,  fond  duke, 
I  firil  have  poifon'd ;  directed  thee  the  way 
To  marry  a  whore ;  what  can  be.  work  i  this  follow*. 
The  hand  muft  act  to  drown  the  paflionate  tongue, 
I  fcorn  to  wear  a  fvvord,  and  prate  of  wrong. 

Enter  Mbnticelfo  inflate* 

Montjcclfo. 

Conccdimus  vohis  apoftoHcam  benedic%ionem%  it  remijjionem  .pec* 
^atorum. 

My  lord  reports  Vittoria  Corombona 
Is  llol'n  from  forth  the  houfe  of  convertites 
By  Braehiano,  and  they're  fted  the  city. 
Now,  though  this  be  the  firftday  of  our  Hate, 
We  cannot  better  pleafc  the  divine  power, 
Than  to  fequefter  from  the  holy  church 
Thefe  curfed  pcrfons.    Make  it  therefore  known, 
We  do  denounce  excommunication 
A  gain  ft  them  both :  all  that  are  theirs  in  Rome 
We  likewife  banifh.    Set  on.  [Exeunt. 

Francifco  dc  Media's. 

Come,  dear  Lodovico, 
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You  have  ta'en  the  facrament  to  profecute 
Th'  intended  murther. 

With  all  conftancy. 
But,  fir,  I  wonder  you'll  ingage  yourfelf 
In  perfon,  being  a  great  prince. 

Francijko  de  Medic  is. 

Divert  me  not. 
Moll  of  hi*  court  are  of  my  faction, 
And  fome  are  of  my  council.     Noble  friend. 
Our  danger  mall  be  like  in  this  defign. 
Give  leave,  part  of  the  glory  may  be  mine*    [Exit  F/ancifco. 

Enter  Monticelfo. 

Monticelfb. 
Why  did  the  duke  of  Florence  with  fuch  care 
Labour  your  pardon  ?  fay. 

Lbdovico. 
Italian  beggars  will  refolve  you  that. 
Who,  begging  of  an  alms,  bid  thofe  they  beg  of, 
Do  good  for  their  ow*  fakes.;  ort  may  be, 
He  fpreads  his  bounty  with  a  fowing  hand : 
Like  kings,-  who  many  times  give  out  of  meafure ; 
Not  for  defert  fo  much,  as  for  their  pleafure. 

Mmtkelfo. 
I  know  you're  cunning.    Come,  what  devil  it  that 
That  you  are  railing  } 

Lodovico. 
Devil !  my  lord  ? 

Menticelfo. 
I  aft  you. 
How  doth  the  duke  employ  you,  that  his  bonnet 
Fell  with  fuch  compliment  upon  his  knee, 
When  he  departed  from  you  ? 

Lod<fi>ico>\ 
Why,  my  lord, 
He  told  me  of  a  refly  Barbary  horfe 
Which  he  would  fain  have  brought  to  the  career, 
The  'fault,  and  the  ring  gailiard.    Now,  my  lord, 
1  have  a  rare  French  rider. 

X  3  Monticelfo. 
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MonticeJ/09 
Take  jrou  heed, 
Left  the  jade  break  your  neck.    Do  vou  put  me  off 
With  your  wild  horfe-tricks  ? — Sirrah,  you  do  lie. 
O,  thou 'it  a  foul  black  cloud,  and  thou  do'ft  threat 
A  violent  ftorm. 

Lodovico* 

Storms  are  i'th'  air,  my  lord ; 
I  am  too  low  to  ftorm. 

<    Monticelfo. 

Wretched  creature!, 
I  know  that  thou  art  fafliion'd  for  all  ill, 
Like  dogs,  that  once  get  blood,  they'll  ever  kiH. 
About  tome  murther?  was'tnot? 

Lodovico* 

111  not  tell  you : 
And  yet  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do  ; 
Marry  with  this  preparation.    Holy  father, 
I  come  not  to  you  as  an  intelligencer, 
But  as  a  penitent  finner.    What  I  utter 
Is  in  confeJIion  merely ;  which  you  know 
IMuft  never  be  reveal'd. 

Montlcelfo. 
You  have  o'erta'en  me, 

Lodovico* 
Sir,  I  did  love  Brachiano's  duchefs  dearly; 
Or  rather  I  purfued  her  with  hot  luft, 
Though  (he  ne'er  knew  on't.    She  was  poifbnM  j 
Upon  my  fouljhe  was:  for  which  I  have  fwprn 
T'avenge  her  murther. 

Mtmticelfi. 
To  the  duke  of  Florence  ? 

Lodovico* 
To  him  I  have. 

Monticelfo. 
Miferable  creature ! 
If  thou  pcrfift  in  this,  'tis  damnable. 
Do'ft  thou  imagine,  thou  canft  Aide  on  blood 
And  not  be  tainted  with  a  ftiameful  fall  ? 


Or, 
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£ven  acting  of  thofe  hot  and  luftful  fDorts 
Are  to  enfue  about  midnight !  fuch  his  cunning ! 
He  founds  my  depth  thus  with  a  golden  plummet ; 
I  am  doubly  arm'd  npw.     Now  to  tji'  a$  of  blojOii ; 
There's  but  three  furies  found  in  fpacious  Jicll ; 
But  in  a  great  man's  bread  three  thoufand  dwell. 

!  ,  .  jui  ipi  i  .  , — 

i 


A    C    T      V. 

\  -  4. 

A  pafage  over  the  Jlage  ^Brachiano,  FlamineQ,  Maxcelloj 
Horteniio,  Corombona,  Cornelia,  Zanche,  and  others* 

Flamineo. 

IN  all  the  weary  mmutes  of  my  life, 
Day  ne'er  broke  up  till  now.    This  marriage 
Confirms  me  happy. 

Hortenfio. 
*Tis  a  good  afliirance. 
Saw  you  not  yet  the  Moor  that's  come  to  court  ? 

Fiamineo* 
''Yes,  and  conferred  with  him  i'th' duke's  clofet  \ 
I  have  not  feen  a  goodlier  perfcnage ; 
Nor  ever  talkM  with  man  better  experienc'd 
In  date-affairs,  or  rudiments  of  war. 
He  harii,  by  report,  ferv'd  the  Venetian 
In  Candy  thefe  twice  feyen  years,  and  been  chief 
In  many  a  bold*  clefign. 

Horfe/fia.  .  . 

What  are  thofe  two- 
That  bear  him  company? 

,  Flamineq. 

Two  noblernen  of  Hupgary,  thajt,  livjng  in  the  emperor** 
fervice  as  commanders,  eight  years  fince,  contrary  to  the  ex- 
pectation of  all  the  court,  entered  imp  religipn,  into  the  drift 
order  of  Capuchins :.  but,  being  nqt  well  fettled  in  theic  un- 
dertaking", tfley  left  their  order,  and  returned,  to  court;  for 
which,  being  after  troubled  in  confcience,  they  vow'd  their 

fervkcs 

4}  .    - 


t 


The  vows  of  thofe  iwo  worthy  gentlemen 
Make  thein  incapable  of  our  prolfer'd  bounty. 
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Your  with  is,  you  may  leave  your  warlike  (Word* 

For  monuments  in  our  chapel.     I  accept  it, 

As  a  great  honour  done  me,  and  mud  crave 

Your  leave  to  furnifti  out  our  duchefs'  revels.  ."5 

Only  one  thing,  as  the  lad  vanity 

You  e'er  (hall  view,  deny  me  not  to  flay 

To  fee  a  barriers  prepared  to-night  t ' 

You  fliall'have  private  {landings.    It  hath  pleas'd 

The  great  ambafiadors  of  fevcral  princes, 

In  their  return  from  Rome  to  their  own  countries* 

To  grace  our  marriage,  and  to  honour  me 

With  fuch  a  kind  of  (port. 

Franci/co  de  Medicis. 
I  /hall  perfuade  them 
To  fray,  my  lord. 
Set  on  there  to  the  prefence.  , 

[Exeunt  Brachiano,  Flamineo,  and  MarceHo. 
JLodovicom 
My  noble  lord,  moft  fortunately  welcome ; 

[The  confpirators  here  embrace* 
You  have  our  vows,  feal'd  with  the  facrarnenr, 
.  To  fecond  your  attempts. 

Gajpar0. 
And  all  things  ready ; 
He  could  not  have  invented  his  own  ruin 
(Had  be  defpair'd)  with  more  propriety. 

JLodovice. 
You  would  not  take  my  way. 

Franci/co  de  Mtdkis* 
Tis  better  order'd. 

Lodovicom 
T*  have  poifbn'd  his  prayer-book,  or  a  pair  of  beads, 
*•  The  pummel  of  his  faddle,  his  looking -glafs, 
Or  th'  handle  of  his  racket.    O  that,  that  1 
That  while  he  had  been  bandying  at  tennis, 

c*  The  pummel  of  his  faddle]  This  was  one  of  the  methods  put  in 
pra&ice  in  order  to  deftroy  Queen  Elizabeth.  In  the  year  1598,  Edward 
Squire  was  convicted  of  anointing  the  pummel  of  the  Queen's  faddle  with 
poilon,  for  which  he  was  afterwards  executed.  See  Camden  s  Elizabeth, 
p.  726,  Elz.  edit.  1639. 

He 


3ja        THE    WHITE    DEVIL:    OR, 

In  faith,  you  fee  women  are  like  to  burs, 
Where  their  atiection  throws  them,  there  they'll  flick. 

Zanche. 
That  is  my  countryman,  a  goodly  perfon  ; 
When  he's  at  leifure  I'll  difcourfewith  him 
In  his  own  language*  [Eitit  Zanchc. 

Flamineo, 
I  befeech  you  do: 
How  is'r,  brave  foldier  ?  O  that  I  had  feen 
Some  of  your  iron  days  !  I  pray  relate 
Some,  of  your  fcrvice  to  us. 

Francifco  de  McJicis* 
'Tis  a  ridiculous  thing  for  a  man  to  be  his  own  chronicle* 
I  never  did  warn  my  mouth  with  mine  own  praife,  for  fear  of 
getting  a  funking  breath. 

Marcclh. 
You're  too  Jftoical.    The  duke  will  cxpeft  other  difcourfe 
from  you, 

Francifcb  de  Medicis. 
I  (hall  never  flatter  him :  I  have  ftudied  man  too  much  to 
xda  that.  What  difference  is  between  the  duke  and  I  ?  no 
more  than  between  two  bricks,  all  made  of  one  clay :  on!y*t 
may  be  one  is  placed  on  the  top  of  a  turret,  the  other  in  the 
bottom  of  a  well,  by  mere  chance.  If  I  were  placed  as  high 
as  the  duke,  I  (hou  Id  flick  as  fair,  make  as  fair  a  (hew,  and 
bear  out  weather  equally. 

Ffominco. 
If  this  foldier  had  a  patent  to  beg  in  churches,  then  he 
would  tell  them  (lories. 

Marcclb. 
I  have  been  a  foldier  too. 

Framifco  de  Medici s. 
How  have  you  thriv'd  r* 

Mar  cello. 
Faith  poorly, 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
That's  the  mifery  of  peace.     Only  outfides  are  then  re- 
flected.    As  (hips  ieem  very  great  upon  the  river,  whkh  (hew 
Tei,y  little  upon  the  fcas ;  fo  fome  men  i'th'  court  feera  Co- 

loiTufet 
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Flatnineo. 
Thou  art  my  (Worn  brother:  I'll  tell  thee,  I  do  love  that 
Moor,  that  witch,  very  constrainedly.  She  knows  fome  of 
my  villainy  :  I  do  love  her  juft  as  a  man  holds  a  wolf  by  the 
ears*  But  for  fear  of  turning  upon  me,  and  pulling  out  my 
throat,  I  would  let  her  go  to  the  devil* 

Hortenfto. 

I  hear  (he  claims  marriage  of  thee. 

Flamiwo. 
'Faith,  I  made  to  her  fome  fuch  dark  promife ;  and,  in  feefc- 
ing  to  fly  from'r,  I  run  on,  like  a  frighted  dog  with  a  bottle  at's 
.  tail,  that  fain  would  bite  it  off,  and  yet  dares  not  look  behind 
him*    Now,  my  precious  gipfy. 

Zancbe* 
Ay,  your  love  to  me  rather  cools  than  heats, 

Flamineo. 
Marry,  I  am  the  founder  lover;  we  have  many  wenches 
about  the  town  heat  too  fall. 

Hortcnfio. 
What  do  you  think  of  thefe  perfum'd  gallants,  then  ? 

Ftamineo. 
Their  fattin  cannot  fave  them.     I  am  confident 
They  have  a  certain  fpice  of  the  difeafe ; 
For  they  that  fleep  with  dogs,  (hall  rife  with  fleas. 

Zancbe, 
Believe  it !  a  little  painting  and  gay  cloaths 
Make  you  loath  me. 

Flamlneo. 
How,  love  a  lady  for  painting  or  gay  apparel  ?  I'll  ui- 
kennel  one  example  more  for  thee.     Miop  had  a  footifh  dog 
that  let  go  the  flefh  to  catch  the  fhaddw  :  I  would  have  cour- 
tiers be  better  divers. 

Zancbe* 
You  remember  your  oaths  ? 

F lamina). 
Lovers  oaths  are  like  mariners'  prayers,  utter'd  in  ex- 
tremity :  but  when  the  tempeft  is  o'er,  and  that  the  vefTei 
leaves  tumbling,  they  fall  from  protciling  to  drinking.  And 
yet,  amongit  gentlemen,  protefting  and  drinking  go  together, 
and  agree  as  well  as  (hoe-makers  and  Weftphalia  bacon.  They 

are 
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Fldmineo. 
Are  you  choletick  ? 
1*11  purge  it  with  rhubarb. 

Rortenfio* 
Oj  your  brother ! 

Flamineoi 
Hang  him* 
He  wrongs  me  mod,  tbtft  ought  t* offend  m*e  teafti 
I  do  fufpeel  my  mother  play  Y!  foul  play, 
When  ike  conceived  thee. 

Maiccllo* 
Now,  by  all  my  hopes, 
Like  the  two  flaughfer'd  fori*  of  Oedipus* 
The  very  flames  of  our  affeciion 

Shall  turn  two  ways.     Th6fe  words  I'll  make  thee  anfwet 
With  thy  heart's  blood. 

Fhwibteo* 
Do,  like  the  geefe  in  the  progrefs ; 
You  know  where  you  (hall  find  me. 

Marcello* 
Very  good ; 
An'  thou  be'il  a  noble  friend,  bear  him  my  fword, 
And  bid  him  fit  the  length'  on't; 

Fating  Lord* 
Sir,  I  (halL 

Zancbe* 
He  comes.     He'nce  petty  thoughts  of  my  difgracc; 
I  ne'er  lov'd  my  complexion  till  now, 

Enter  frarieifco. 

'Caufe  I  may  boldly  fay,  without  a  blufh, 
I  love  you. 

FlamhieOm 
Your  love  is  untimely  fown ; 
There's  a  fpring  at  Michaelmas,  but  'tis  but  a  faint  one : 
I  am  funk  in  years,  and  I  have  vow'd  never  to  marry, 

Zancbe. 
Alas !  poor  maids  get  more  lovers  than  hulbands : 
Yet  you  may  mi  flake  my  wealth.     For,  as -when  cmbrtflTador* 
are  IVhMq  congratulate  princes,  there's  commonly  fent  along 

with 
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tnth  them  a  rich  prefent,  Co  that,  tho*  the  prince  like  not  the 
arabaflador's  perfon,  nor  words,  yet  he  likes  well  of  the  pre- 
ferment ;  fo  I  may  come  to  you  in  the  fame  manner,  and 
be  better  lov'd  for  my  dowry  than  my  virtue. 

Francijco* 
111  think  on  tne  motion. 

Zanebe. 
Do ;  111  now  detain  you  no  longer.  .  At  your  better  leifure 
1*11  tell  you  things  (hall  lfartle  your  blood : 
Nor  blame  me  that  this  paflion  I  reveal ;     « 
Lovers  die  inward  that  their  flames  conceal. 

Francifiom 
Of  all  intelligence  this  may  prove  the  beft:        - 
Sure  I  (halt  draw  ftrange  fowl  from  this  foul  neft.       [Exeunt. 

Enter  Marcello  and  Cornelia* 
Cornelia. 
I  hear  a  whifpering  all  about  the  court* 
You  are  to  fight ;  who  is  your  op pbfite  ? 
What  is  the  quarrel  \ 

Marcello. 
*Tia  an  idle  f  wnaur. 

Cornelia. 
Will  you  diffemble  ?  Jure  you  do  not  well 
To  fright  me  thus :  you  never  look  thug  pale, 
3ut  when  you  .are  mod  angry.     I  do  charge  you,* 
Upon  my  bleffing ;  nay  111  call  the  duke, 
And  he  (hall  fchool  you. 

Marcello; 
Publifh  not  a  fear, 
Which  woajd  convert  to  laughter :  'tis  not  fov 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's  ? 

Cornelia, 

Yes. 

Marcello,    . 

I  have  heard  you'  fay,  giving  my  brother  fucky 
He  took  the  crucifix  between  his  hands. 

Enter  Flamineo, 

And  broke  a  limb  o£  „     m 


i 
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Cornelia.  . 
Yes;  but *d$ mended. 

Flamineo* 
I  hare  brought  your  weapon  back* 

[Flamineo  runs  Marcdlo  through. 

Cornelia* 
Ha,  oh  my  horror ! 

Marcello* 
You  have  brought  it  home,  indeed* 

Cornelia* 
Help,  oh  he's  rourderM  ! 

Flamineo* 
Do  you  turn  your  gall  up  ?'  1*11  to  fanduary, 


7k 
[Exit 


And  fend  a  furgeon  to  you.  [Exit  Flamineo* 

Enter  HQrteniiq*. 

Hortenfto. 
How,  o'th*  ground  r" 

Marcelb* 
O  mother,  now  remember  what  \  told  ■ 
Of  breaking  off  the  crucifix*    Farcwel.  / 

There  are  forae  fins,  which  heaven  doth-  d»ly  punifo 
In  a  whole  family.    This  it  is  to  rife 
By  all  dilhoneft  means.    Let  all  men  know, 
That  tree  (hall  long  time  keep  a  fteady  foot, 
Whofe  branches  fpread  no  wider  than  the  root*  [Dies, 

Cornelia*  . 

0  my  perpetual  forrow  I 

Hortenfiu 
Virtuous  Marcello ! 
He's  dead.    Pray,  leave  htim,  lady :  come,  you  (hall* 

Cornelia* 
Alas  !  he  is  not  dead ;  he's  in  a  trance. 
Why  here's  nobody  (hall  get  any  thing  by  his  death* 
Let  me  call  him  again,  for  God's  fake ! 

Hortenfio, 

1  would  you  were  deceiv'd. 

Cornelia* 
O  you  abufe  me,  you  abufe  me,  you  abufe  me !  how  jnany 

fcav* 
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bate  gone  away  thus,  for  lack  of  'tendance  ?  rear  ujft  head, 
near  up's  head :  his  bleeding  inward  will  kill  him* 

Hortenfio, 
,  You  fee  he  is  departed. 

Cornelia, 
Let  me  come  to  him;  give  me  him  as  he  is;  if  he  be 
turn'd  to  earth,  let  me  but  give  him  one  hearty  kifs,  and  you 
(hall  put  us  both  into,  one  coffin.  6*  Fetch  a^ looking- glafs  ; 
fee  if  his  breath  will  not  (lain  it;  or  pull  out  fome  feathers 
from  my  pillow,  and  lay  them  to  his  lips:  will  you  lofe.hlm , 
for  a  little  pains  taking  ? 

Hortenfio* 
Your  kindeft  office  is  to  pray  for  him* 

Cornelia, 
Alas!  I  would  not  pray  for  him  yet.    He  may  live  to  lay 
me  i'th'  ground,  and  pray  for  me,  if  you'll  let  me  come  to 
him. 

Enter  Brachiano  all  amta*,  fame  the  beaver,  with  Flamineo, 

and  Page. 

Brachiano* 
Was  this  your  handy- work  ? 

Fkomneo, 
It  was  my  misfortune. 

Cornelia. 
He  lies,  he  lies;  he  did  not  kill  him :  thefe  hare  kill'd 
him,  that  would  not  let  him  be  better  look'd  to. 

Brachiano, 
Have  comfort,  my  griev'd  mother. 

Cornelia, 
Oyou  fcreech-owl! 

«8  Fetch  me  a  Looking  Gfofs,  Gfc]     So,  Shakfpeare  in  &ng  Lear,  A-  5. 

S3: 

€t  —  Lend  me  a  lotking-r/afs ; 
"  If  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  Jain  the  ftone 
4<  Why,  then  fhe  lives, 
"  This  feather  Jirs  1  lhe  lives  !  if  it  be  Co, 
,  "  It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  forrows 
"  Tl>at  ever  I  have  felt." 

y  z 
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Hortenfio. 
Forbear,  good  madam. 

Cornelia. 
.   Let  me  go,  let  me  go* 
[She  rum  to  Flamineo  nvitb  her  knife  drawn,  and  terming  t§ 
him  lets  it  fall. 
The  God  of  heaven. forgive  thee !    Do'ff  not  wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?  I'll  tell  thee  what's  the  reafon : 
I  have  fcarce  breath  to  number  twenty  minutes ; 
I'd  not  fpend  that  in  curling.     Fare  thee  well ; 
Half  of  thy  fel  flies  there;  and  may'ft  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glafs  with  his  moulder'd  afhes, 
To  tell  how  thou  (hould'ft  fpend  the  time  to  come 
In  bleft  repentance!  ' 

Bracbiano. 
Mother,  pray  tell  me 
How  came  he  by  his  death  ?  what  was  the  quarrel  t 

Cornelia. 
Indeed,  my  younger  boy  prtfum'd  too  much 
Upon  his  manhood,  gave  him  bitter  words, 
Drew  his  fword  tirit ;  and  to,  I  know  not  how, 
For  I  was  out  of  my  wits,  he  fell  with's  head 
Jult  in  mv  bofom. 

Page. 
This  is  not  true,  madam. 

Cornelia. 
I  pr'ythee  peace. 
One  arrow's  graz'd  already :  it  were  vain 
T'  lofe  this ;  tor  that  will  ne'er  be  found  again. 
,  .      Bracbiano. 

Go,  bear  the  body  to  Cornelia's  lodging : 
And  we  command  that  none  acquaint  our  dutchefs  t 

With  this  fad  accident.     For  you,  Flamineo, 
Heark  you,  I  will  not  grant  your  pardon. 
•  v  Flamineo. 

No? 

Bracbiano. 
Only  a  leafe  of  your  life ;  and  that  (hall  laft 
But  for  one  day.     Thou  (halt  be  forced  each  evening 

To  renew  it,  or  be  hanged* 

Flamineo* 
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Flamineom 
At  your  plcafure. 
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Enter  Lodovico  and  Francifbo. 

Your  will  is  law  now.,  I'll  not  meddle  with  it. 

[Lodovico  Jprinkles  Brachiano's  beaver  with  afoifon, 
Brachiano,  , 

You  once  did  brave  me  in  your  lifter's  lodging  ; 
I'll  now  keep  you  in  awe  for't.     Where's  our  beaver  ? 

Francifco  de  Media's, 
He  calls  for  his  deftru&ion.    Noble  youth, 
I  pity  thy  fad  fate.     Now  to  the  barriers. 
This  (hall  his  paflage  to  the  black  lake  further ; 
The  laft  good  deed  he  did,  he  pardon'd  murder.         \ExeunU 
Charges  and  Jbouts.     They  ^  fight  at  barriers,  firjl  Jingle  pairs, 

then  three  to  three. 

Enter  Brachiano  and  'Flamineo,  With  others. 

Brachiano* 
An  armorer !  ud's  death,  an  armorer ! 

Flamineo, 
Armorer !  where's  the  armorer  ? 

Brachiano. 
Tear  off  my;  beaver. 

Flamineo*  , 

Are  you  hurt,  my  lord  ? 

Brachiano, 
O  my  brain's  on  fire.  ♦ 

Enter  Armorer, 

The  helmet  is  poifoh'd. 

Armorer, 
My  lord,  upon  my  foul.— 

*9  figbt  at  barriers,]  "  Barriers  (from  the  French  Barret)  figrtifies 
€t  with  us  that  which  the  French  call  fjeu  de  Barres,  palaffiram)  a  mar- 
"  tial  fport  or  exercife  of  men  armed,  and  fighting  together  with  ihort 
"  fwords  within  certain  limits  or  lifts,  whereby  they  are  fevered  from 
"  the  beholders.  Cowel.  This  exercife  was  formerly  much  in  requclt 
(i  in  England,  but  now  is  laid  afide."     Blount*    , 

Y"  j  *  Brachiano, 
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Bracbiano. 
Away  with  him  to  tortore. 
There  are  fbme  great  ones  that  have  hand  in  this, 
And  near  about  me.    / ' 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
O !  my  lov'd  lord  poifon'd  ? 

Flamiueom 
ReTnove  the  bar :  here's  unfortunate  revels. 
Call  the  phyficians. 

Enter  two  Pbyjicians. 

A  plague  upon  you  I 

We  have  too  much  of  your  cunning  here  already: 
I  fear  the  ambafladors  are  likewife  poifon'd* 

Bracbiano. 
Oh  !  I  am  gone  already.     The  infection 
Flies  to  the  brain  and  heart.    O  thou  ftrong  heart, 
There's  fuch  a  covenant  'tween  the  world  and  it, 
They're  loath  to  break. 

Giovanni. 
O  my  moft  lov'd  father ! 

Bracbiano. 
Remove  the  boy  away: 
Where's  this  good  woman  ?  had  I  infinite  worlds, 
They  were  too  little  for  thee.     Mult  I  leave  thee? 
What  fay  you,  fcreech-owls,  is  the  venom  mortal  ? 

Pbyficians. 
Moft  deadly. 

Bracbiano* 
Moft  corrupted  politick  hangman  ! 
You  kill  without  book  ;  but  your  art  to  fave 
Fails,  you  as  oft  as  great  mens  needy  friends. 
'I  that 'have  given  life  to  offending  flaves, 
And  wretched  murderers,  have  I  not  power 
To  lengthen  mine  own  a  twelve-rhonth? 
Do  not  kifs  me,  for  I  (hall  poifon  thee. 
This  un£tion  is  fent  from  the  great  duke  of  Florence. 

Francijco  de  Medicis. 
Sir,  be  of  comfort. 

4  Bracbiano* 
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Braohiano. 
*•  O.  thou  foft  natural  death !  that  art  joint-twin 
To  fweeteft  flumber !— no  rough- bearded  comet    , 
Stares  on  thy  mild  departure ;  the  dull  owl 
Beats  not  againft  thy  cafement;  the  hoarfc  wolf 
Scents  not  thy  carion.     Piry  winds  thy  oorfe, 
Whilft  horror  waits  on  princes. 

^  .   Vittoria  Corombona* 

I  am  loft  for  ever ! 

Brachiano. 
How  miferabfe  a  thing  it  is  to  die 
'Mongft  women  howling!  what  are  thofe? 

Flamineo. 
Francifcans. 
They  have  brought  the  extreme  un&ion. 

Brachiano* 
On  pain  of  death  let  ho  man  name  death  to  me; 
It  is  a  word  mod  infinitely  terrible* 
Withdraw  into  our  cabinet. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Francifco  and  Flamineo. 
Flamineo, 
To  fee  what  folitarinefs  is  about  dying  princes !  as  hereto* 
fore  they  have  unpeopled  towns,  divorc'd  friends,  and  made 
great  houfes  unhofpitable ;  fa  now,  O  juftice  !  where  are  their 
flatterers  now  ?  flatterers  are  but  the  (hadows  of  princes  bodies, 
the  leaft  thick  cloud  makes  them  invifible. 

francifco  de  Me  diets. 
There's  great  moan  made  for  him, 

Flamineo* 
'Faith,  for  fome  few  hours,  falt-water  will  run  moft  plen- 
tifully in  every  office  o'th*  court.    But,  believe  it,  moft  of 
them  do*  but  weep  over  their  ftep  mother's  grave. 
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^°  0  thou  foft  natural  death  !  6f  cJ]     Mr.  Steevens  introduces  this  paf-  , 
/age  as  fome  what  parallel  to  the  following  in  Shakfpeare's  Cjmbciim, 

"  Why  he  but  fleeps : 
"  If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed  : 
"With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
4<  And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee." 

Y  4  Francifco 
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sFrancifco  de.  Mafias, 
How  mean  you  ?.  . 

Flamtneo. 
Why  they  diflemble,  as  forac  men  do  that  liye  within  era? 
pafs  o'th'  verge, 

*  Francifco  de  Medic  is. 
Come,  you  have  thriv'd  well  under  him. . 

Flamineo. 
Taith,  7I  like  a  wolf  in  a  woman's  breaft :  I  have  been  fed 
with  poultry ;  but  for  money,   understand  me,  I  had  as  good 
a  will  ,ro  cozen  him  as  e'er  an  officer  of  th^ca  all :  but  I  had 
not  cunning  enough  tp  do  it. 

Francifco  de  Medici s. 
What  didft  thou  think  of  him  ?  'faith,  fpeak  freely. 

Flamineo, 
He  was  a  kind  of  ftatefman,  that  would  fooner  have  rec- 
koned how   many  cannon-bullets  he  had  difcharg'd  againft  a 
town,  to  count  his  expence  that  way,  than  how  many  of  fiis. 
valiant  and  deferving  fubjec"ts  he  loft  before  it. 

Francifco  (k  $ edicts. 
G,  fpeak  well  of  the  duke. 

Flamineo  f 
I  have  done.  * 

Wilt  hear  fome  of  my  court-wifdom  ? 

Enter  Lodovico. 

To  reprehend  princes  is  dangerous;  and  to  over-commenc} 
fome  of  them  is  palpable  lying. 

Francifco  de  Medic  is. 

How  is  it  with  the  duke  ?  .       ' 

•  Jjodovico. 

Moft  deadly  ill.  - 

He's  fall'n  into  a  flrange  diftra&ion  : 
He  talks  of  battles  and  monopolies, 
Levying  of  taxes  ;  and  from  that  defcends 
To  the  molt  brain-fick  language.     His  mind  fallens 

?*  like  a  vftlf  in  a  woman's  bnafl  {]  The  extraordinary  cravings  #f 
women  during  their  pregnancy  were  anciently  accounted  for  by  foppo- 
f;ng  fome  voracious  animal  to  be  witbin  them.      S» 

?  •  On 
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0n  twenty  feveral  pbje&s,  which  confound 
Deep  fenfe  with  folly,    Suqh  a  fearful  end 
.May  teach  fome  men,  that  bear  top  lofty  creft, 
Tho'  they  live  happieft,  yet  they  (lie  not  beft. 
He  hath  conferr'd  the  whoje  Hate  of  the  dukedQra. 
Upon  your  fitter,  till  the  prince  arrive 
At  mature  age. 

Flamineo* 
There's  fome  good  luck  in  that  yet.    % 

Francijco  de  Media's* 
-    See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Brachiano,  prefented  in  a  bed,  Vittoria  and  others  f 

There's  death  in'sface  already. 

Vtttoriq  Cortmlona* 
Q^my  good  lord! 

Brachiano* 
Away,  you  have  abus'd  me : 
You  have  convey'd  coin  forth  our  territories, 
Bought  and  fold  offices,  opprefs'd  the  poor, 
And  I  ne'er  dreamt  on't.    Make  up  your  accounts; 
j'll  now  be  my  own  fteward. 

Francijco  de  Media's, 
Sir,  have  patience.  - 

Brachiano, 
Indeed,  I  am  to  blame  : 
For  did  you  ever  hear  the  duflcy  raven 
Chide  blacknefs?  or  was't  ever  known  the  devil  * 

Rail'd  againfr.  cloven  creatures  I 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
O  my  lord! 
«  Brachiano. 

Let  me  have  fome  quails  to  (upper. 

Flamineo. 
Sir,  you  (hall. 

Brachiano* 
No,  fome  fry'd  dog-fim  ;  your  quails  feed  on  poifon. 
That  old  dog- fox,  that  politician,  Florence ! 
Ill  forfwear  hunting,  and  turn  dog-killer. 
Rare !  Ill  be  friends  with  him ;  for.  mark  you.  fir,  one  do 

'  Still 
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Still  lets  another  a  barking,    Peace,  peace, 
Yondtr's  a  fine  flaw  come  in  now. 

Where? 

Bracbiane. 
Why,  there. 
In  a  blue  bonnet,  and  a  pair  of  breeches 
With  a  great  cod-piece.    Ha,  ha,  ha ; 
Look  you,  his  cod-piece  is  {tuck  full  bf  pifty 
With  pearls  o'th*  head  of  them.    Do  not  you  know  him  ? 

Flamineo. 
No,  my  lord, 

Brachiano. 
Why  'tis  the  devil; 
I  know  him  by  a  great  rofe  he  wears  bn's  (hoe 
To  hide  his  cloven  foot:  I'll  difpute  with  him, 
He's  a  rare  linguift. 

Vittoria  Coromhma. 
My  lord,  here's  nothing.  ' 

Brach'tano. 
Nothing!  rare!  nothing?  when  I  want  money, 
Our  treafury  is  empty,  there  is  nothing ; 
I'll  not  be  ufed  thu,s, 

Vittoria  Coromhona. 
O!  lie  ftill,  my  lord. 

BrachianQ, 
See,  fee,  Flamineo  that  kili'd  his  brother 
Is  dancing  on  the  ropes  there ;  and  he  carries 
A  money-bag  in  each  hand,  to  keep  him  even, 
For  fear  of  breaking's  neck.     And  there's  a  lawyer, 
In  a  gown  whipp'd  with  velvet,  flares  and  gapes 
When  the  money  will  fall.    How  the  rogue  cuts  capers  ! 
It  (hould  have  been  in  a  halter. 
*Tis  there ;  what's  (he  ? 

Flamineo* 
Vittoria,  my  lord.  \ 

Brachianc. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  her  hair  is  fprinkled  with  arras  powder,  that 
makes  her  look  as  if  (he  had  finn'd  in  the?  paltry.  What's  he? 

FlamintQ. 
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Flamineot 
A  divine,  my  lord. 

[Brachianoyfrvfw  here  near  his  end ;  Lodovico  oof  Gafparo, 

in  the  habit  of  Capuchins,  frefeni  him  in  bis  bed  v&h  a 
crucifix  and  halloed  candle. 

Bracbianol 
He  will  be  drunk,  avoid  him  :  th'  argument 
Is  fearful,  when  churchmen  ftagger  in't. 
Look  you,  fix  grey  cats  that  have  loft  their  tailt 
Crawl  up  the  pillow ;  fend  for  a  rat-catcher : 
111  do  a  miracle^  I'll  free  the  court 
From  all  foul  vermine.    Where's  Flamineot 

Flamineo, 
I  do  not  like  that  he  names  me  fo  often, 
Efpecially  on's  death-bed  ;  'tis  a  fign 
I  mall  not  live  long  :  lee,  he's  near  his  end* 

Lodowico. 
Fray  give  us  leave ;  attende%  domine  Brachiano. 

Flamineo. 
See,  fee  how  firmly  he  doth  fix  his  eye 
Upon  the  crucifix. 

Vittari*  Corombona. 
O,  hold  it  conftant. 
It  fettles  his  wild  fpirits ;  and  fo  his  eyes 
Melt  into  tears. 

Lodovico. 
Domine  Bracbiane%filebas  in  bello  tutus  ejjetuo  clypeo%  nunc  hunc 
clypcum  hojti  tuo  opponas  infemali,  [The  crucifix. 

Gafparo. 
Olim  hafia  voluifti  in  hello ;  nunc  banc  facram  haftatn  vibrabis 
contra  hoftem  animarum.  [The  hallow'd  taper. 

Lodovico. 
Attend*,  domine  Brachiane^Ji  nunc  quoqtte  probas  ea,  qua  junt 
inter  nos^JUtle  caput  in  dextrum. 

Gafparo. 
Efto  fecurus,  domine  Brachiane :  cogita%  quantum  habeas  me* 
ritorum:  denique  memineris  meam  animam  pro  tua  oppignorafam  Ji 
quid  ejfet  per  icuii. 
%  Lodovico. 

Si  nunc  quoque  probas  ea,  qua  aHafunt  inter  nos^ficSle  caput  in 
licuum.  He 
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He  is  departing :  pray  ftand  all  apart, 
And  let  us  only  whifper  in  his  ears 
Some  private  meditations,  which  our  order 
Pewits,  you  not  to  hear. 

[Hz  '€  the  reft  being  departed,  Lodovico  tf/fc/ Gafparo 
difcover  tbemfiives. 
Gafparo. 

Brachlano. 

Lodovico. 
Devil  Brachiano, 
Thou  art  damn'd. 

Gafparo, 

Perpetually* 

Lodovico. 
A  flave  coridemn'd,  and  given  up  to  the  gallows, 
Is  thy  great  lord  and  mailer. 

Gafparo. 
True;  for  thou 
Art  given  up  to  the  devil. 

Lodovico. 
O,  you  flave! 
You  that  were  held  the  famous  politician, 
Whofe  art  was  poifon. 

Gafparo, 
And  whole  confeience  murder. 

Lodovico. 
That  would  have  broke  your  wife's  neck  down  the  flairs. 
Ere  (he  was  poifon'd.  , 

Gafparo.  \ 

That  had  your  villainous  iai'ets. 

Isodovico, 
And  fine  embroidered  bottles,  and  perfumes 
Equally  mortal  with  a  winter  plague. 
,  Gafparo. 

Now  there's  mercury. 

Lodovico. 
And  copperafs. 

Gafparo, 
And  quickfilvcr. 

Lodovico . 
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Lbdovico., 
Wkh  other  devilim  apothecary  fluff, 
A  mehing  in  your  politic  brains  :  do'li  hear} 

Gajparo, 
This  is  count  Lodovico.    k 

Lodovico* 
This  Gafpard; 
And  thou  (halt  die  like  a  poor  rogue. 

Gafparo*  **     '   ~ 

And  {link 
Like  a  dead  fly-blown  dog.  .      ,     '    .    '  • 

Lodovico, 
And  be  forgotten  before  thy  funeral  fermoiw 

Bracbianom 
Vittoria!  Vittoria !  -; 

Lodovico, 
v     O,  the  curfed  devil 
Comes  to  himfelf  again  :  we  are  undone. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona,  Francifco  de  Medicis,  and*  tbt 

Attendants* 


t.. 


\ 


Gajparo, 

Strangle  him  in  private.     What!  will  you  call  him  again  ;|l 

To  live  in  treble  torments?  for. charity,  j: 

For  chridian  charity,  avoid  the  chamber.  [Exeunt*  VI 

Lodovico,  •'  * 

You  would  prate,  fir.    This  is  a  true-love-knot  \\ 
Sent  from  the  duke  of  Florence,            [Brachiano  isfirangka\ 

Gafpara, 

What,  is  it  done  ?  h 

Lodovico,  '       '       ,  " ' 

The  fnuff  is  out.    No  woman-keeper  i'the  world,  'j ; 

Tho'  (he  had  practis'd  feven  years  at  the  peft-houfe,  i  ' 

Could  have  don't  quaintlier.     My  lords,  he's  head.  ' .,. 

Ifiey  return.  .  *& 

Omnes.  '     ''  *' 

Reft  to  his  foul ! 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
O  me !  this  place  is  hell.  [Exit  Vittoria  Corombona* 

Tr'ancifcm  I  \ 
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Francifco  de  Medici t* 

How  heavily  (he  takes  it  1 

Flaminto* 

O  yes,  yes; 
Had  women  navigable  rivers  in  their  eyes,- 
They  would  difpend  them  all ;  furely,  I  wonder 
Why  we  mould  wi(h  more  rivers  to  the  city, 
When  they  fell  water  fo  7°  good  cheafp,    HI  tell  thde, 
Thefe  are  but  moonifli  (hade*  of  griefs  or  fears ; 
There's  nothi£§;  (boner  dry  than  women's  tears. 
Why  here's  an  end  of  all  my  barveft ;  he  has  given  me  nothing. 
Court  promifes ! '  let  wife  men  count  them  curs'd ; 
For  while  you  live,  be  that  fcores  beft,  pays  word. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 

Sure,  this  was  Florence  doing. 

Flamineo. 

Very  likely. 
Thofe  are  found  weighty  ftrokes  which  come  from  th'hand, 
But  thofe  are  killing  ftrokes  which  come  from  th'head. 
G  the  rare  tricks  of  a  Machiavelian ! 
He  doth  not  come,  like  a  grofs  plodding  (lave, 
And  buffet  you  .to  death :  no,  my  quaint  knave, 
He  tickles  you  to  death,  makes  you  die  laughing, 
As  if  you  had  fwallow'd  down  a  pound  of  faffron. 
You  fee  the  feat,  'tis  pra&isM  in  a  trice; 
To  teach  couff-n'onefly,  it  jumps  on  ice. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 

Now  have  the  people  liberty  to  talk, 
And  defcant  on  his  vices. 

Flamineo* 

Mifery  of  princes, 
That  mud  of  force  be  cenfur'd  by  their  flares ! 
Not  only  blam'd  for  doing  things  are  ill, 
But  for  not  doing  all  that  all  men  will ; 
One  were  better  be  a  threfher. 
Vdsdeath  !  I  (hould  fain  fpeak  with  this  duke  yet* 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 

Now he's  dead? 

*•  £ocdcUaf\    Sec  Note  to  'fht  Four  P's,  vol.  I. 

Flamineo. 
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.  **  I  was  a-dreamt  on  thee  too ;  for  methought, 
I  faw  thee  naked* 

Zancbe. 
Fie,  fir !  as  I  told  you, 
Methought  you  lay  down  by  me. 

Francijco  de  Medicis* 
So  dreamt  I ; 
And  left  thou  (hould'ft  take  cold,  I  ccWer'd  thee' 
With  this  Irifh  mantle. 

Zanche* 
Verily  I  did  dream 
You  were  fbmewhat  bold  with  me :  but  to  come  to*u 

Lodc*oico» 
How !  how !  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to't  here* 

Francifco  de  Media's* 
Nay,  you  mud  hear  my  dreafn  out, 

Zancbe. 
Well,  (ir,  forth. 

Francifco  de  Medicis; 
When  I  threw  the  mantle  o'er  thee,  thou  didft  kugfr 
Exceedingly,  methought. 

Zancbe, 
Laugh  ? . 

Flamineo. 
And  cryed'fl,  out, 
The*  hair  did  tickle  thee. 

Zancbe* 
There  was  a  dream  indeed  r 

*  *        » 

Lodovico, 

Mark  her,  pr*ythee,  (he  fimpers  like  the  fuds 
A  collier  hath  been  wath'd  in. 

Zancbe. 

Come,  fir,  good  fortune  tends  you ;  I  did  tell  jkwt 
r would  reveal  a  fecret:  Ifabella-, 
The  duke  of  Florence9  filler  was  impoifbn'd 
By  a  fum'd  picture ;  and  Camillo's-neck 

73  I  was  a-dreami]  So,  in  The  City  Night-Cap,  roL  XI.  p.  3JJ. 
"  How  you  talk  of  dreams,  fwcct-hcart,  I'll  tell  ye  a  very  unhappy  one  ? 
*'  I  was  a  drtam'd  laft  night  of  Francis  there." 

Wat 
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Was  broke  by  damn'd  Fhtmlneo ;  the  mtfchance 
Laid  on  a  vaulting-horfe. 

Fritncijco  de  Medic  is* 
Mofl  flrange! 

Zancbe* 
Moft  true* 

Lodovicv* 
The  neft  of  (hakes  is  broke. 

Zancbe. 
I  fadly  do  confefs,  I  had  a  hand 
In  the  black  deed. 

Francijco  de  Medicis* 
Thou  kept'ft  their  counfel. 

Zancbe. 
Right; 
For  which,  urg'd  with  contrition,  I  intend 
This  night  to  rob  Vittoria. 

Lodovko.  * 

Excellent  penitence! 
tJfurers  dream  on't,  while  they  fleep  at  fermons* 

Zancbe. 
To  further  our  efcape,  I  have  entreated 
Leave  to  retire  me  till  the  funeral, 
Unto  a  friend  i'the  country.    That  eicufe 
Will  further  our  efcape*    In  coin  and  jewels 
I  (hall  at  lead  make  good  unto  your  ufe 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 

Francifco  Je  Medici $* 
O  noble  wench !  * 

Lodovico* 
Thofe  crowns  well  (hare. 

Zancbe. 
It  is  a  dowry* 
Methinks,  mould  make  that  fun-burnt  proverb  falle* 
And  wajb  the  Mikity  white. 

Francifco  de  Medici** 
It  (hall,  away. 

Zanebe* 
Be  ready  for  our  flight* 
Vol,  VI.  Z  franci/fr 
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Francifco  de  Medicis, 
An  hour  'fore  day. 
O  flrange  difcovery !  why  till  now  we  knew  not 
The  circumftaikce  of  either  of  their  deaths. 

Zancbe, 
You'll  wait  about  midnight 
In  the  chapel.  *  [Exit  Zanche. 

Francifco  cL  Medicis. 
There. 
*  Ledovico,  s 

Why  now  our  a&ion's  juftified. 

Francrfco  de  Medic  is, 
Tufli,  for  juflice ! 
What  arms  it  juftke  ?  74  we  now,  like  the  partridge, 
Purge  the  difeafe  with  laurel ;  for  the  fame 
Shall  crown  the  enterpiize,  .and  quit  the fhame.     s      [Exeunt, 

Enter  Flaminco  and  Gafparo,  at  one  door ;  another  way,  Gio- 
vanni attended, 

Gafparo. 
The  young  duke !  did  you  e'er  fee  a  fweeter  prince  ?    , 

Flaminco,  , 
I  have  known  a  poor  man's  baftard  better  favour'd.  This  is 
behind  him:  now,  to  his  face,  all  companions  are  hateful: 
wife  was  the  courtly  peacock,  that,  being  a  great  minion,  and 
being  compar'^  for  beauty  by  fome  dottrels  that  flood  by,  to 
the  kingly  eagle,  faid,  the  eagle  was  a  far  fairer  bird  than  her- 
felf,  not  in  relpecl  of  her  feathers,  but  in  refpe&  of  her  long 

talons :  his  will  grow  out  in  time. 

My  gracious  lord. 

Giovanni, 
z  I  pray- leave  me,  fir. 

Flaminco, 
You  grace  muft  be  merry :' 'tis  I  have  caufe  to  mourn  ;  for 
wot  you,  What  laid  the  little  boy  that  rode  behind  his  father  on 
hoi  fe  back  \ 

1*  -—tv e  now,  like  the  partridge, 

Purge  the  difeafe  ivitb  lautej ;)  Sq  Pliny,  "  Palutnbes,  gracculi, 
"  merulae,  perdices  lauri  folio  annuum  fafidium  purgant."  Nat.  Hi& 
lib.  viii.  c*  27. 

Giovanni, 
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Giovanni* 
-  Why,  what  faid  he  ? 

Flamineo, 
When  you  are  dead,  /ather,  faid  he,  I  hope  that  I  (hall  ride 
io  the  faddle.  O  'tis  a  brave  thing  for  a  man  to  fit  by  him- 
felf,  he  may  ftretch  himfelf  io  the  ftirrups,  look  about,  and 
fee  the  whole  compafs  of*  the  hemifphere.  You're  now,  my 
lord,  in  the  faddte. 

Giovanni, 
Study  your  prayers,  fir,  and  be  penitent ; 
'Twere  fit  you'd  think  on  what  hath  former  been, 
I  have  heard  grief  nam'd  the  eldeft  child  of  fin.       Exit  Gioy. 

Flamineo* 
Study  my  prayers !  he  threatens  me  divinely  ! 
I  am  falling  to  pieces  already :  I  care  not,  tho'  like  Ana- 
charfis  I  were  pounded  to  death  in  a  morter.     And  yet  that 
death  were  fitter  for  ufurers,  gold  and  tbemfelves  to  be  beaten 
together,  to  make  a  moll  cordial  cuilice  for  the  devil* 
He  hath  his  uncle's  villainous  look  already 


j  . 


Enter  Courtier* 


In  dtcimo Jex to.—- -Now ,  fir,  what  are  you  ? 

•   Courtier. 
It  is  the  pleafure,  fir,  of  the  duke, 
That  you  forbear  the  prefence,  and  all  rooms  ■•  j 

That  owe  'him  reverence,  * 

Flamineo\ 
So,  the  wolf  and  the  raven  are  very  pretty  fools  when  they  }, 

are  young.    Is  it  your  office,  fir,  to  keep  me  out  \ 

Courtier* 
So  the  duke  wills* 

Flanuneo* 
Verily,  matter  courtier,  extremity  is  not  to  be  ufed  in  all 
offices :  fay,  that  a  gentlewoman  were  taken  out  of  her  bed 
about  midnight,  and  committed  to  Caftle  Angelo,  to  the  tower 
yonder,  with  nothing  about  her  but  her  fmock;  would  it  not 
(hew  a  cruel  part  in  the  gentleman-porter  to  lay  claim  to  her 
upper  garment,  pull  it  o'er  her  head  and  ears,  and  put  her  in 
naked  f 

Z  a  Courtier*  t  '■ 


» 
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Courtier* 
Very  good :  you're  raerry. 

Flamineo* 
Doth  he  make  a  court-ejc&ment  of  me ;  a  flaming  fire-brand 
cafts  more  fmoak  without  a  chimney,  than  within.  I'll  toother 
fome  of  them*. 

Enter  Francifco  de  Medicis. 

How  now  ?  thou  art  fad. 

Francifco  de  Medicis* 
I  met  even  now  with  the  moft  piteous  fight. 

Flamineom 
Thou  meet'ft  another  here,  a  pitiful 
Degraded  courtier. 

Francifco  de  Medicis. 
Your  reverend  mother 
Is  grown  a  very  old  woman  in  two  hours. 
'  I  found  them  winding  of  Marcello's  corfe ; 
And  there  is  fuch  a  loleron  melody, 
Tween  doleful  fongs,  tears,  and  fad  elegies ; 
Such  as  old  grandame9,  watching  by  the  dead, 
Were  wont  to  outwear  the  nights  with ;  that,  believe  me, 
I  had  no  eyes  to  guide  me  forth  the  room, 
They  were  fo  o'er-charg'd  with  water. 

Flamineo* 
I  will  fee  thera. 

Brachiano. 
'Twere  much  uncharity  in  you;  for  your  fight 
Will  add  unto  their  tears. 

Flamineo. 
I  will  fee  them, 
They  are  behind  the  traverfe.    Ill  difcover 
Their  fuperftitious  howling. 

Cornelia,  the  Moor^  and  three  other  ladies  di/cover'J  winding 

Marcello's  corfe.    A  feng. 

Cornelia. 
This  ro&mary  is  wither'd,  pray  get  frefh  j 
I  would  have  theie  herbs  grow  up  in  his  grave. 
When  I  am  dead  and  rotten.  ,  Reach  the  bays, 

ru 
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I'll  tic, a  garland  hereabout  his  head : 
'Twill  keep  my  boy  from  lightning.    This  flieet 
I  have  kept  this  twenty  years,  and  every  day 
Hallow'd  it  with  my  prayers ;  I  did  not  think 
He  Jhould  have  wore  it. 

Moor. 
Look  you,  who  are  yonder  ?  > 

Cornelia* 

O  reach  me  the  flowers. 

Moor. 
Her  ladyuip's  fbolifh. 

fronton. 
Alas!  her  grief 
Hath  turn'd  her  child  again. 

Cornelia* 

You're  very  welcome. 

75  There's  rofemary  for  you,  and  rue  for  you.     [To  Plamineo.  ) : 

Hearts-eafe  for  you.    1  pray  make  much  of  it,  j  j 

I  have  left  more  for  myfelf.  • ! 

Francifco  de  Me&cis*  \ ; 

Lady,  who's  this?  »' 

Cornelia*  y 

You  are,  I  take  it,  the  grave-maker.  J 

Flamineo. 
So. 

Moor* 
lis  Flamineo. 

Cornelia.  ' 

Will  you  make  me  fuch  a  fool  ?  7<  here's  a  white  haqd; 
Can  blood  fo  foon  be  waih'4  out  ?  let  me  fee, 
When  fcreetch-owls  croak  upon  the  chimney-tops, 
And  the  Grange  cricket  ?th*  oven  fings  and  hops, 
When  yellow  fpots  da  on  your  hands  appear, 
Be  certain  then  you  of  a  corife  mall  hear. 


• » 
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75  There's  njemary,  SreJ    See  Note  on  Hsmlet,  voL  X.  edit.  1778. 
p.  3*6.        S.  %  , 

I6  —  here's  a  <w bit*  band: 

Cm  blood  Jo  fion  be  wa/b'd  out  /]    An  imitation  of  Lady  Macbeth'* 
ileeping  (bliloquy.    A.  5.  S.  x. 

Z3    ,  Out 
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Out  upon't,  how  'tis  fpecklM  !  h'as  hancfl'd  a  toad  furc.  l 
Cowflip  water  is  good  for  the  memory :  pray  buy  me  three 
ounces  of  *t. 

Flamineo, 
I  would  I  were  from  hence.  . 

Cornelia* 
Do  you  hear,  fir  ? 
1*11  give  you  a  faying  which  my  grand-mother 
Was  wont,  when  (he  heard  the  bell,  to  fing  o'er  unto'  her  lute. 

Flamineo, 
Do  and  you  will,  do. 

Cornelia  doih  this  in  feverdl  firms  of  diftraftion. 

Cornelia, 
Call  fir  the  robin-red-breaft,  and  the  wrent 
Since  o'erjbaay  groves  they  hover  y 
And  with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 
$he  friendkfi  bodies  ofunburied  men. 
Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 
1J  The  ant,  the  field-moufe,  ana  the  mole, 
$o  raife  him  hillocks  thatjhall  keep  him  warm, 
And  (when  gay  tombs  are  robb'd)  fuftain  no  harm, 
But  keep  the  waff  far  thenfe:  that's  foe  to  men,  • 
For  with  his  nails  he'll  dig  t/jem  up  again. 
They  would  not  bury  him  'caufe  he  died  in  a  quarrel ; 
But  I  have  an  anfwer  for  them. 
iLet  holy  church  receive  him  duly, 
Since  he  paid  the  church-tithes  truly. 
His  w£a|ih  is  fumraV,  and  this  is  all  his  (lore, 
This  poor  men  get,  and  great  men  get  no  more. 
Now  the  wares  are  gone,  we  may  (hut  up. 
Blefs  you  all  good  people.  [Exeunt  Cornelia  and  Ladies, 

n  The  ant,  the  field  moufc,  and  the  mole,']     Imitated  from  Shakfpeare's 
Cymbeline,  A.  4.  S.  2. 

"  ,1    1  tbe  ruddock  would, 

"  With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  fore  maming 

"  Thofc  rich  left  heirs,  that' let  their  fathers  lie 

"  Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this  ; 

u  Yea,  and  furr'd  mofs  befides,  when  flowers  are  none, 

f*  To  winter  ground  thy  corfe." 

Flamineo, 
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Tlaltineo. 
I  have  a  ftrange  thing  in  me,  to  the  which 
I  cannot  give  a  name;  without  it  be  ,         ^ 

Companion.     I  pray  leave  me.       •  {Exit  Franc'rfco  de  Medicis. 
This  nighr  TIL  know  the  utmofl  of  my  fate, 
I'll  be  refolv'd  what  my  rich  filler  means 
T'aflign  me  for  my  fervice:  Z  hare  liv'd  ; 

Riotoufly  ill,  like  fome  that  live  in  court. 
And  fometimes  when  my  face  was'  full  of  fmiles, .      .    .     /  .. 
Have  felt  the  maze  of  conlcience  in  my -breath  7 : 

Oft  £ay  and  honoured  robes  thofe  tortures  try,.  .  .     '. 

**  We  think  cag'd  birds  fing,  when  indeed  they  cry." 
Ha !  I  can  Hand  thee.     Nearer,  nearer  yet.  ■■  " 

What  a  mockery  hatK  death  made  thee  I  thou  look'li  fad. 

Enter  Brachiano's  ghqft  in  his  leather  cqjjbck  ana^  breeches,  hoots-\ 
a  caul;  a  pot  of  lily-jlowcrs,  ntfitb  a  Jhull  itit*  The  gbnfi 
throws  earth  upon  himr  and Jbevjs' hitn\  tbejkull* 

In  what  place  art  thou  ?  in  yon'  ftarry  gallery  ? 

Or  in  the  curfed  dungeon  ? — no?  'iiotfpeak?  -  -       -••*-*  tl"    * 

Pray,  fir,  refolve  me,  what  religion's  beft  ;  ,;  ,{i ■  j 

For  a  man  to  die  in  ?  or  is  it  in, your  knowledge  -  .01f   .  v1  y 

To  anfwer  me  how  long  I  have  to  live  ?  i.      ^Sj  r*ih  -.7 

That's  the  moil  neeeflary  queftion. 

Not  anfw,er?  are  you  fHil,  like  fome  great  men  '  ;  Cr  v*...\ 

That  only  walk  like  fhadows  up  and  downy 

And  to  no  purpofe  :  fay-— 

What's  that?  O  fatal !  he 'throws  earth  upon  roe. 

A  dead  man's  fkull  beneath  the  roots  of  flowers. 

I  pray  fpeak,  fir ;  our  Italian  church-men  *> 

Make  us  believe,  dead  men  hold  conference 

With  their  familiars ;  and  many  times 

Will  come  to  bed  to  them,  and  eat  with  t«hern.        [Exit  ghoft. 

He's  gone ;  and  fee,  the  (kull  and  earth  are  vaniftVd, 

This  is  beyond  melancholy ;  I  do  dare  my  fate 

To  do  its  worft.     Now  to  my  filter's  lodging, 

And  (um  up  all  thefe  horrors ;  the  difgrace 

The  prince  threw  on  me,  next  the  piteous  fight 

Of  my  dead  brother ;  and  my  mother's  dotage ; 

And  bit  this  terrible  viiion  :  all  thefe 

Z  4  Shall 
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Shall  with  Vittoria's  bounty  turn  to  good, 

Or  I  wilj  drown  this  weapon  in  their  blood.  ££&* 

>     Eper  Frapcifco  de  M  edicis,  ^odpvico^  <t*4  Hortcnfio. 

Lodovic*. 
My  lord,  upon  my  foul  you  (hall  np  farther : 
You  have  moft  ridiculoufly  ingag'd  yourfelf 
Too  far  already.     For  my  part,  I  have  paid 
AU  my  debts :  fo,  if  I  mould  chance  to  fall, 
My  creditors  fall  not  with  me ;  and  I  vow, 
To  quit  all  in  this  bold  affembly, 
To  the  raeaneft  follower.    My  lord,  leave  thi$  city 
Or  I'll  forfwear  the  murder.  7>        r^w, 

Fra*afi?0  dt  Medici s.  +      '' 

Farewel,  Lqdovico. 
If  thou  do'ft  petiih  in  this  glorious  ad, 
Til  rear  unto  thy  memory  that  fame, 

Shall  in  thy  allies  keep  alive  thy  name.  [Exiu 

Hortenfio* 

There's  fome  Wack  deed  on  foot.     VI]  prefently 
Down  to  the  citadel,  and  raife  fome  force. 
Thefe  ftrong  caurt-fa&ions,  that  do  brook  no  checks 
In  the  career  pft  break  the  riders  necks.  '    [Exit. 

Enter  Vittpri*  Corombona  with  a  book  in  her  b<tndy  Zanche; 

Flamineo  following  them. 

Fiamhieo, 
What  ?  are  you  at  your  prayers  ?  give  o'er. 

Fittoria  Corombona. 
How,  ruffian? 

Jftamineo* 
I  come  to  you  'bout  worldly  bufinefs : 
Sit  down,  fit  down ;  nay,  flay  blouze,  you  may  hear  it : 
The  doors  are  faft  enough.    -  • 

Vittoria  Corombona, 
Ha,  are  you  drunk? 

.  FUmineo. 

Yes,  yes,  with  wormwood  water ;  you  (hall  tafte 
Some  of  it  prefently. 

ViUoria 
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Fittoria  Corombona* 
$H^t  interns  th$  fury  ?  .     ■         "     ' 

Flamineo* 
You  are  my  lord's  executrix  ;  and  I  claim 
Reward  for  my  long  fervice. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
For  your  fervice  t  , 

Flamineo* 
Come  therefore,  here  is  pen  and  ink,  fet  down 
What  you  will  give  me. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 

There.  [She  vuritn. 

Flamineo* 

Ha !  have  you  done  already  ? 
?Tis  a  moft  fhort  conveyance. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
I  will  read  it. 
I  give  that  portion  to  thee,  and  no  other,  T  jj! 

Which  Cain  groan'd  under,  having  {lain  his  brothers 

Flamineo. 
A  moft  courtly  patent  to  beg  by. 

Fittoria  Corombona, 
You.  are  a  villain !  J1; 

Flamineo* 
Is't  come  to  this  ?  they  fay,  affrights  cure  agues :  <  j 

Thou  haft  a  devil  in  thee;  I  will  try 
If  I  can  fcare  him  from  thee.    Nay,  fit  ftiU : 

My  lord  hath  left  me  two  cafe  of  jewels,  \ 

Shall  make  me  fcorn  your  bounty ;  you  (hall  fee  them.  [Exit* 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
Sure  he's  diftrac^ed.  [He  returns  with  two  cafe  cffiftok* 

Zanche. 
O,  he's  defperate ! 
For  your  own  fafety  give  .him  gentle  language. 

Flamineo*  » 

Look,  thefe  are  better  far  at  a  dead  lift, 
Than  all  your  jewel-houfe. 

'  Fittoria  Corombona* 

And  yet,  methinks, 
Thefe  ftones  have  no  fair,luftre,  they  are  ill  feu  i 

Flamineo. 
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_  ^  i  r  * 

Til  turn  the  right  fide  toward  you  n  you  (hall* 'fee  how  they 
will  fparkle. 

Viitwia  Corfcnbona.' 
Turn  this  horror  from  me ! 
What  do  you  want  ?  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Is  not  all  mine  yours  I  have  I  any  children  ? 

FUtmineo. 
Pray  thee,  good  woman,  do  not  trouble  me 
With  this  vain  worldly  bufinefs ;  fay  your  prayers ; 
I  made  a  vow  to  mv  eeceafed  lord, 
Neither  yourfelf  nor  I  fhould  outlive  him 
The  mimbring  of  four  hours. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
Did  he  enjoin  it  ? 

Flamimo* 
He  did,  and  'twas  a  deadly  jealoiify, 
Left  any  fhonld  enjoy  thee  after  Kim, 
That  urg*d  him  vow  me  to  it :  for  my  death, 
I  did  propound  it  voluntarily,  knowing, 
If  he  could  not  be  fafe  in  h<3  own  courtt    '. 
Being  a  great  duke,  what1  hope  then  for  us  ? 

Flttor;a  Coromhona. 
This  is  your  melancho 'y,  and  defpair. 
,  '  Flamineo* 

Away : 
Fool  thou  art,  to  think  that  politicians 
Do  u(l'  to  kill  the  effe&s  of  injuries 
And  let  rhe  caure  live.     Shall  we  groan  in  irons. 
Or  be  a  fhameful  and  a  we'g'nty  burthen 
To  a  puhlick  fcatfo'd?  This  is  my  refolve : 
I  would  not  live  at  any  man'*  entreaty, 
Nor  die  at  any's  bidding. 

Vittoria  Coombona* 
Will  you  hear  me  ? 

F fawner. 
My  life  hafh  done  fervice  to  other  men* 
My  death  ihal!  ierve  mine  own  turn  ;  make  you  ready. 

Fitt  >ria  Corombona* 
Do  vou  mean  to  die,  indeed  ?  < 

Flam:.:ee% 
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Flamineo* 
With  as  much  pleafuTe,  ' 

As  e'er  my  father  got  me. 

Vittoria  Coromhima. 
Are  the  doors  lockt  ? 

Zancbe. 
Yes,  madam.  »  •.    « 

Vlttorla  Corontbona. 
Are  you  grown  an  atheift  ?  will  you  turn  yoqr  body, 
Which  is  the  goodly  palace  of  the  foul,- ' 
To  the  foul's  flaughter-houfe  ?  O  the  curfed  devil,  .  . 

Which  doth  prefent  us  with  all /other  fins  -  <• 

Thrice  candied  o'er ;  defpair  with  gall  and  flibium.  1 .,    , . 
Yet  v\e  caroufe  id  off;  (cry  out  for  help!)     ,        (Ta.Zanchc. 
Make  us  fcrfake  that'whi:h  was  made  for  man, 
The  world,  to  fink  to  that  was  made  for  devils,  ! 

Eternal  darknefs. 

Zancbe* 
Help,  help. 

Flaminio* 
I'll  (top  your  throat 
With  winter- plumbs, 

VittorlaCoromhoiuu 
I  pr'ythee  yet  remember, 
Millions  are  now  in  graves,  which  *at  la  ft  day 
Like  mandrakes  ihall  rife  fhrieking. 

Flamineo. 
"Leave  your  prating, 
For  thefe  are  but  grammatical  lament?, 
Feminine  arguments ;  and  they  move  me, 
As  fome  in  pulpits  move  their  auditory, 
More  with  their  exclamation,  than  ienfe 
Of  rcafon,  or  found  doctrine. 

Zancbe* 
Gentle  madam, 
Seem  to  content,  only  perfuade  him  teach 
The  way  to  death ;  let  him  die  firft. 

VittO'ia  Corcmbona. 
*Tis  good.     I  apprthend  it, 
To  kill  one's  felf  is  meat  that  we  mull  talyc 

Like 
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Like  pills,  not  chew'r,  but  quickly  (wallow  it ; 
The  fmart  o'th'  wound,  or  weaknefs  of  the  hand, 
May  elfe  bring  treble  torments. 

Flamineo. 
I  have  held  it 
A  wretched  and  moil  miferable  life, 
Which  is  not  able  to  die. 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
Obut  frailty! 
Yet  I  am  now  refolved ;  farewel,  affliction : 
Behold  Brachiano,  I,  that  while  you  liv'd 
Did  make  a  flaming  altar  of  my  heart 
To  facrifice  unto  you,  now  am  ready 
To  Tacriiice  heart  and  all.    Farewel,  Ztuiche! 

Zancbe, 
How,  madam  ?  do  you  think  that  1*11  outlive  you ; 
Efpecially  when  my  bed  half,  Flamineo, 
Goes  the  fame  voyage  ? 

Flamineo. 
O  mod  loved  Moor !       x 

Zanchc, 
Only  by  all  my  love  let  me  entreat  you; 
.  Since  it  is  mod  neceflary  one  of  us 
Do  violence  on  ourfelves ;  let  you  or  I 
Be  her  lad  taller,  teach  her  how  to  die. 

Flamineo, 
Thou  do&  in{tru&  me  nobly ;  take  thefe  piftols, 
Becaufemy  hand  is  flain'd  with  blood  already  : 
Two  of  thefe  you  (hall  level  at  my  bread, 
Th'other 'gainft  your  own,  and  fo  we'll  die 
Mod  equally  contented :  but  firft  fwear 
Not  to  outlive  me. 

Vittoria  Corombona  and  Zanche* 
Moft  religioufly. 

Flamineo* 
Then  here's  an  end  of  me ;  farewel,  day-light. 
And,  O  contemptible  phyfick  1  that  do'lt  take 
So  long  a  ftudy,  only  to  preferve 
So  (hort  a  life;  1  take  my  leave  of  thee. 

[Shewing  i^c  friftoh* 
Thefe 
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.  Thefe  are  two  cupping-glafles,  that  (hall  draw 
All  my  infe&ed  blood  out.    , 
Arc  you  ready? 

Both. 
Ready. 

Flamituo. 
Whither  (hall  I  go  now  ?  O  Lucian,  to  thy  ridiculous  pur- 
gatory ?  to  find  Alexander  the  Great  cobbling  (hoes?  Pompey 
tagging  points  ?  and  Julius  Csefar  making  hair-buttons  ?  Han- 
*nibal  felling  blacking?  and  Auguttus  crying  garltck?  Charle- 
maigne  felling  lids  by  the  dozen  ?  and  king  Pepin  crying  ap- 
ples in  a  cart  drawn  with  one  horfe  ? 
Whether  I  refolve  to  fire,  earth,  water,  air, 
Or  all  the  elements  by  fcruples ;  I  know  not, 
Nor  greatly  care— Shoot,  (hoot, 
Of  all  deaths,  the  violent  death  is  beft ; 

[ttpjboot,  and  run  to  him,  and  tread  upck  him. 
For  from  ourfelves  it  Heals  oorfelves  fo  fail, 
The  pain,  once  apprehended,  is  quite  pail. 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
What  are  you  dropt? 

Flamineo* 
I  am  mix'd  with  earth  already :  as  you  are  noble, 
Perform  your  vows :  and  bravely  follow  me. 

Vittoria  Corombotia. 
Whither?  to  hell? 

Zancbe* 
To  mod  allured  damnation  ? 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
O  thou  mod  curfed  devil. 

Zanche. 
Thou  art  caught—— 

Vittoria  Corombona.     . 
In  thine  own  engine.    I  tread  the  fire  out 
That  would  have  been  my  ruin. 

Flarmneo* 
Will  you  be  perjurM  ?  what  a  religious  oath  was  Styx,  that 
the  gods  never  durft  fwear  by,  and  violate !  O  that  we  had 
fuch  an  oath  to  minifter,  and  to  be  fo  well  kept  in  our  courts 
of  juftke !  •  , 

Vittoria 
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Vittoria  Coronbona* 
Think  whither  thou  art  going. 

Zancpe* 
And  remember  wl;at  villanies  thou  haft  a&ed. 

Vittoria  Ccromhona, 
This  thy  death 
Shall  make  me,  like  a  blazing  ominous  ftar, 
Look  up  and  tremble. 

Flamineo, 
Oh,  I  am  caught  wi'h  a  fpringe! 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
You  Tee  the  fox  comes  majiy  times  ihort  home, 
*Tis  heie  prov'd  true* 

Flam'mea* 
KillM  with  a  couple  of  7®  bracbes ! 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
No  fitter  offering  for  the  infernal  furies, 
Than  one  in  whom  they  reign'd  while  he  was  living. 

Flami'neo. 
O,  the  way's  dark  and  horrid !  I  cannot  fee. 
Shall  I  have  no  company  i 

Vittoria  Corombona. 
O  yes*  rhy  fins 
Do  run  before  thee  to  fetch  fire  from  hell, 
To  light  thee  thither. 

Flamineo.        ' 
O,  I  fmell  foot,  mod:  (linking  foot ;  the  chimney  is  afire; 
My  liver's  parboil'J,  like  Scotch  holly-bread  ; 
There's  a  pi  umber  laying  pipes  in  my  guts,  it  fcalds  ; 
Wilt  thou  outlive  me  ? 

Zatche. 
Yes;  and  drive  a  ftake 
Through  thy  body  ;  for  we'll  give' it  out,, 
Thou  didlt  this  violence  upon  thjfelf. 

78  troches]    "UlitiuB,  in  his  Notes  oil  Gratius,  as  quoted  by  Dr.  War- 
burton  in   his  Note  to  Othello,  A.  2.    S.  1.  fays,  Racha  Saxonibus  canm 

jignifcabat,  wide    Scofi  bodie  Jlache  pro  cane  femina   habent,  quod  Anslii 
ejl  Brae  he. 

EJamineo. 
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Flamineo* 
O  cunning  devils !  now  I  have  try'd  your  love,) 
And  doubled  all  your  reaches,     I  am  not  wounded : 

IFlamineo.  rjfctb. 
The  pitlols  held  no  bullets :  'twas  a  plot 

To  prove  your  kindnefs  to  me  ;  and  I  live 

To  puniih  your  ingnautude.     1  knew, 

One  time  or  other,  }»p.u  would  find  a  way 

To  give  me  a  ftrong  potion.     O  men,    •  ' 

That  lie  upon  your  death-bed*,  and  are  haunted 

With. howling  wives ;  ne'er  truft  them,  they'll  re-marryf 

Ere  the  worn!  pierce  your  winding-meet,  ere  the  fpider 

Make  a  thin  curtain  for  your  epitaphs ! 

How  cunning  you  were  to  diicharge?  do  you  praclife  at  the 

artillery-yard  f    Truft  a  woman?  never,  never;  Brachiano  be 

iny  prtfident :  we  lay  our  fouls  to  pawn  to  the  devil  for  a  little 

plealure,  and  a  woman  makes  the.  bill  of  fale.     That  ever  man 

ihould  marry !  for  79  one  Hypermnefha  that  faved  her  lord 

and  hulband,  forty-nine  of  her  lifters  cut  their  hufbands  throats 

all  in  one  night.    There  was  a  fhoal  of  virtuous  horfe-leeches ! 

Here  are  two  other  infti  umeots. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gafparo. 
Vittoria  Corombona. 

Help!  help! 

Flamineo* 
What  noire  is  that ?  ha!  lalfe  keys  i'th' court? 

Lodovico, 
We  have  brought  you  a  mafk. 

.  .  FlamlneOm 

A  machine  it  feems  by  your  drawn  fwords. 
Church-men  turned  revellers ! 
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79  one  TJypermneJlra]  Hypermneftra,  one  of  the  fifty  daughters-  of 
Danaus,  the  ion  or  Belus,  brother,  of  iEgyptus.  Her  father,  being  warned 
by  an  oracle,  that  he  fhould  be  killed  by.  one  of  his  nephews,  perfuaded 
his  daughters,  who  were  compelled  to  many  the  Ions  of  their  uncle,  to 
murder  them  on  the  firll  night.  •  This  was  executed  by  every  one  except 
Hypermneftra.  She  preferviM  her  hulband  Linns,  who,  afterwards  flew 
Danaus. 

Gcfyaro* 


1 
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Gafbaro. 
Ifabella!  I&beHs! 

Lodonrico. 
Do  you  know  us  now  ? 

flamne*.   ' 
Lodovico !  and  Oafparo ! 

Lodovico. 
Yes ;  and  that  Moor  the  duke  gave  penfion  to 
Was  the  great  duke  of  Florence. 

Fittoria  Corombona. 
O  we  are  loft ! 

Flamineo. 
.    You  (hall  not  take  juftice  from  forth  my  hands, 

0  let  me  kill  her — I'll  cut  my  fafety 
Through  your  coats  of  fteel.    Fate's  a  fpaniel,  ' 
We  cannot  beat  it  from  us.    What  remains  now  ? 
Let  all  that  do  ill,  take  this  precedent : 

Man  may  bis  fate  forefee^  but  not  prevent. 
And  of  all  axioms  this  mall  win  the  prize, 
9Tis  better  to  be  fortunate  than  wi/e. 

Gajparo. 
Bind  him  to  the  pillar. 

Fitter ia  Corombona. 
O,  your  gentle  pity ! 

1  have  feen  a  black-bird  that  would  fooner  fly 
To  a  man's  bofom,  than  to  flay  the  gripe 

Of  the  fierce  iparrow-hawk. 

Gajparo. 
Your  hope  deceives  you. 

Fittoria  Corombona* 
If  Florence  be  i'th'  Court,  he  would  not  kill  me* 

Gajparo. 
Fool!  Princes  give  rewards  with  their  own  hands* 
But  death  or  puniihment  by  the  hands  of  others. 

Lodovico. 
Sirrah,  you  once  did  firike  me,  I'A  ftrike  you 
Unto  the  centre. 

Flamineo. 
Thou'k  do  it  like  a  hangman ;  a  bafe  hangman  ; 
Not  like  a  noble  fellow,  for  thou  fee'ft 
I  cannot  ftrike  again.  Udovico. 


..J 
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Doft  laugh?  l  ....■(,,-' 

iFlaxtinet*  .    :    A 

Would'fthave  me  die,  as  I  waa  bom,  in  whining?  :./  „  .:  i 

GaJpatQ^ 

Recommend yourfelf  to  heaven.  ,,.'►   uiT 

No,  I  will  carry  mine  own  commendations  thither. 

O  could  I  kill  you  forty  times  a  d.ay»  .,  ...    ^-.r) 

And  ufe't  four  year  together,  'twere  too  little :  •  •*  I' 

Nought  grieves  but  that  you  are  too  few  to  fe$d i  « .  ;C 

The  famine  of  our  vengeance.    What  doll  think  on  ? 


Flaminea. 


. »  *  i  - 
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Nothing;  of  nothing:  leave  tliy  idle  que  ft  ions* 
J  am  i'lh*  way  to  ftndy  a  long  filence ;  .,,..,»,'  i 

To  prate  were  idle  j  I  remember  nothing,  ,,  ,,;/,-.    A. 

There's  nothing  of  fo  infinite  vexation-;., ;.:•  2  .,        „    m  A  if 
As  man's  own  thoughts.  ,,        ,,.  •  1  ;<•,;.;.  •UK'jfl 

1  O  thou  glorious  ftrumpet! 
Could  I  divide  thy  breath  from  this  pure  air     c  .«; ' ,  'r 
When't  leaves  thy  body,  I  would  fuck  it  up, '    •  • 
And  breathe't  upon  fome  dunghill. 

,  Vittaria  Corombona*  >     -       ;  *     * 

You,  my  death*s-man !  ,  .     ...      r^ 

Methinks  thou  doll  not  look  horrid  enough,    ,         :•''•. 
Thou  haft  too  good  a  face  to  be  a  hangman ; 
If  thou  be,  do  thy  office  in  right  form ; 
Fall  down  upon  thy  knees,  and  alfc  forgivenefs.  . _\  i 

'  Lodovico, 

O,  thou  haft  been  a  moft  prodigious  comet. 
But  Til  cut  off  your  train :  kill  the  Moor  firYt.  - 

Vitioria  Gor07ttbo7i#*> 

You  (hall  not  kilt  her  firft ;  behold  my  brea^ 
I  will  be  waited  on  in  death;  my  fervarjt 
Shall  never  go  before  me. 

Gq/pato, 

Are  you  (b  brave? 

Vol.  VI*  Aa  Pittsn* 
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Fittoria  Coromhona* 
Yes,  I  (hall  welcome  death 
As  princes  do  fome  great  embatfadors ; 
I'll  meet  thy  weapon  half  way.  ,    *     • 

Lodovico* 
Thou  doft  tremble ! 
Methinks,  fear  fhould  duToive  thee  into  air. 

VUtoria  Corombona, 
O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  am  too  true  a  woman: 
Conceit  can  never  kill  me.    I'll  tell  thee  what* 
I  will  no*  in  my  death  (hed  one  bafe  tear; 
Or  if  looK  pale,  for  want  of  blood,  not  fear* 

Qafparo. 
Thou  art  my  talk,  black  fury. 

TLancke. ,    . 
I  have  blood 
As  red  as  either  of  theirs  f  Wilt  drink  fome  ? 
'Tis  good  for  the  falling-ficknefc  :  I  am  proud 
Death  cannot  alter  my  complexion, 
Fpr  I  (hall  ne'er  look  pale. 

Lodovico  „ 

Strike,  ftrike, 
With  a  joint  motion. 

Vittoria  Corombona* 
Twas  a  manly  blow ; 
The  next  thou  giv'it,  nrurther  fome  fucking  infant ; 
And  then  thou  wilt  be  famous. 

Fktminco. 
O,  what  blade  is't  ? 
,0  A  Toledo,  or  an  Engliflr  fox  ? 

80  A  Toledo,"}  Toledo  is  the  capital  city  of  NeWcaftile,  and  was 
formerly  much  famed  roj-  making  of  fword-blades.  So,  in  Green's  Quit 
foran\JfflartCwrt\9ry\y)iz  "  And  you  cutler, you  are  patron  ofruf- 
4€  fians  and  fwaihljuteklers,  and  will  fell  them  a  blade  that  may  be  thruft 
41  into  a  bulhell ;  but,  if  a  poore  man  that  cannot  (kil  of  it,^rou  fell  him 
4i  a  fwoord  or  rapyer  new  ovcrglafed,  and  fweare  the  blade  came  either 
«  from  Turkic  or  Toledo:* 

art  Englj/h  Fox]  A  cant  term  for  a  fword.  So,  in  $enJonfon's  Bar- 
tholomew Fairy  A.  2.  S.  6. :  "  What  would  you  have,  filter,  of  a  fellow 
*<  that  knows  nothing  but  a  baiket-hilt,  and  an  old. fox  in't  r" 

a  %      .     ' '  I  ever 
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I  ever  thought  a  cutter  (hould  diftxnguiih 
The  caufe  of  my  death,  rather  than  a  do&or. 
Search  my  wound  deeper :  tent  it  with  the  fleet  that  made  *t» 

.   Vittoria  Corvmbontu 

O  !  my  greateft  (in  lay  in  my  blood; 
Now  my  bfopd  pays  for't.  ,    *" 

'Fiamnto.  1 

TIf 'art  a  noWe  fifler, . 
I  love  thee  now ;  if  woman  do  breed  man, 
She  ought  to  teach  him  manhood :  Fare  thee  well* 
Know,  many  glorious  women  that  are  fam'd 
For  mafculiite  virtue,*  have  been  vicious, 
Only  a  happier  filence  did  betide  them ; 
She  has  no  faults,  who  hath  the  art  to  hide  them* 

Vittoria  Coromhona. 

My  foul,  like  to  a  (hip  in  a  black  ftorm, 
Is  driven,  I  know  not  whither. 

Flaminco. 

Then  caft  anchor.    '  . 

"  Profperity  doth  bewitch  men,  feemtng  clear ; 
•*  But  feas  db  laugh,  (hew  white,  when  rocks  are  near. 
"  We  ceafe  to  grieve,  ceafe  to  be  Fortune's  flaves, 
'*'  Nay,  ceafe  to  die  by  dying."    Art  thou  gone? 
And  thou  fo  near  the  bottom :  falfe  report ! 
Which  fays  that  women  vie  with  the  nine  Mufes, 
For  nine  tough  durable  lives :  I  do  not  look 
Who  went  before,  nor  who  (hall  follow  me ; 
No,  at  myfelf  I  will  begin  and  end. 
'*  While  we  look  up  to  heaven,  we  confound 
"'  Knowledge  with  knowledge."    O,  I  am  in  a  mift ! 

Vittoria  Corombond.  , 

0  happy  they  that  never  fawthe  Court, 

"  Nor  ever  knew  great  men  but  by  report.**        [Vittoria  dief, 

Flamineo, 

1  recover  like  a  fpent  taper,  for  a  flam,  and  inftantly  go  out. 
Let  all  that  belong  to  great  men  remember  th'  old  wives  tra- 
dition, to  be  like  the  lions  Pth' Tower  on  Candlemas-day; 
to  mourn  if  the  fun  mine,  for  fear  of  the  pitiful  remainder  of 
winter  to  come. 

A  a  2  'TU 
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Ti8  well  yet,  there's  force  goodnefi  in  my  death, 

My  life  was  a  black  cbarnel :  I  have  caught 

An  everJafting  cold*    I  have  loft  my  voice 

Moft  irrecoverably  *  farewel,  glorious  villains ; 

**  This  bufy  trade  of  life  appears  moft  Vain. 

**•  Since  reft  breeds  reft,  where  all  feek  pain  by  pain." 

l*et  no  har(h  Battering  bells  refound  my  knell ; 

Strike,  thunder,  and  ftrike  loud,  to  my  farewel.  [Dies. 

Enter  Emibajfadors  and  Giovanni. , 

EngUJh  Embajfador. 
This  way!  this  way  !  break  open  the  doors !  this  way. 

Lodorjico. 

Ha!  arewebetray'd? 
Why  then  let's  constantly  die  all  together ; 
And  having  finifh'd  this  moft  noble  deed, 
Defy  the  worft  of  fate ;  nor  fear  to  bleed. 

Englijb  EmbaJJador. 
Keep  back  the  prince,  (hoot,  (hoot. 

Lodbvtco. 
O,  I  am  wounded, 
I  fear  I  (hall  be  taken. 

Giovanni. 
You  bloody  villains, 
By  what  authority  have  you  committed 
This  maftacre? 

LodwicQ. 

Thine. 

Giovanni. 
Mine?     - 

Lodovico. 

Yes ;  Thy  uncle,  which  is  part  of  thee,  enjoin'd  us  to'r  i 
Thou  know'ft  me,  I  am  fure ;   I  am  Count  Lodowick ; 
And  thy  moft  noble  uncle  in  difguife  '  k 

Was  laft  night  in  thy  court. 

Giovanni. 
Ha! 

.  Gajparo. 
Yes,  that  Moor  thy  father  chofe  his  penfioner. 

Giovanni* 


VITTORIACOROMBONA. 

Giovanni. 
He  tum'd  murderer ! 
Away  with  them  to  prifon,  and  to  torture ; 
All  that  have  hands  in  this  (hall  tafte  our  juftice, 
As  I  hope  heaven !  ^  , 

Lodevico 
I  do  glory  yet, 
That  I  can  call  this  aft  mine  own  :  For  my  part, 
The  rack,  the  gallows,  and  the  torturous  wheel, 
Shall  be  but  found  deeps  to  me,  here's  my  reft, ; 
*'  I  liran'd  this  night-piece,  and  it  was  my  beft." 

•  Giovanni* 
Remove  the  bodies ;  fee,  my  honoured  Lord, 
What  ufe  you  ought  make  of  their  punifliment. 
Lai  guilty  men  remember ^  tbeir  black  deeds 
Do  lean  an  crutches ,  made  ofJUnder  reeds* 
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Infiead  of  an  Epilogue,  only  this  of  Martial  fupplies  me: 
Hacfuerint  nobis  pramia,Ji placui. 


For  the  action  of  the  Play,  'twas  generally  well,  and  I  dare 
affirm,  with  the  joint-teftimony  of  fome  of  their  own  quality 
(for  the  true  imitation  of  life,  without  ftriving  to  make  nature 
a  monfter)  .the  beft  that  ever  became  them :  whereof  as  I 
make  a  general  acknowledgment,  fo  in  particular  I  muft  re- 
member the  well-approved  induftry  of  my  friend  Mailer 
Perkins81,  and  confefs  the  worth  of  his  action  did  crown 
both  the  beginning  and  end. 

8*  Sec  Note  to  The  Jew  of  Malta,  vol.  VIII.  p.  303.    A  Copy  of 
Verfesr,  by  Mr.  Perkins,  is  prefixed  to  Heywoo4's  Apology  for  Aftors. 
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( i .)  The  White  Divel :  or,  The  Tragedy  of  Paulo  Giordano 
Urfini,  Duke  of  Brachiano :  With  the  Life  and  Death  of 
Vittoria  Corombona,  the  famous  Venetian  Curtizan.  A£ted 
by  theQueenes  Majefties  Servants.  Written  by  John  Web- 
ster. N<m  inferiora  fecutus.  London,  Printed  by  N.  O. 
for  Thomas  Archer,  and  are  to  be  fold  at  his  (hop  in  Pope's 
Head  Pallace  neece  the  Royall  Exchange.  1612.  4*0. 

(2.)  The  White  Devil:  or,  The  Tragedy  of  Paulo  Gipr- 
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ROBERT  TAILOR,  the  Author  of  this  Play,  is  en- 
tirely unknown.  The  Title-page  of  it  fays  it  was  diver* 
times  publickly  a&ed  by  certain  London  Prentices  j  and  Sir 
Henry  Wotton  x,  in  a  Letter  to  Sir  Edmund  Bacon,  dated 
1612-13,  gives  the  following  account  of  its  firft  performance; 
44  On  Sunday  la  A  at  nighr,  and  no  longer,  fome  iijcteen  Ap- 
44  prentices  (of  what  ion  you  wall  guefs  by  the  reft  of  the 
44  ilory)  having  fecretly  learnt  anew  play  without  book,  in* 
titled,  The  Hog  hath  Iqfi  his  Pearl;  took  up  the  White 
Fryers  for  their  Theaer:  and  having  invited  thither  (as  it 
44  fhouki  feem)  rather  their  miftrefles  than  their  mafrers;  who 
44  were  all  to  enter  per  buletini  for  a  note  of  diitic&ion  frofij 
44  ordinary  comedians.  Towards  the  end  of  the  play,  the 
44  fheriffs  (who  by  chance  had  heard  of  it)  came  in  (as  they 
44  fay)  and  carried  fome  fix  or  feveo  of  them  to  perform  the 
44  laft  art  at  Bridewel ;  the  reft  are  fled-  Now  it  is  {forage  tp 
44  hear  how/harp-witted  the  City  is,  for  thdy  will  needs  have 
44  Sir  John  Swinnerton  the  Lord  Mayor  be  meant  by  the 
44  Pearl? 


44 


44 


'  See  Reliquiae  Wottonianae,  4th  Edition,  t6$5,  f.  ^oi. 
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/I  VR  loKg-time-rumoar'd  Hog,  Jo  often  croft 

By  unexpected  accidents,  and  toft 
From  one  houfe  to  another ;  frill  deceiving 
Many  men's  enpe&a&ons,  and  bequeathing 
^Fofomelqft  labour ;  is  at  length  got  loofe, 
Leaving  hit  fervik yoke  flick  to  the  goofe ; 
Hath  a  knight's  licence,  and  may  range  at  phafure, 
Sfight  of  all  tbofe  that  envy  our  Hog's  treafure. 
And  thus  much  let  me  fell  you,  that  our  Swine 
Is  not,  qs  divers  criticis  did  divine, 
Grunting  atfraU-affairs,  or  inventing 
Much  at  our  cit/s  vices ;  no,  nor  detecling 
f  he  pride  or  fraud  in9t ;  hut,  were  it  novo 
He  hadhisfrrfr  birth,  wit  fhould  f each  him  how 
<fo  tax  thefe  times  abufes,  and  tell  feme 
Hew  ill  they  did  in  running  oft  from  home  ; 
"Far  to  prevent  (O  men  more  hard  than  flint!) 
A  matter ',  that  frail  laugh  at  them,  in  print. 
Once  to  proceed  in  this  play  we  were  mindlefs, 
Thinking  we  liv9d  'mongft  Jews,  that  lovd  no  Swine' sfrefh  : 
But,  now  that  trouble's  pafr,  if  it  defer ve  a  hifs 
(As  quefrionlefs  it  will,  through  our  amifs), 
Let  it  be  favour' d  by  your  gentle  fufferance  ; 
Wife  men  are  frill  indu'd  with  patience  : 
We  are  not  halffoJhilPd  as  fr rolling  players,  > 

Who  could  not  pleafe  here,  as  at  country-fairs  : 
•  We  may  be  pelted  off,  for  aught  we  know, 
With  apples ,  eggs,  orfrones,frdm  thence  below; 

In 
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In  which  we'll  crave  your  friendjbip,  if  we  "may, 
Andyoujball  have  a  dance  worth  all  the  play  : 
And%  if  it  prove  fo  happy  as  to  pkafe, 
We'll  fay  *  'tis  fortunate f  like  Pericles. 

*  —  'tU  fortunate,  MWPirieUi]  i.  fe.  the  play  of  that  liame  attributed 
to  Shakfpeare.  Perhaps  a  fneer  was  designed.  To  fay  that  a  dramatic 
piece  vra&  fortunate,  is'  not  to  fay  that  it  was  deferving:  and  why  of  all 
the  pieces  fuppofed  to  be  written  b)rour  great  Author  was  this  particu- 
larized ?   •   S. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS 


OLD  lord  Wealthy. 
Young  lord,  his  ion. 
Ma*  i  a,  his  daughter. 

Carracits,   1  lwo  genticmcnf  near  friends. 

AlBERT,  J 

Lightfoot,  a  country  gentlepian.  . 

ft  add  it,  a  youthful  gallant. 

Hog,  an  ufurer. 

Rebecca,  his  daughter. 

Peter  Servitude,  his  man. 

Atlas,  a  porter. 

A  Prieil. 

A  Player. 

A  Serving-man* 

A  Nurfe. 
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ACTUS  PRIMUS.   SCENA  PRIMA. 

Enter  Lightfoot,  a  country  gentleman,  pafing  over  tbt \ftage9  and 

knocks  at  the  other  door, 

Lightfoot. 

J^J  O,  who's  within  here  ? 

Enter  Atlas,  a  porter. 

Ha*  ye  any  money  to  pay,  you  knock  with  fuch  authority, 
fir? 

Lightfoot. 
What  if  I  have  not,  may  not  a  man  knock  without  money, 
fir  r 

Atlas. 
Seldom  ;  women  and  fervants  will  not  put  it  up  To,  fir. 

Lightfoot. 
How  fay  you  by  that,  fir?  but  I  pr'ythee,  is  not  this  oi:« 
Atlas's  houfe,  a  porter  f 

Atlas % 
I  ,am  the  rent-payer  thereof. 

Lightfoot. 
In  good  time,  fir. 

Atlas. 
Not  in  good  time  neither,  fir,  for  I  am  behind  with ,  my 
•landlord  a  year  and  three  quarters  at  leatf. 

i  ,  Lightfm. 
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.  Ligbtfoot. 
Now  if  a  man  would  give  but  obfervance  to  this  fellow's 
prating,  he  would  weary  his  ears  fooner  than  a  barber,.     Do 
y'hear,  fir  ?  lies  there  not  ona  Haddit  a  gentleman,  at  this  houfe? 

Atlas. 
•  Here  lies  fuch  a  gentleman,  fir,  whofe  cloatfrs  (were  they 
not  greafy}  w^uld  befpeak  him  fo. 

Ligbtfoot* 
Then  I  pray,  fir,  when  your  lei  fare  (hall  permit,  that  you 
would  vauchfafe  to  help. me  to  the  fpeech  of  him. 

Atlas. 
We  mult  firft  crave  your  oath,  fir,  that  you  come  not  with 
intent  to  mokil,  perturb,  or  endanger  him ;  for  be  is  a  gentle- 
man whom  it  hath  pleafed  fortune  to  make  her  tennis-ball  of, 
and  therefore  fubjecl  to  be  ftruck  by  every  fool  into  hazard. 
*     '  Ligbtfoot* 

In  that  I  commend  thy  care  of  him,  for  which  friendibip 
here's  a  flight  reward;  tell  him  a  countryman  of  his,  one 
Lightfoot,  is  here,  and  he  will  not  any  way  defpair  of  his  fafety. 

Atlas. 
With  all  refpe£t,  fir  5  pray  command  my  houfe.  [Exit  Atlas. 

Ligbtfoot.  #v 
So,  now  I  (hall  have  a  fight  of  my  cou fin  gallant :  he  that 
hath  confumed  8co  /.  a  year  in  as  kw  years  as  he  hath  ears 
on  his  head :  he  that  was  wont  never  to  be  found  without 
three  or  four  pair  of  red  breeches  tunning  before  his  horfe,  or 
coach :  he  that  at  a  meal  hath  had  more  fcveral  kinds,  than  I 
think  the  ark  contain'd :  he  that  was  3  adrnirM  by  niters,  for 
his  robes  of  gallantry,  and  was  indeed  all  that  an  elder  brother 
might  be,  prodigal ;  yet  he,  whofe  unthriftine&.kept  many  a 
houfe,  is  now  glad  to  keep  houfe  in  a  houfe  that  keeps  him, 
the  p  ;or  tenant  of  a  porter.  And  fee  his  appearance !  I'll 
feem  firange  to  him. 

3  — admired  by  niters,  for  bis  robes  of  gallantry,]  If  this  be  not  a  cor- 
rupted, it  muft  be  an.aft"e&ed,'  word,  coined  from  the  Latin  word  niteo,  to 
ihine,  or  be  lplendid.  He  was  admir'd  by  thofe  who Jbone  moil  in  the 
article  of  drefs.       S. 

So,  in  Marf.ott s  Satires*  printed  with  Pygmalion,  1598. 
"  O  dapper,  rare,  compleat,  fvveet  nittit  youth  1 
"  Jefu  Maria  !  How  his  clothes  appeare 
"  Croft  and  rccroft  with  lace,  &c." 

Enter 
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.  Eater  Hadoit  ixfaer  array*  .      «• 

Haddiu  •'-  • '  <* 

Coufin  Lightfoot,  how  db'ft  ?  welcome  to  the  city. 

Lfohtfoou    *       '  '    ■     '•  "V 

Who  calls  me  coufin  ?  where's  my  coufin  Haddit?  he's  fure- 
ly  putting  on  fonne  rich  apparel,  for  me  to  fee  huh  in.  "  I  ha* 
been  thinking  all  the  way  I  came  up,  how  much  his  company 
will  credit  me.  ,  •  :.  .  . 

Haddiu  •     •• 

My  nstme  is  HaddifV  fir,  >and  yburltmfman,  if  parents5  may 
be  trufied ;  and  therefore  you  may  pkafe  to  know  me  better, 
when  you  fee  me  nexu- 

'      •«"*-'•     Ligbtjm.  'V:/ 

f  pr'ythee,  feTfowi  flay ;  Is  it  poffiHe  thou  ftottfd'ft  be  he  ? 
Why  he  was  the  generous  fpark  of  men's  admiration* 

::v*        Haddiu  ' 

I  am  that  fpark,  fir,  tho'  now  rak'd  up  in  aflies; 
Yet  when  it  pleafeth  fortune's  chops  to  blow 
Some  gentler  gale  upon  me,  I  may  then 
From  Forth  of  embers  rife  and  (bine  again* 

Ligbtfbou  ' 
O,  by  your  verfifying  I  know  you  now,  fir ;  how  do'ft  ?  I 
knew  thee  not  at  firit,  thou'rt  veiy  much  alter'd* 

Haddiu 
Faith,  and  lb  I  am,  exceeding  much  finoe  you  fawme  lafr; 
about  800  /•  a  year ;  but  let  it  pafs,  4  for  paflage  carried  away 
the  molt  part  of  it,  a  plague  of  fortune* 

LtgbtfooU 
Thou'lt  more  need  to  pray  to  fortune  than  curfe  her,  ihe 
may  be  kind  to  thee  when  thou  art  penitent,  but  that  1  fear 
will  be  never. 

Haddiu 
O  no,  if  {he  be  a  woman,  flie'll  ever  love  thofe  that  hate  her. 
But*  coufin j  thou  art  ,thy  father's  fir  11 -born;  help  me  but  to 

4  for  PaJfaSe  carr^  away,  &c]  **  PaflTage  is  a  game  at  dice  to  be 
*'  play'd  at  but  by  two,  and  it  is  performed  with  three  dice.  The  caftcr 
*'  throws  continually  till  he  hath  thrown  flubblets  under  ten,  and  then  he 
"  is  out  and  lo&th  j  or  dubblets  above. ten,  and  then  htpqjfetb  aud  wins." 
Gowpleat  Gamejler9  1 6So,.  p.  1 19. 

fome 
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tome  meanly  and  I'll  redeem  rtymortgag'd  lands  with  a  wench 

0  boot.    . 

Ltgbffoot*  ' 

As  how,  1  pfay  thee  ? 

Ha<Uit. 

Marry  thus ;  Hog  the  ufurer  hath  one  only  daughter. 

Ligbtfoot. 
Is  his  name  Hog?  it  fits  him  exceeding  well :  for  as  a  hog 
in  his  lite-time  is  always  devouring,  and  never  commodious  in 
alight  till  his  death  ;  even  fo  is  he,  whofe  goods  at  that  time 
niay  be  put  to  many  good  ufes. 

Haddlt. 
And  Co  I  hope  they  (hall  before  his  death.  This  daughter 
of  his  did,  aud  I  think  doth  love  me ;  but  I  then  thinking  roy- 
felf  worthy  of  an  emprefs,  gave  but  flight  refpect  unto  her  fa- 
vour, for  that  her  parentage  feem'd  not  to  equal  my  high 
thoughts,  puiPd  up— 

Ligbtfoot. 
With  tobacco  (iirely. 

Hatt fit. 
No,  but  with  as  bad  a  weed,  vain -glory. 

Ligbtfoot. 
And  you  could  now  be  content  to  put  your  lofty  fpirits  into 
the  lowed  pit  of  her  favour.     Why  what  means  will  fervc, 
man  ?  *Sfoot,  if  all  1  have  will  repair  thy  fortunes,  it  (hall  fly 
at  thy  command. 

Hadd'iU 
Thanks,  good  cuz,  the  means  (hall  not  be  great,  only  that 

1  may  firft  be  clad  in  a  generous  outfide,  for  that  is  the  chief  • 
attraction  that  draws  female  affection.     Good  pans,  without 
habiliments  of  gallantry,  ate  no  more  fet  by  in  thefe  times,  than 
a  good  leg  in  a  woollen  (locking.     No,  'tis  a  glittering  pre- 
fence  and  audacity  brings  women  into  fool's  felicity. 

Ugbtfiot* 
You've  a  good  confidence,  cuz,  but  what  do  ye  think  your 
brave  outfide  (hall  effect? 

Hadt&u 
Thar  being  had,  we'll  to   the  ufurer,   where  you  (hall 
oifer    (bmc  ilight    piece   of  land  to  mortgage,  and,  if  you 
do  it  to  bring  ourfelves  intqeafh,  it  (hall  be  ne'er  the  farther 

from 
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from  you,  fdr  here's  a  project  will  not  be  fruftrate  of  this 
purpofe.  • 

Lightfaot. 

That  (hall  be  fliortly  try'd.  I'll  inftantly  go  feek  for  a  habit 
for  thee,  and  that  of  the  riebefi  too ;  that  which  fliall  not  be 
£ubje&  to  the  fcoff  of  any  gallant,  tho'  to  the  accomplishing 
(hereof  all  my  means  go.  Alas  !  what's  a  man  unlefs  he  wear 
good  cloaths  ?  [Exit  Lightfoot. 

Haddit. 

Good  (peed  attend  my  fuit !  Here's  a  never-feen  nephew, 
kind  in  diftrefs ;  this  gives  me  more  caufe  of  admiration  than 
the  lofs  of  thirty-five  fettings  together  at  Paflage.  Ay,  when 
Vis  perfbrm'd<**-but  words  and  deeds  are  now  more  different 
than  puritans  and  players.     \  t 

,       Enter  Atlas. 

Atlas. 
Here's  the  Player  would  ipeak  with  you. 

Haddit. 
About  s  the  jig  I  promifed  hira. — My  pen  and  ink!   I 
pr'ythee  let  him  in,  there  may  be  fome  calh  rhim'd  out  of  him. 

Enter  Player. 

Player. 
The  raufes  affift  you,  fir  *.  what,  at  your  ftudy  fo  eajly  ? 

Haddiu 
O  chiefly  now,  fir ;  for  Aurora  Mufis  arnica. 

Player. 
Indeed  I  underftand  not  Latin,  fir. 

Haddit. 
You  muft  then  pardon  me,  good  Mr.  Change-coat ;  for  I 
proteit  unto  you,  it  is  fo  much  my  often  converfe,  that  if  there 
be  none  but  women  in  my  company,  yet  cannot  I  forbear  it. 

Player. 
That  (hews  your  more  learning,  fir ;  but,  I  pray  you,  is  that 
fmall  matter  done  I  entreated  for  ? 

Haddit. 
A,  fmall  matter!  you'll  find  it  worth  Meg  of  Weftminfler, 
altho'  it  be  but  a  bare  jig. 

s  the  jig]    Sec  Note  35  to  Edward  II*  vol  II.  p.  354. 

Vol.  VI.  B  b  Player. 
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Player. 
O  lord,  fir,  I  would  it  had  but  half  the  tafte  of  garlick. 

Haddit. 
'Garlick  (links  to  this ;  if  it  prove  that  you  have  not  more 
whores  to  fee  this  than  e'er  garlick  had,  fay  I  am  a  boafler  of 
my  own  works ;  difgrace  me  on  the  open  itage,  and  bob  me ' 
off  with  ne'er  a  penny. 

Player. 

0  lord,  fir,  far  be  it  from"  us  to  debar  any  worthy  writer  of 
his  merit :  but  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  the  title  you  beftow 

•    upon  it  ? 

Hadilit^ 
'  Marry,  that 'which  is  full  as  forcible  as  garlick,  the  name  of 
it  is,  Who  buys  my  four  ropes  of  hard  onions  ?  by  which  four 
ropes  is  meant,  four  fevcral  kind  of  livers ;  by  the  onions, 
hangers-on ;  as  at  fome  convenient  time  I  will  more  particu- 
larly inform  you  in  fo  rare  a  hidden  and  obfcure  my  fiery. 

Player. 

1  pray  let  me  fee  the  beginning  of  it.  I  hope  you  have 
made  no  dark  fentence  in't  ,•  for,  I'll  aflure  you,  our  audience 
commonly  are  very  fimplc,  idle-headed  people,  and,  if  they 
fhould  hear  what  they  understand  not,  they  would  quite  forfake 

'  our  houfe. 

Haddit. 
O  ne*er  fear  it,  for  what  I  have  writ  is  both  witty  to  the 
wife,  and  pleafing  to  the  ignorant;  for  you  (hall  havethofe 
laugh  at  it  far  more  heartily  that  underftand  it  not,  than  thofe 
that  do. 

Player. 
Methinks  the  end  of  this  {lave  is  a  foot  too  long* 

Haddit. 
O  no,  fing  it  but  in  tune,  and  I  dare  warrant  you. 

,  Player. 

Why  hear  ye.  l^'fai3* 

And  you  that  delight  in  trulls  and  minions^ 
Come  buy  my  four  ropes  ofhardjir  Thomas's  onions. 
Look  ye  there,^r  Thomas  might  very  well  have  been  left  out ; 
bdidcs,  hard  mould  have  come  next  the  onions. 

Haddit. 
FieJ  no  ;  the  difmembering  of  a  rhime  to  bring  in  reafon 
fhews  the  more  efficacy  in  the  writer. 

Player. 


mmmm 
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Player.'   . 
Well,  as  you  pleafe ;  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  will  the  gratuity 
be  ?  I  would  content  you  as  near  hand  as  I  could* 

HadBit. 
So  I  believe.  [-^£fc« 

"Why,  Mr.  Change-coat,  I  do  riot  fuppofe  we  (hall  differ  many 
pounds ;  pray  make  your  oiler,  if  ydu  give  me  too  much,  I 
will,  moft  doctor  of  phyfick  like,  reftore. 

P layer. 
You  fay  well ;  look  you,  fir,  there  s  a  brace  of  angels,  be- 
fides  much  drink  of  free-eoft,  if  it  be  lik'd. 

Haddit. 
How,  Mr.  Change-coat!  a  brace  of  angels,  befides  much 
drink  of  free-coft  it  it  be  lik'd  !  I  fear  you  have  learn'd  it  by 
heart ;  if  you  have  powder'd  up  my  plot  in  your  fconce,  you 
may  home,  fir,  and  inftruct  your  poet  over  a  pot  of  ale  the 
whole  method  on't.  But  if  you  do  fo  juggle,  look  to't. 
Shrove-Tuefday  6  is  at  hand*  and  I  have  lbme  acquaintance 
with  bricklayers  and  plaifterers.  ' 

Player, 
Nay,  I  pray,  fir,  be  ndt  angry ;  for  as  I  am  a  true  ftage- 
trotter,  I  mean  honeftly ;  and  look  ye,  more  for  your  love  than » 
otherwife,  I  give  you  a  brace  more. 

Haddit. 

Well,  good  words  do  much  j  I  cannot  now  be  angry  with 
you,  but  fee  henceforward  you  do  like  him  that  would  pleafe 
a  new-married  wife,  (hew  your  moil  at  firft,  left  ibrne  other 
come  between  you  and  your  defires  %  for  I  proteft,  had  you  not 
fuddenly  {hewn  your  good-nature,  another  ihould  have  had  it, 
though  it  had  been  for  nothing. 

Player. 

Troth  Pm  forry  I  gave  you  luch  caufe  of  impatiency;  Hut 
you  ihall  fee  hereafter,  if  your  invention  take,  I  will  not  fiand 
off  for  a  brace  more  or  lefs,  ddifing  I  may  fee  your  works 
before  another. 

*  Shrove-V'ucjday  is  at  band]  Shrove-Tuefday  was  a  holiday  for  ap- 
prentices ana  working  people,  as  appears  oyfeveral  contemporary  writers. 
So,  in  Dekkar's  Seven  deadly  Si  tines  of  London,  1606,  p.  35.  "  they  pre- 
"  fently  (like  prentifes  upon  Skrove-Tuefday)  take  the  lawe  into  their 
"  owac  handesj  and  doe  what  they  lift." 

B  b  2  Haddit. 
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HaMt. 
Nay,  before  all  others ;  and  (hortly  txpeft  a  notable  piece  of 
matter,  fuch  a  jig  whofe  tune,  with  the  natural  whittle  of  a 
carman,  (hall  be  more  ravifhing  to  the  ears  of  (hopkeepers  than  a 
whole  concert  of  barbers  at  midnight* 

Player. 
I  am  your  man  fort;  I  pray -you  command  all  the  kindnefs 
belongs  to  my  function,  as  a  box  for  your  friend  at  a  new  play, 
although  I  procure  the  hate  of  all  my  company. 

HaMt. 
No,  I'll  pay  for  it  rather ;  that  may  breed  a  mutiny  in  your 
whole  houfe. 

Player. 
I  care  not,  I  ha'  play'd  a  king's  part  any  time  tbefe  ten  years  ; 
and  if  I  cannot  command  fuch  a  matter,  'twere  poor,  'faith. 

HaMt. 
Well,  matter  Change-coat,  you  (hall  now  leave  me,  for  I'll 
to  my  ftudy ;  the  morning  hours  are  precious,  and  my  Mufe 
medicates  mod  upon  an  empty  ftomach. 

Player. 
I  pray,  fir,  when  this  new  invention  is  produced,  let  me  not 
be  forgotten. 

HaMt. 
I'll  fooner  forget  to  be  a  jig-maker.  [ Exit  Player. 

So,  here's  four  angels  I  little  dreamt  of.  Nay,  and  there  be 
money  to  be  gotten  by  foolery,  I  hope  fortune  will  not  iee  me 
want.    Atlas,  Atlas. 

Enter  Atlas. 

What,  was  my  country  cuz  here  fmce  ? 

Atlas. 

Why,  did  he  promife  to  come  again,  feeing  how  the  cafe 

flood  w'ye  ? 

Haddit. 

Yea,  and  to  advance  my  down-fallen  fortunes,  Atfas. 

Atlas. 
Bat  ye  are  not  fure  he  meant  it  you,  when  he  (bake  it. 

HaMt. 
No,  nor  is  it  in  man  to  conjecture  rightly  the  thought  by  the 

tongue. 

Atlas. 
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Atlas. 
"Why  then,  I'll  believe  it  when  I  fee  it.    If  you  had  been 
in  prolperity  when  he  had  promifed  you  this  kiadnefs— — *• 

Haddit. 
I  had  not  needed  it. 

Adas.       , 
But  being  now  you  do,  J  rear  you  mud  go  without  it. 

Haddit. 
If  I  do,  Atlas,  be  it  fo;  I'll  e'en  go  write  this  rhirne^fcver 
my  bed's  head : 

Undone  by  f&Uy ;  fortune,  lend  me  more, 
Cavji  thou,  and  wit  not  ?  pox  onfucb  a  whore. 
7  and  fo  Til  fet  up  my  reft.     Put  fee,  Atlas,  here's  a  little-  of 
that  that  damns  lawyers  ;  take  it  in  part  of  a  farther  reepm- 
pehce.  ■     x 

Atlas. 
No,  pray  keep  it ;  I  am  conceited  of  your  better  fortunes, 
and  therefore  wiU.ftay  out  that  expectation. 

Haddit. 
Why,  if  you  will,  you  may ;  bitf  the  furmounting  of  my 
fortunes  is  as  much  to  be  doubted,  as  he,  whofe  eftate  ties  in 
the  lottery,  defperate* 

Atlas. 
But  ne'er  defpair.    'Sfoot,  why  (hould   not  you  live  as  well 
as  a  thoufahd  others,  that  wear  change  of  taffety,  whofe  means 
were  never  any  thing  ? 

Haddit. 
Yes,  cheating,  theft,  and  pandarifing,  or  may  be  flattery. 
I  have  maintained  fome  of  them   myfelf.     But  come,  haft 
aught  to  break  tall  ? 

*  Atlas. 

Yes,  there's  the  fag-end  qf  a  leg  of  mutton. 

Haddit. 
There  cannot  be  a  fweeter  difh;  it  has  coft  money  the 
drefling. 

Atlas. 
At  the  barber's,  you  mean.  [Exeunt. 

1  andfo  I'll  fa  «/>  my  r*f\    See  Note  24  to  The  Jovial  Qnw,  voL  X. 
p.  364. 

B  b  3  Enter 
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Enter  Albert  Jblus. 

Albert* 

This  is  the  green,  and  this  the  chamber- window ; 
And  fee,  the  appointed  light  (lands  in  the  cafement, 
The  ladder  of  ropes  fet  orderly  ;  yet  he 
That  fhould  afcend,  flow  in  his  hafte,  is  not 
As  yet  come  hither. 

Wer't  any  friend  that  lives,  but  Carracus, 
I'd  try  the  blifs  which  this  fine  time  prefents. 
Appoint  to  carry  hence  fo  rare  an  heir, 
And  be  fo  (lack  !  'sfoot,  it  doth  move  my  patience, 
Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  fenfe, 
Not  have  vvatcht  night  by  night  for  fuch  a  prize? 
Her  beauty's  fo  attractive,  that  by  heav'n, 
My  heart  half  grants  to  do  my  friend  a  wrong. 
Forego  thefe  thoughts ;  Albert,  be  not  a  (lave 
To  thy  afle&ion  ;  do  not  falfify 
Thy  faith  to  him,  whofe  only  friendfhip'S  worth 
A  world  of  women.    He  is  fuch  a  one, 
Thou  canft  not  live  without  his  good, 
He  is  and  was  ever  as  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

[Maria  beckons  him  in  the  window* 
'Sfoot,  fee  (he  beckons  me,  for  Carracus : 
Shall  my  bafe  purity,  caufe  me  neglect 
This  prefent  happinefs  ?  I  will  obtain  it, 
Spight  of  my  timorous  confeience.     I  am  in  ^erfon, 
Habit,  and  all,  fo  like  to  Carracus, 
It  may  be  a&ed,  and  ne'er  call'd  in  queftion. 

Maria  calls. 

Hi  it !  Carracus,  afcend  : 
All  is  as  clear  as  in  our  hearts  we  wifh'd. 

'  Albert. 

Nay,  if  I  go  not  now,  I  might  be  gelded,  i'faith ! 

Albert  afcends ;  andr  being  on  the  top  of  the  ladder,  puts  out  the  candle. 

Maria, 

0  love,  why  do  you  fo  ? 

Albert. 

1  heard  the  ftepsof  fome  coming  this  way ; 
Difl  you  pot  hear  Albert  pafs  by  as  yet  ? 

Maria. 
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Maria* 
Not  any  creature  pafs  this  way  this  hour. 

Albert* 
Then  he  intends,  juft  at  the  break  of  day, 
To  lend  his  trufty  help  to  our  departure. 
'Tis  yet  two  hours  time  thither,  till  when,  let's  reft, 
For  that  our  fpeedy  flight  will  not  yield  any, 

Maria* 
But  I  fear, 
We  pofleffing  of  each  other's  prefence, 
Shall  overfleep  the  time.    Will  your  friend  call  ? 

Albert* 
Juft  at  the  inftant,  fear  not  of  his  care^ 

Maria* 
Come  then,  dear  Carracus,  thou  now  (halt  reft 
Upon  that  bed,  where  fancy  oft  hath  thought  thee ; 
Which  kindnefs  until  now  I  ne'er  did  grant  thee, 
Nor  would  I  now,  but  that  thy  loyal  faith 
I  have  fo  often  try'd ;  even  now, 
Seeing  thee  come  to  that  inofi  honour'd  end, 
Through  all  the  dangers,  which  black  night  prefents, 
For  to  convey  me  hence  and  marry  roe, 

Albert, 
If  I  do  not  do  fo,  then  hate  me  ever* 

Maria, 
I  do  believe  thee,  and  will  hate  thee  never.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Carracus. 

How'pleafing  are  the  fteps  we  lovers  make, 
When  in  the  paths  of  our  content  we  pace, 
To  meet  our  longings  !  What  happinefs  it  is 
For  man  to  love  !  But  oh,  what  greater  blifs 
To  love,  and  be  belov'd !  O  what  one  virtue 
E'er  reign'd  in  me,  that  I  mould  be  inrich'd 
With  all  earth's  good  at  once !  I  have  a  friend, 
Selected  by  the  heavens  as  a  gift 
To  make  me  happy,  whilft  I  live  on  earth ; 
A  man  fo  rare  of  goodnefs,  firm  of  faith, 
That  earth's  content  mult  vaniih  in  his  death. 

B  b  4  Then 


•      % 
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Then  for  my  love,  and  miftrefs  of  my  foul, 

A  maid  of  rich  endowments,  8  beautify'd 

With  all  the  virtues  nature  could  beftow 

Upon  mortality,  who  this  happy  night 

Will  make  me  gainer  of  her  heav'nly  felf. 

And  fee  how  fuddenly  I  have  attain'd 

To  the  abode  of  my  defired  wifhes  ! 

This  is  the  green ;  how  dark  the  night  appears  ! 

I  cannot  hear  the  tread  of  my  true  friend. 

Albert !  hift,  Albert !— he's  not  come  as  yet, 

Nor  is  th'  appointed  light  fet  in  the  window. 

What  if  I  call  Maria  ?  it  may  be 

She  fear'd  to  fet  a  light,  and  only  beark'neth 

To  hear  my  fteps ;  and  yet  I  dare  not  call, 

Left  I  betray  my  (elf,  and  that  my  voice, 

Thinking  to  enter  in  the  ears  of  her,  » 

Be  of  fome  other  heard :  no,  I  will  (lay 

Until  the  coming  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 

But  now  think,  Carracus,  what  the  end  will  be 

Of  this  thou  doft  determine:  thou  art  come    * 

Hither  to  rob  a  father  of  that  wealth, 

That  folely  lengthens  his  now  drooping  years, 

His  virtuous  daughter,  and  all  of  that  lex  left, 

To  make  him  happy  iri  his  aged  days : 

The  lofs  of  her  may  caufe  him  to  defpair, 

Tranfport  his  near-decaying  fenfe  to  frenzy, 

Or  to  fome  fuch  abhorred  inconveniency, 

Whereto  frail  age  is  fubjech     I  clo  too  ill  in  this, 

And  mud  not  think  but  that  a  father's  plaint 

Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  mifery 

Upon  the  head  of  diiobediency. 

Yet  reafon  tells  us,  parents  are  o'er feen, 

When  with  too  ftri&  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 

Their  child's  affedtions,  and  controul  that  love, 

Which  the  high  power*  divine  infpire  them  with, 

8  beautify'd]  So  Bam  let }  A.  2.  S.  2.  To  the  celeftial,  and  my  foul's 
idol,  the  moft  beautified  Ophelia.  Sec  the  Notes  of  Mr.  Theobald,  Dr. 
Johnfon,  and  Mr.  Steev6n$,  thereon. 

When 
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When  in  their  fhalloweft  judgments  they  may  know, 

Affection  croft  brings  mifery  and  woe. 

But  w  hi  111  I  run  contemplating  on  this, 

I  foftly  pace  to  ray  defired  blife. 

I'll  go  into  the  next  field,  where  my  friend 

Told  me  the  horfes  were  in  readine;s*  [E*h9 

AJbert  defending  from.  Maria. 

Maria,  .  :- 

But  do  not  fray.     What,  if  you  find  not  Albert  ? 

Albert. 
I'll  then  return  alone  to  fetch  you  hence. 

Maria* 
If  you  fhould  now  deceive  me,   having  gain'd 
What  you  men  feek  for— 

*  Albert. 

Sooner  I'll  deceive  my  foul — and  fo  I  fear  I  have.      [Afide. 
s  Maria. 

At  your  firil  call,  I  will  defcend. 

Albert. 
Till  when,  this  touch  of  lips  be  the  tree,  pledge 
Of  Carracus'  conitant  true  devoted  love. 

Maria. 
Be  tfure  you  flay  not  long ;  farewel; 
I  cannot  lend  an  ear  to  hear  you  part.  {Exit  Maria, 

Albert. 
But  you  did  lend  a  hand  unto  my  entrance.     [He  dejeends. 
How  have  I  wrong'd  my  friend,  my  faithful  friend  ! 
Robb'dhim  of  what's  more  precious  than  his  blood, 
His  earthly  heaven,  the  unfpotted  honour 
Of  his  foul-joying  miitrefs-!  the  fruition  of  whofe  bed 
I  yet  am  warm  oF;  whilft  dear  Carracus. 
Wanders  this  cold  night  through  th'unihelt'ring  field, 
Seeking  me,  treacherous  man  ;  yet  no  .man  ineirher, 
Though  in  an  outward  (hew  of  iuch  appearance, 
But  am  a  devil  indeed,  for  io  this  deed- 
Of  wronged  love  and  friendfliip  rightly  makes  me, 
I  may  compare  my  friend  to  one  that's  lick, 
Who,  lying  on  his  dea,th-bed,  calls  to  him 
His  deareft- thought  friend,  and  bids  him  go 

To 
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To  (brae  rare  gifted  man,  that  can  reftore 

His  former  health :  this  his  friend  fadly  hears. 

And  vows  with  protections  to  fulfill 

His  wifh'd  defires,  with  his  beft  performance ; 

But  then  no  fooner  feeing  that  the  death 

Of  his  fick  friend  would  add  to  him  fome  gain, 

Goes  not  to  feek  a  remedy  to  fave, 

But  like  a  wretch  hides  hjm  to  dig  his  grave ; 

As  I  have  done  for  virtuous  Carracus., 

Yet,  Albert,  be  not  reafonlefs,  to  indanger 

What  thou  may 'ft  yet  fecure ;  who  can  detect 

The  crime  of  thy  licentious  appetite  ? — 

I  hear  one's  pace,  'tis  furely  Carracus. 

Enter  Carracus. 

Carracus. 
Not  find  my  friend  !  fure  fome  malignant  planet 
Rules  o'er  this  night,  and,  envying  the  content 
Which  I  in  thought  potfefs,  debars  me  thus 
From  what  is  more  than  happy,  the  lov'd  prefence 
Of  a  dear  friend  and  love. 

Albert. 
Tis  wronged  Carracus,  by  Albert's  bafenefs  : 
I  have  no  power  now  to  reveal  myielf. 

Carracus*, 
The  horfes  (land  at  the  appointed  place, 
And  night's  dark  coverture  makes  firm  our  fafety. 
My  friend  is  furely  fali'n  into  a  ilumber 
On  fome  bank  hereabouts ;  I  will  call  him. 
Friend,  Albert,  Albert. 

Atyert. 
Whate'er  you  are  tjiat  call,  you  know  my  name. 

Carracus* 
Ay,  and  thy  heart,  dear  friend. 

AJberU 
O  Carracus,  you  are  a  flow-pae'd  lover  ! 
Your  credit  had  been  touch'd,  had  I  not  been. 

Carracus* 
As  how,  I  pr'ythee,  Albert  I 

Alkru 
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Albert. 
Why,  I  excus'd  you  to  the  fair  Maria  ; 
Who  would  have  thought  you  elfe  a  flack  performer. 
For  "coming  firft  under  her  chamber  window, 
She  heard  me  tread,  and  call'd  upon  your  name ; 
To  which  I  anfwer'd,  with  a  tongue  like  yours ; 
And  told  her,  I  would  go  to  feek  for  Albert, 
And  flraight  return. 

Carracus.  v 

Whom  I  have  found,  thanks  to  thy  faith,  and  heav'n. 
But  had  not  (he  a  light  when  you  came  firft  ? 

Albert. 
Yes,  but  hearing  of  fome  company, 
She  at  my  warning  was  forc'd  to  put  it  out. 
And  had  I.  been  fo  too,  you  and  I  too 
Had  Hill*  been  happy;  \Afide. 

.    Carracus, 
See,  we  are  now  come  to  the  chamber  window* 

Albert. 
Then  you  muft  call,  for  fo  I  faid  I  would* 
'  Carracus.  > 

Maria. 

Maria. 
v    My  Carracus,  are  you  fo  fdon  return'd  I 
I  fee,  you'll  keep  your  promife. 

Carracus. 
Who  would  not  do  fo,  having  paft  it  thee* 
Cannot  be  fram'd  of  aught  but  treachery  : 
Faireft,  defcend,  that,  by  our  hence  departing, 
We  may  make  firm  the  blifs  of  our  content. 

Maria. 
Is  your  friend  Albert  with  you  ? 

Albert. 
Yes,  and  your  fervant,  honoured'  lady. 

Maria. 
Hold  me  from  falling,  Carracus.    •  #        [She  defends. 

Carracus. 
I  will  do  now  fo ;  but  not  at  other  times. 

Maria. 
You  are  merry,  fir : 

But 
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But  what  d*  y*  intend  with  this  your  fcaling  ladder, 
To  leave  it  thus,  or  put  it  forth  of  fight  ? 

Carracvs.  , 

Faith,  'tis  no  great  matter  which  i 
Yet  we  will  rake  it  hence,  that  it  may  breed 
Many  confus'd  opinions  in  the  houfe 
Of  your  efcape.    Here,  Albert,  you  (hall  bear  it; 
It  may  be  you  may  chance  to  pra&ife  that  way ; 
Which  when  you  do,  may  your  attempts  fo  prove 
As  mine  have  done,  mod  fortunate  in  love.  * 

Albert. 
'  May  you  continue  ever  fo ! 
But  it  s  time  now  to  make  fome  hafte  to  horfe ; 
Night  foon  will  vanifli.-rO  that  it  had  power  ' 

For  ever  to  exclude  day  from  our  eyes,' 
For  my  looks  then  will  (hew  my  villainy.  [4/uk* 

Carracus. 
Come,  fair  Maria,  the  troubles  of  this  night    * 
Are  as  forerunners  to  enfuing  pleafures. 
And,  noble  friend,  although  now  Cajtacus 
Seems,  in  the  gaining  of  this  beauteous  prize, 
To  keep  from  you  fo  much  of  his  lov'd  treafure,   . 
Which  ought  not  to  be  mixed ;  yet  his  heart 
Shall  fo  far  drive  in  your  wilh'd  happinefs, 
That  if  the  lofs  and  ruin  of  itfdf 
Can  but  avail  your  good— - 

Mhert.  ( 

O  friend,  no  more ;  come,  you  are  How  in  hafte ; 
Frlendfhip  ought  never  be  difc&fsVl  in  words, 
Till  all  her  deeds  be  finifh'd :  who,  looking  in  a  book, 
And  reads  but  fome  part  of  it  only,  cannot  judge 
What  praife  the  whole  deferves,  becaufe  his  knowledge 
Is  grounded  but  on  part — As  thine,  friend,  is  [^ft&» 

Ignorant  of  that  black  miichief  I  "have  done  thee* 

Maria. 
Carracus,  I  am  weary,  are  the  horfes  far  ? 

Carrmetts. 
No,  faired,  we  are  now  even  at  them :  , 

Come,  do  you  follow,  Albert* 

Atixru 
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Afoert. 
Yes,  T  do  follow;  would  I  had  done  fo  ever, 
And  ne'er  had  gone  before.  '  [Extuni* 


ACTUS   S  E  C  U  N  D  : US, 

Enter  Hog  the  ufurer ;  toitb  Petef  Servitude;  truffing  his  point t. 

TTTTHAT,  hath  not  my  y0Ung  lord  Wealthy  heetThere 
v  T    this  morning  ? 

Peter  Servitude. .  ' 

No,  in  very  deed,  fir ;  he  is  a  towardly  young  gentleman  ; 
(hall  he  have  my  young  miitrefs/ your  daughter,  1  pr*y  you* 
fir?  * 

Hog. 
Ay,  that  he  (hall,  Peter ;  ihe  cannot  be  matched  to  greater 
honour  and'  riches  in  all  this  country ;  yet  the  peevifh  girl 
makes  coy  of  it,  (he  had  rather  affe&  a  prodigal  ;  as  there  was 
Haddit,  one  that  by  this  time  cannot  be  otherwife  than  hang'd, 
or  in  lorae  worfe  eitate ;  yet  (he  would  have  had  him  :  but  I 
praife  my  ftars  (he  went  without  him,  though  I  did  not  with* 
out  his  lands ;  'twas  a  rare  mortgage,  Peter. 

Peter  Servitude. 
As  e'er  came  in  parchment;  but  fee,  here'  comes  ray  youa* 

•      Enter  young  Lord  Wealthy.    . 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
'Morrow,  father  Hog;  I  come  to  tell  you  flrangc  news; 
my  fitter  is  ttoi'n  away  to  night,  'tis  thought  by  Nigromancy. 
What  Nigromancy  is,  I  leave  to  the  readers  of  the*  Seven 
Champions  of  Chriftendom. 

Hog. 
But  is  it  poffible  your  fitter  ihould  be  ftolen  ?  fure  fome  of 
the  hou(hold  fervants  were  confederates  in't, 

9  Seven  Chamjfhns  of  Chriflendom]     A  very  popular  Book,  which  is  (till 
often  reprinted, 

Toung 
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Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
No,  itor  care  not  ,*  as  (he  brews,  lb  let  her  bake  ?' fa  fay'd 
the  antient  proverb.    But  lady  mine,  that  fhall  be,  your  father 
hath  "  wiftVd  me  to  appoint  the  day  wiih  you. 

Rsbicca,  \ 

'    What  day,  my  lord  ? 

Young  I j>rd  Wealthy  t 
Why,  of  marriage  5  or  as  the  "  learned  historiographer 
writes,  Hymen's  holiday*,  or  nuptial  ceremonious  rites.  % 

Rebecca* 
Why,  when  would  you  appoint  that,  my  lord  ? 

Young  Lord  Weakly, 
*WIhy,:kt  me  fee,  Z  think  the  taylor  may  difpatch  all  our 
veftures  in  a  week:  therefore,  it  fhall  be  directly  this  day 
fe'ennight. 

Peter  Servitude, 
God  give  you  joy ! 

Rebecca, 
-  Of  what,  I  play,  you  Impudence?  This  fellow  will  go  near 
to  take  his  oath  that  he  hath  feen  us  plight  faiths  together ; 
my  father  keeps  him  for  no  other  cauie,  than  to  outfwear  the 
truth.  My  lord,  not  to  hold  you  any  longer  in  a  fool's  para- 
cfife,  nor  to  blind  you  with  the  hopes  I  never  intend  to  ac- 
complish, know,  I  neither  do,  can,  or  will  love  you. 

Young  jLord  Wealthy, 
How  !  not  love  a  lord  ?  O  indifcreet  young  woman  !  In- 
deed your  father  told  me  how  unripe  I  mould  find  you  :  but 
all's  one,  unripe  fruit  will  afk  more  (baking  before  they  fall, 
than  thole  that  are,  and   my  conquefl  will  feem  the  greater 

ftill. 

Peter  Servitude, 

Afore  God,  he  is  a  moil  unanfwerable  lord,  and  holds  her 

to'r,  iYaith. 

11  tvifh*dme\  Defired  or  recommended.  See  Note  47  to  The  Home/i 
Wbirc,  vol.  III.  p.  507.  * 

1%  the  learned  bi/tQr.iograpber"]  This  was  Samuel  Daniel,  who  was  an 
hifrortan  as  well  as  a  poet.  The  work  above  alluded  to  is  probably 
Hymen's  Triumph  ;  a  Paftoral  Tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Queen's  Court 
in  the  Strand,  at  the  nuptials  of  Lord  Roxborough. 

Young 
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Young  Lord  Weakhy. 
Nay,  you  could  not  have  p&as'd  tee  better^  than  feeing  you 
fo  invincible,  and  of  fuch  difficult  attaining  to.     I  would  not 
give  a  pin  for  the  fcciety  of  a  female  thatihould  feem  willing; 
-but  give  me  a  wench  that  hath  difdainfid  looks \ 
For  'tis  denial  whets  an  appetite, 
When  proffigr'd  fervice  doth  allay  deHght. 

Rebecca, ' 
The  fool's  well  read  in  vice,-»-My  lard,  I  hope  you  here- 
after will  no  farther  infinuate  in  the  courfe  of  your  atfc&ion? ; 
'  and,  far  the  better  withdrawing  from  them,  you  may  pleafe  to 
know,  I  have  irrevocably  decreed  never  to  marry. 

Toimg  Lffrd  Wealthy. 
Never  to  marry !  Peter,  I  pray  bear  witnefs  of  her  words, 
that,  when  I  have  attain'd  her,  it  may  add  to  my  fame  and 
conqueft. 

Rebecca* 
Yes  indeed,  an't  like  your  lordfhip, 

Yoyvg  Lord  Wealthy. 
Nay,  ye  mu ft  think,  Beck,  I  know  bow  to  wooe;  ye  (hall 
find  Do  bajhful  univerfity-man  of  me. 

Rebecca. 
Indeed,  I  think  y'ad  ne'er  that  bringing  up.     Did  you  ever 
ftudy,  my  lord  ?  , 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Yes  faith,  that  I  have,  and,  the  laft  week  too,  three  days 
and  a  night  together. 

Rebecca.  N 

About  what,  I  pray  ? 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Only  to  find  our,  why  a  woman  going  on  the  right  fide  of 
her  hufband  in  the  day-time  mould  lie  on  his  left  fide  at 
night ;  and,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  never  knew  the  meaning  on't 
till  yefterday.  Mallapert,  my  father's  butler,  being  a  witty 
jackanapes,  told  me  why  it  was. 

Rebecca. 
By 'r  lady,  my  lard,  'twas  a  (hrewd  ftudy,  and  I  fear  hath 
altered  the  property  of  your  good  parts  ;  for,  I'll  aflure  you,  I 
lov'd  you  a  fortnight  ago  far  better. 
Vol.  VI.  Cl  Youtg 
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Young  "Lord  Wealthy* 
Nay,  'tis  all  pne  whether  you  do  or  no,  'tis  but  a  little 
more  trouble  to  bring  you  about  again ;  and  no  queftion  but  . 
a  man  may  do't,  I  am  he.    Tis  true,  as  your  father  faid,  the 
black  ox  hath  not  trod  upon  that  foot  of  yours. 

Rebecca. 
No,  but  the  white  calf  hath ;  and  fo  I  leave  your  lordfhip. 

[Exit  Rebecca. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  th'art  as  witty  a  marmalade-eater  as 

.ever  I  converted  with.    Now,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  love  her  better 

and  better ;  I'll  home  and  poetife  upon  her  good  parts  pre- 

fently.    Peter,  here's  a  preparative  to  my  farther  applications ; 

and  Peter,  be  circumfpelt  in  giving  me  diligent  notice  what 

fuitors  feem  to  be  peeping. 

Peter  Servitude. 
I'll  warrant  you,  my  lord,  (he's  your  own ;  for  I'll  give  out 
to  all  that  come  near  her,  that  (he  is  betrothed  to  you ;  and 
if  the  worft  come  to  the  worft,  I'll  fwear  it. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Why,  godarnercy ;  and  if  ever  I  do  gain  my  requeft, 
Thou  (halt  in  braver  clothes  be  fhortly  dreir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  folus. 

Have  the  fates,  then  confpir'd,  and  quite  bereft 

My  drooping  years  of  all  the  bleft  content 

That  age  partakes  of,  by  the  fweet  afpeft 

Of  their  well-nurtur'd  ifiue ;  whofe  obedience, 

Difcreet  and  duteous  'haviour,  only  lengthens 

The  thread  of  age ;  when  on  the  contrary,^ 

By  rude  demeanour  and  their  headftrong  wills, 

That  thread's  foon  ravel'd  out.     O  why,  Maria, 

Couldft  thou  abandon  me  now  at  this  time, 

When  my  gray  head's  declining  to  the  grave? 

Could  any  mafculine  flatterer  on  earth 

So  far  bewitch  thee,  to  forget  thyfelf, 

As  now  to  leave  me  ?  did  nature  folely  give  thee  me, 

As  my  chief  ineftimable  treafure, 

Whereby  my  age  might  pafs  in  quiet  to  reft; 

•And  art  thou  prov'd  to  be  the  only  curfe, 

Which 
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Which  heaven  could  throw  upon  mdrtftVity? 

Yet  PU  not  curfe  thee,  though  I  fear ; the  fates  .0  ..     ..,.-  '* 

Will  on  thy  head  inflict  fome  punifhraent, 

Which  I  will  daily  pray  they  may  wlth-hdkL        .  : ' 

Although  thy.  difobediency  deferves  .♦       * 

Extreamett  rigour,  yet  I  wifti  to  thee  .•'*,'♦ 

Content  in  love,  full  of  tranquillity.  . . 

Enter  young  Lord  Wealthy. 

But  fee  where  ftands  my  frame,  whofe  indifcrctfon, 
Doth  feem,  to  bury  all  the  living  honours  .  ..  s-  .  . 

Of  all  our  anceftors ;  but  'tis  the  fates  decree. 
That  men  might  know  their  weak  mortality. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy* 
Sir,  I  cannot  find  my  fitter. 

Old  Lord  Wealthy* 
I  know  thou  canft  not,  'twere  too  rare  to  fee 
Wifdom  found  out  by  ignorance. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
How,  father  1  is  it  not  poflible  that  wifdom  (hould  be  found 
out  by  ignorance  ?  I  pray,  then,  how  do  many  magnificoes 
come  by  it  ? 

Old  Lord  Wealthy. 
They  buy  it,  fon,  as  you  had  need  to  do* 
Yet  wealth  without  that  may  live  more  content, 
Than  wit's  enjoyers  can  debarr'd  of  wealth. 
AH  pray  for  wealth,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  but  one,  that  e'er  pray'd  for  wit. 
He's  counted  wife  enough  in  thefe  vain  times, 
That  hath  but  means  enough  to  wear  gay  cloaths, 
And  be  an  outfide  of  humanity.    What  matters  it  apinf 
How  indifcreet  foe'er  a  natural  be, 
So  that  his  wealth  be  great  ?  that's  it  doth  caufe 
Wifdom  in  thefe  days  to  give  fools  applaufe. 
And  when  gay  folly  fpeaks,'  how  vain  foe'er, 
Wifdom  mutt  (ilent  fit,  and  fpeech  forbear. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Then  wifdom  mult  fit  as  mute  as  learning  among  many 
courtiers.    But,  father,  I  partly  fufpeft  that  Carracus  hath 
got  my  fitter, 

C  c  4  Old 
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OU  Lcrd  Weakfy. 
With  child,  I  fear,  txe  this. 

r«ng  Urd WesUbf. 
By'r  lady,  and  that  may  be  true.    But,  whether  he  ha*  or 
no>  it's  all  one :  if  you  plcafe,  111  fake  her  from  under  hi* 
nofe,  in  fpite  on's  teeth,  and  aft  him  no  leave* 

Old  Lord  Weakly 
That  were  too  headftrong,  ion  j  » 

We'll  rather  leave  them  to  the  wiH  of 'heaven, 
To  fall  or  pfofper ;  and  fho*  young  Carracus 
Be  but  a  gentleman  of  fmall  revenues, 
Yet  he  deferves  my  daughter  for  his  virtues : 
And,  had  I  thought  ftie  could  not  be  withdraws 
From  th'  affecting  of  him,  I  had,  ere  this, 
Made  them  both  happy  by  my  free  confent ; 
Which  now  I  wifh  1  had  granted,  and  flrll  pray, 
If  any  have  her,  it  may  be  Carracus. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Troth  and  I  wifh  fo  too;  for,  in  my  mind,  he's  a  gemle- 
"nrart  of  a  good  houfe,  and  fpeaks  true  Latin. 
t-...'  Old  Lard  Wtakby. 

To-morrow,  fon,  you  Jhall  ride  to  his  houfe. 
Add  there  inquire  of  four  fiber's  being. 
But,  as  yqy  tender  me  and  your  own  good, 
Ufe  no  rough  language  favouring  of  diftafte, 
Or  any  uncivil  terms. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Why,  do  you  take  me  for  a  midwife? 

Old  Lord  Wealthy. 
But  tell  young  Carracus  thefe  words  from  me, 
That  if  he  hath,  with  fafeguard  of  her  honour, 
Efpous'd  my  daughter,  that  I  then  forgive 
His  ra(h  offence,  and  will  accept  of  him 
In  all  the  fatherly  love  I  owe  a  child. 

Toung  Lord  Weakly. 
I  am  Aire  my  filler  will  be  glad  ta  hear  it,  and  I  cannot 
blame  her ;  for  uWll  then  enjoy  that  with  quietnefs,  which 
many  a  wench,  in  thefe  days,  does  fcrarch  for. 

Old  Lord  Weekly-. 
Come,  fon,  I'll  write  to  Carracus,  that  my  own  hand  nay 
witnefs  how  much  1  iland  aife&ed  to  his  worth.  [Extunt* 

Enter 
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Eater  Haddit,  in  iisg&  apparel,  making  him  rea£9  and  nmit 

him  Lightfoot. 
Haddit.    {    ' 
By  tliis  light,  cuz,  this  fuit  does  rarely !  the  taylor  that 
made  it  may  hap  to  be  faved,  an't  be  but  for  his  good  works  1 
I  think  I  (ball  be  proud  of  'cm,  and  fb  I  was  never  yet  of 
any  cloathj. 

Lightfoot, 
How !  not  of  your  cloaths !  why,  then,  you  were  never 
proud  of  any  thing,  for  therein  chiefly  confiitetk  pride;  for 
you  never  faw  pride  pictured  but  in  gay  attire. 

Haddit. 
True ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  pride  night  as  well  be  por- 
traied  in  any  other  ihape,  as  to  feem  to  be  an  atfe&or  of  gal- 
lantry, being  the  caufes  thereof  are  fo  federal  and  divcrftr. 
As  fome  are  proud  of  their  ftrength,  altho'  that  pride  coft  them 
the  I06  of  a  limb  or  two,  by  over-darings  likewiie  fome  are 
proud  of  their  humour,  altho*  in  that -humour  they  be  often 
Icnock'd  faff  being  fo :  ibme  are  proud  of  their  drink,  altho* 
that  liquid  operation  caufe  them  to  wear  a  night-cap  three 
weeks  after  :  fome  are  proud  of  their  good  parte, ^altho*  they 
never  put  them  to  better  ufes  than  the  enjoying  of  a  common 
{trumpet's  company,  and  are  only  made  proud  by  the  favour  of 
a  waiting-woman :  others  are  proud — 

Lightfoot.  » 

Nay,  I  pr*yfhee  cuz,.  enough  of  pride ;  but  when  do  you 
intend  to  go  yonder  to  Covetoufnefs  the  ufurer,  that  we  may 
fee  how  near  your  plot  will  take,  for  the  *  releafing  of  your 
mortgaged  lands  t 

Haddk. 
Why  now ;  prefently ;  and,  if  I  do  not  accomplim  my  pro- 
jects to  a  wifh'd  end,  I  wifli  my  fortunes  may  be  like  fome 
^craping  tradefman,   that  never  embraceth  true  pteafure  till 
lie  be  threeicore  and  ten. 

Lightfoot.  • 
But  fay,  Hog's  -daughter,  on  whom  all  your  hopes  depend, 
by  this  be  betroth'd  to  fome  ofher. 

Haddit. 
Why,  fay  (he  were  ;  nay  more,  married  to  another,  I  would 
be  ne'er  the  farther  from  efle&ing  of  my  interns.    No,  cuz,. 

C  c  3  I  partly 
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I  partly  know  her  inward  difpofition ;  and,  did  I  but  only 
know  her  to  be  womankind,  I  think  it  were  fufficient. 

UgbtfioU 

Sufficient,  for  what? 

Haddit. 

Why  to  obtain  a  grant  of  the  beft  thing  the  had,  chaftiry. 
Man,  'tis  not  here  as  Ms  with  you  in  the  country,  not  to  be 
had  without  father's  and  mother's  good-will ;  no,  the  city  is 
a  place  of  more  trarhck,  where  each  one  learns,  by  example  of 
their  elders,  to  make  the  mod  of  their  own,  either  for  profit 
or  pleafure. 

Ligbtfoot. 
'Tis  but  your  miCbelieving  thoughts  makes  you  furmife  fo : 
if  women  were  fo  kind,  how  haps  you  had  not,  by  their  fa- 
vours, kept  yourfclf  out  of  the  claws  of  poverty  ? 

Haddit. 
O  but  cuz,  can  a  (hip  fail  without  water  ?  had  I  had  but 
fuch  a  fuit  as  this,  to  fet  my felf  afloat,  I  would  not  have  fear'd 
finking.    But,  come,  no  more  of  need ;  now  to  the  ufurer  x 
And,  tho*  all  hopes  do  fail,  a  man  can  want  no  living, 
So  long  as  fweet  defire  reigns  in  women. 

Ligbtfoot* 
r  But  thenyourfelf  muft  able  be  in  giving.  [Exeunt, 

•  Enter  Albert,  foluf. 

Conference,  thou  horror  unto  wicked  men, 
When  wilt  thou  ceafe  thy  all-afHi&ing  wrath, 
And  fet  my  foul  free  from  'the  labyrinth 
Of  thy  tormenting  terror  ?  O,  but  it  fits  not ! 
Should  1  defire  redreis,  or  wifh  for  comfort, 
That  have  committed  an  act  fo  inhuman, 
Able  to  $11  frame's  fpacious  chronicle  ? 
Who,  but  a  damn'd  one,  could  have  done  like  me? 
Jtobb'd  my  dear  friend,  in  a  Ihort  moment's  time, 
Of  his  love's  high-priz'd  gem  of  chaftity : 
That  which  fo  many  years  himfelf  hath  fiaid  for  ? 
How  often  hath  he,  as  he  lay  in  bed, 
Sweetly  difcours'd  to  me  of  his  Maria  ? 
.  And  with  what  pleafing  pafiions  did  he  fuffer 
Love's  gende  war-fiege  ?  Then  he  would  relate 

How 
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How  he  firft  came  unto  her  fair  eyes  view ; 

How  long  it  was  ere  (he  could  brook  affection ; 

And  then  how  couflant  (he  did  {till  abide. 

I  then,  at  this,  would  joy,  as  if  my  breaft 

Had  fympathiz'd  in  equal  happinefs 

With  my  true  friend :  but  now,  when  joy  mould  be. 

Who,  but  a  damn'd  one,  would  have  done  like  me  ? 

He  hath  been  married  now,  at  leaft,  a  month ; 

In  all  which  time  I  have  not  once  beheld  him. 

This  is  his  houfe ; 

I'll  call  to  know  his  health,  but  will  not  fee  him, 

My  looks  would  then  betray  me;  for,  fhould  he  aik 

My  caufe  of  feeming  fadnefs,  or  the  like, 

I  could  not  but  reveal,  and  fo  pour  on 

Worfe  unto  ill,  which  breeds  confufion.  \Ki  knocks. 

Enter  Serving-man* 

Serving-man. 
To  what  intent  d'ye  knock,  fir  ? 

Albert. 
Becaufe  I  would  be  heard,  fir;  is  the  matter  of  this  houfe 
within  f 

Serving- man. 
Yes,  many  is  he,  fir :  would  you  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Albert. 
My  bufinefs  is  not  fo  troublefome : 
Is  he  in  health,  with  his  late  efpoufed  wife  ? 

Serving-man. 
Both  are  exceeding  well,  fir. 

Albert. 
I'm  truly  glad  on't :  farewel,  good  friend. 

Serving-man. 
I  pray  you,  let's  crave  your  name,  fir ;  I  may  elfe  have 
anger. 

Albert. 
You  may  fay,  one  Albeit,  riding  by  this  way,  only  inquh'd 
their  health. 

Serving-man. 
I  will  acquaint  fo  much.  Exit  Serving-ma*. 

C  c  4  Albert. 
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Albert. 
How  like  a  poifonous  do&or  have  I  come,  • 
To  inquire  their  welfare,  knowing  that  myfelf 
Have  given  the  potion  of  their  ne'er  recovery ; 
For  which  I  will  afflict  myfelf  with  torture  ever. 
And,  fince  the  earth  yields  nora  remedy 
Able  to  falve  the  fores  my  luft  hath  made, 
I'll  now  take  farewel  of  (eciety* 
And  rh'  abode  of  men,  to  entertain  a  life  \ 
Fitting  my  fcHowihip,  in  defert  woods, '  "  N 

Where  beads  like  me  ctmfort ;  there  may  I  live* 
Far  off  from  wronging  virtuous  Cafracu* 
There's  no  Maria,  that  (hall  fatisfy 
My  hateful  luft :  the  trees  (hall  {heher 
This  wretched  trunk  of  mine,  ugon  wboje  barks    ' 
J  will  engrave  the  ftory  of  my  fin. 
And  there  this  fhort  breath  of  mortality 
111  finiih  up  in  that  repentant  ftate, 
Where  not  th'  allurements  of  earth's  vanities 
Can  e'er  o'ertake  me :  there's  no  baits  for  luft, 
No  friend  to  ruin ;  I  (hall  then  be  free 
From  practifing  the  art  of  treachery : 
'JThither  then,  tfeps,  where  fuch  content  abides, 
Where  penitency  notdifturb'd  may  grieve. 
Where  on  each  tree,  and  fpi  inging  plant,  I'll  carve 
This  heavy  motto  of  my  mifery, 
Who  but  a  damn  done  could  have  done  like  me? 
Carracus,  farewel,  if  e'er  thou  feeft  me  more, 
Shalt  find  me  curing  of  a  foul-fick  foie.  [Exit. 


ACTUS    TERT'IUS. 

Enter  Carracus,  driving  bis  man  before  him. 

Carracus* 

TA7H  Y,  thou  bafe  villain !  was  my  cteareft  friend  here,  and 
WY   Could'ft  not  make  him  flay  ? 

Servant* 
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bceTriom^  *Uld  DOt  f°rCe  hiraaSainft  bi>  "®>  «*  he  had 

Carratus. 
Hence,  thou  ontutorM  flave !  r  Pw.  c~_     . 

Butcould'ft  thou,  "Albert,  come  fo  near  my  door 
And  not  vouchfafe  the  comfort  of  thy  pretence  * 
Hath  my  goocT  fortune  caus'd  thee  to  repine  i 
And,  feeing  my  flate  fo  full  replete  with  good, 
Canft  thou  withdraw  thy  love,  to  leflen  it? 
What  could  fo  move  thee?  was't  becaufe  I  married? 
l)ia  ft  thou  imagine  I  mfring'd  my  faith, 
For  that  a  woman  did  participate  - 
In  equal  (hare  with  thee?  cannot  my  fnendfhip 
Be  firm  to  thee,  becaufe  'tis  dear  to  her  ? 

Yet  no  more  dear  to  her  than  firm  to  thee. 
Believe  me,  Alberr,  thou  do'ft  little  think 

How  much  thy  abfence  gives  caufe  of  difcontcnt.     - 
But  1 11  impute  it  only  to  negleft  : 
It  is  neglecJ,  indeed,  when  friends  negleel 
The  fight  of  friends,  and  fay  'tis  troublefome. 
Only  aft  hovy  they  do,  and  fo  farewel  : 
Shewing  an  outward  kind  of  feeming  duty, 
Which  in  the  rulesof  manhood  is  obferv'd. 
And  th.nkiull  well  they  have  perform'd  their  talk, 
When  of  their  fnend's  health  they  do  only  aft  ;    ' 
Not  caring  how  they  are,  or  how  diftrett. 
It  is  enough  they  have  their  loves  expreft 
Inbareinauiry;  and,  in  thefe  times  Too, 
Fr.endlh.ps  fo  cold,  that  few  fomuch  will  do. 
And  am  not  I  beholden  then  to  Albert  > 
He,  after  knowledge  of  our  being  well, 
Said  he  was  truly  glad  on't :  O  rare  friend ! 
It  he  be  unkind, ,  how  many  more  may  mend  ? 
But  whither  am  I  carried  by  onkindnefi  ? 

Smce  I  hOLV  *  ^  We"  kl  K*ht  'y  Wcndftip, 
Since  I  have  feen  a  man,  whom  I  fcfe  thought 

Had  been  compos'd  of  nothing  but  of  faith, 

Prove  fo  regarctlef,  of  his  friend's  content  ? 


Emttr 
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Enter  Maria. 

Maria. 
Come,  Carracus,  I  have  fought  you  all  about : 
Your  fervant  tolci  me  your  were  much  difquieted. 
Prithee,  love,  be  not  fo ;  come,  walk  in  ; 
1*11  charm  thee  with  my  lute  from  forth  diilurbance, 

Carracus. 
I  am  not  angry,  fweet ;  tho*,  if  I  were, 
Thy  .bright  afpecl  would  foon  allay  my  rage. 
But,  my  Maria,  it  doth  fomething  move  me, 
That  our  friend  Albert  fo  forgets  himfeif. 

Maria. 
It  may  be,  'tis  nothing  elfe;  and  there's  no  doubt 
He'll  foon  remember  his  accuftom'd  friendfhip. 
He -thinks,  as  yet,  perad  venture,  that  his  prefence 
Will  but  offend,  for  that  our  marriage  rites 
Are  but  fo  newly  pall. 

Carracus. 
I  will  furmife  fo  too,  and  only  think 
Some  fenous  bufinefs  hinders  Albert's  prefence. 
But  what  ring's  that,  Maria,  on  your  finger  ? 

Maria. 
*Tis  one  you  loft,  love,  when  I  did  beftow 
A  jewel  of  tar  greater  worth  on  you. 

Carracus. 
At  what  time,  faireft  ? 

Maria. 
As  if  you  knew  not ;  why  d'ye  make't  fo  ftrange  ? 

Carracus. 
You  are  difpos'd  to  riddle;  pray  kt's  (cc\. 
I  partly  know  it :  where  was't  you  found  it  ? 

'     Maria. 
Why  in  my  chamber,  that  mod  gladfome  night 
When  you  enrichM  your,  love  by  my  efcape. 

Carracus. 
How  !  in  your  chamber  ? 

Maria. 
Sure,  Carracus,  I  will  be  angry  with  you, 
If  you  feem  fo  forgetful.     I  took  it  up 

Then 
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Then  when  you  left  my  lodge,  and  went  away, 
Glad  of  your  conqueft,  for  to  feck  your  friend. 
Why  Hand  you  fo  amaz'd,  fir  ?  I  hope  that  kindnefs, 
Which  then  you  reap'd,  doth  not  prevail 
So  in  your  thoughts,  as  that  you  think  me  light*    , . 

Carracus. 

0  thhak  thyfelf,  Maria,  what  thou  art  \ 
This  is  the  ring  of  Albert,  treacherous  man ! 
He  that  enjoy'd  thy  virgin  chaftity. 

I  never  did  afcend  into  thy  chamber, 
But  all  that  cold  night,  thro'  the  frozen  field, 
Went  feeking  of  that  wretch,  who  ne'er  fought  me  ; 
But  found  what  his  lull  fought  for,  deareft  thee. 

Maria* 

1  have  heard  enough,  my  Carracus,  to  bereave  me  of  this 

little  breath*  [She  Jhuwns. 

Carracus. 
All  breath  be  firft  extiqguifli'd :— within  there,  ho ! 

Enter,  Nurfe  and  Servants. 

O  nurfe !  fee  here,  Maria  (ays  (he'll  die. 

Nurfe. 
Marry,  God  forbid !  oh  miftrefs,  miftrefs,  miftrefs !  (he  has 
breath  yet ;  (he's  but  in  a  trance :  good  fir,  take  comfort, 
fhe'll  recover  by-and-by. 

Carracus. 
No,  no,  fhe'll  die,  nurfe,  for  fhe  faid  fhe  would ;  an*  me  had 
not  laid  fo,  'thad  been  another  matter;  but  you  know,  nurfe, 
fhe  ne'er  told  a  lie :  I  will  believe  her,  for  fhe  fpeaks  all  truth. 

Nurfe. 
His  memory  begins  to  fail  him.    Come,  let's  bear 
This  heavy  fpe&acle  from  forth  his  prefeuce ; 
The  heavens  will  lend  a  hand,  I  hope,  of  comfort.      [Exeunt. 

Carracus  manet, 

Carracus. 
See  how  they  fteal  away  my  fair  Maria ! 
But  I  will  follow  after  her,  as  far 
As  Orpheus  did  to  gain  his  foul's  delight ; 
And  Pluto's  felf  fhall  know,  altho'  I  am  not 

Skilful 
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Skilful  in  mufick,  yet  I  can  be  mad, 
And  force  my  love's  enjoyment,  in  defpight 
Of  hell's  black  fury.     But  (lay,  (lay,  Carracus, 
Where  is  thy  knowledge,  and  that  rational  fenfe, 
Which  heaven's  gteat  architec> endued  thee  with  ? 
All  funk  beneath  the  weight  of  lumpifh  nature  ? 
Are  out  diviner  parts  no  noblier  free, 
Than  to  be  tortur'd  by  the  weak  aflailments 
Of  earth-fprung  griefs  ?  Why  is  man,  then,  accounted 
The  head  commander  of  this  univerfe, 
Next  the  creator,  when  a  little  florm 
Of  nature's  fury  ftrait  o'erwhelms  his  judgment? 
But  mine's  no  little  itorm,  it  is  a  tempeft 
So  full  of  raging  felf-confuming  woe, 
That  nought  but  ruin  follows  expectation. 
Ob,  my  Maria,  what  unheard  of  fin 
Have  any  of  thine  anceftors  ena&ed, 
That  all  their  fhame  mould  be  paur'd  thus  on  thee? 
.  Or  what  inceftuous  fpirit,  cruel  Albert, 
Left  hell's  vail  w*pmb  for  to  enter  thee, 
And  do  a  mifchief  of  fuch  treachery  ? 

Enter  Nur/e\,  weeping* 

Oh,  nurfc,  how  is  it  with  Maria  ? 
If  e'er  thy  tongue  did  utter  pleating  words, 
Let  it  now  do  foy  or  hereafter  e'er 
Be  dumb  in  forrow.  ° 

Nurje. 
Good  fir,  take  comfort ;  I  am  forced  to  fpeak 
What  will  not  pleafe :  your  chafte  wife,  tir,  is  dead. 
,  .  Carracus. 

Tts  dead,  indeed ;  how  did  you  know  'twas  fo,  nurfc  ? 

Nurje, 

What,  fir?' 

Carracus. 

That  my  heart  was  dead :  fure  thou  haft  fervM 

Dame -nature's  felf,  and  know'il  the  inward  fecrets 

Of  all  our  hidden  powers :  I'll  love  thee  for't ; 

And,  if  thou  will't  teach  rae  that  unknown  fkill, 

Shalt 
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Shalt  fee  what  wonders  Carracus  will  do : 
111  dive  into  the  bfleaft  of  hateful  Albert, 
And  fee  how  his  black  foul  is  round  encompafr 
By  fearful  fiends.    Oh,  I  would  do  ((range  things  f 
I'd  know  to  whofe  caufe  lawyers  will  incline, 
When  they  had  fees  <jn  both  fides ;  view  the  thoughts 
Of  forlorn  widows,  when  their  knights  have  left  them; 
Search  thro'  the,  guts  of  grearnefs,  and  behold 
What  feveral  fin  beft  pleas'd  them ;  thence  I'd  defend  % 

Into  the  bowels  of  fome  pocky  fir, 
And  tell  to  lechers  all  the  pains  he  ferr, 
That  they  thereby  might  warned  be  from  luft.      * 

Troth,  'twill  be  rare !  Pllftudy  it  prefemly.  ' 

•Nurfe. 

Alas  L  he  is  diftradted  !  what  a  fin 
Am  I  partaker  of,  by  telling  hira 
So  curit  an  untruth  ?  But  'twas  my  Tnrftrefs*  wfl!^ 
Who  isrrecover'd.;  thorher  griefs  never 
Can  be  recover'd.    She  hath  vow'd,  with  tears, 
Her  own  perpetual  banifhment;  therefore  to  him 
Death  were  not  more  difpleafing,  than  if  I 
Had  told  her  lafting  abfence. 

Carracus. 

I  find  my  brain's  too  (hallow  far  for  ftudy. 
What  need  I  care  for  being  a  'rithmetician  ? 
Let  citizens  fons  ftand,  an'  they  will,  for  cypher*  r 
Wh^  mould  I  teach  them,  and  go  beat  my  brain* 
To  inftru£t  unapt  and  unconceiving  dolts ; 
And.  when  all's  done,  my  art,  that  mould  be  fara'd,  .    » 

Will  by  grofs  imitation  be  but  iham'd  f  - 

Your  judgmcntt  madam.  j 

Nurfi.  ^ 

Good  fir,  walk  in ;  we'll  fend  for  learned  men 
That  can  allay  your  frenzy* 

Carracus. 

But  can  Maria  fo  forget  herfclf, 
As  to  debar  us  thus  of  her  attendance? 

Nurfi. 

She's  within,  fir,  pray  you,  will  you  walk  to  her  ? 

Carracus* 
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Carracus. 
Oh,  is  (he  fo !  come  then  let's  foftly  (leal 
Into  her  chamber,  if  (he  be  afleep 
111  laugh  (halt  fee  enough,  and  thou  (halt  weep. 
Softly,  good  Long- coat,  foftly.  [Excwd. 

Enter  Maria  in  a  page's  apparel. 

Maria.  , 
Ceafe  now  thy  fteps,  Maria,  and  look  back 
Upon  that  place,  where  diftrefs'd  Carracus 
Hath  his  fad  being ;  from  whofe  virtuous  bofom 
Shame  hath  conft rain'd  me  fly,  ne'er  to  return. 
1  will  go  feek  fome  unfrequented  path, .   . 
Either  in  defert  woods  or  wildernefe, 
There  to  bewail  my  innocent  mifhaps, 
Which  heaven  hath  juftly  poured  down  on  me, 
In  punifhing  my  difobediency. 

Enter  young  Lord  Wealthy. 

Oh,  fee  my  brother !  [Exit  Maria. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Ho,  you !  three  foot  and  a  half !  why  page,  I  fay  !  'sfoot 
he  is  vanifh'd  as  fuddenly  as  1J  a  dumb  (hew.  If  a  lord  had 
loft  his  way  now,  fo  he  had  been  ferv'd.  But  let  me  fee,  as  I 
take  it,  this  is  the  houfe  of  Carracus ;  a  very  fair  building, 
but  it  looks  as  if  'twere  dead,  I  can  fee  no  breath  come  out  of 
the  chimnies.  But  I  (hall  know  the  ftate  on't  by-and-by,  by 
the  looks  of  fome  ferving-man.    What  ho,  within  here  I 

[Enter  Servant. 

Servant, 
Good  fir,  you  have  your  arms  at  liberty  ?  wilt  pleafe  you  to 
withdraw  your  action  of  battery  ? 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Tes,  indeed,  now  you  have  made  your  appearance.    Is  thy 
living- giver  within,  fir? 

Servant. 
You  mean  my  mailer,  fir  i 

**  aJumbJhewl  i.  e.  one  of  thofe  inexplicable  dumb/hews  ridiculed  by 
Bmmltu    See  Edition  of  Shakfpeare  1778,  voL  X.  p.  284.      S. 

Young 
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Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
You  have  hit  it,  fir,  prais'd  be  your  underftanding.    I  am 
tb  have  conference  with  him  ;  would  you  admit  my  pretence  I 

Servant. 
'  Indeed,  fir,  he  is  at  this  time  not  in  health,  and  may  not  be 
difturb'd. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Sir,  if  he  were  in  the  pangs  of  child-bed,  I'd  fpeak  with 

him. 

Enter  Carracus. 

Carracus* 

Upon  what  caufe,  gay  man  ? 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy* 
*Sfoot,  I  think  he  be  difturb'd  indeed,  he  fpeaks  more  com- 
manding than  a  conftable  at  midnight.    Sir,   my  lord  and 
father,  by  me  a  lord,  hath  fent  thefe  lines  inclos'd,  which  (hew 
his  whole  intent. 

Carracus* 
Let  me  perufe  them ;  if  they  do  portend 
To  the  State's  good,  your  anfwer  (hall  be  fudden, 
Your  entertainment. friendly  ;  but  if  otherwife, 
Our  meaneft  fubject  mail  divide  thy  greatnefs. 
You'd  beft  look  to't,  embafTador. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Is  your  matter  a  ftatefman,  friend  ? 

Servant, 
Alas !  no,  fir ;  he  understands  not  whpt  he  fpeaks. 

Toung  Lord  Wealtty, 
Ay,  but  when  my  father  dies,  I  am  to  be  called  in  for  one 
myfelf,  and  I  hope  to  bear  the  place  as  gravely  as  my  fuccef- 
fors  have  done  before  me. 

Carracus. 
EmbafTador,  I  find  your  matter's  will 
Treats  to  the  good  of  fomewhat,  what  it  is       ■■ 
You  have  your  anfwer,  and  may  now  depart.   ■ 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
I  will  relate  as  much,  fir,  fare  ye  well. 

Carracus*    , 
But  ftay,  I  had  forgotten  quite  our  chief 'ft  affairs : 
Your  matter  farther  writes,  fome  three  lines  lower, 

Of 
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Of  one  Maria  that  is  wife  to  roe, 

That  (he  and  1  fliould  travel  now  with  you 

Unto  his  prefence. 

Toung  Lard  Wealthy. 
Why  now  I  understand  you,  fir :  that  Maria  is  my  filter,  by 
whole  conjunction  you  are  created  brother  to  me,  a  lord, 

Carraciu* 
But,  brother  lord,  we  cannot  go  this  journey. 

Young  Lord  Healthy, 
Alas !  no,  fir,  we  mean  to  ride  it ;  my  lifter  (hall  ride  upon 
my  nag. 

Carracus. 
Come  then,  well  in,  and  ftrive  to  wooe  your  fifter. 
I  have  not  feen  her,  fir,  at  lead  rhefe  three  days. 
They  keep  her  in  a  chamber,  and  tell  me 
She's  tad  afleep  ftill :  you  and  Til  go  fee. 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Content,  fir.  » 

Servant. 
Mad-men  and  fools  agree.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Haddit  and  Rebecca. 

Rebecca. 
When  you  have  got  this  prize,  you  mean  to  lofe  me. 

Haddit. 
Nay,  pr'ythee,  do  not  think  fq ;  if  I  do  not  marry  thee  this 
inftant  night,  may  I  never  enjoy  breath  a  minute  after ! "  by 
heaven  I  refped  not  his  pelf,  thus  much,  but  only  that  I  may 
have  wherewith  to  maintain  thee. 

Rebecca. 
O,  but  to  rob  my  father  tho9  he  be  bad,  the  world  will 
think  ill  of  me* 

Haddit. 
Think  ill  of  thee !  can  the  world  pity  hVm,  that  ne'er  piry'd 
any?  befides,  fince  there  is  no  end  of  his  goods,  nor  begin- 
ning of  his  goodnefs,  had  not  we  as  good  mare  his  drofs  in  his 
life-time,  as  let  controversy  and  lawyers  devour  it  at  his  death  ? 

Rebecca, 
You  have  prevail'd  ;  at  what  hour  is't  you  intend  to  have- 
entrance  into  his  chamber  ? 

6  '     Haddit. 
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Haddit. 
Why,  juft  at  mid-night ;  for  then  our  apparition  will  fecra 
rnoft  tearful.    You'll  make  a  way  that  we  may,  afcend  up 
like  fpirits  ?  ; 

Rebecca, 
I  will;" but  how  many  have  you  made  inftruments  herein? 

Haddit. 
Faith  none,  but  my  coufin  Lightfoot  and  a  player* 

Rebecca. 
But  may  you  truft  the  player  f 

Haddit. 
Oh,  exceeding  well;  we'll  give^him  a  fpeech  he  under-* 
(lands  not.    But,  now  I  think  on't,  what's  to  be  done  with 
your  father's  man,  Peter  ? 

Rebecca. 
Why  the  leaft  quantity  of  drinkj  will  lay  him  dead  afleep.— 
But  hark,  I  hear  my  father    coming ;  foon  in  the  evening  111 
convey  you  in.  , 

Haddit. 
Till  when,  let  this  outward  ceremony  be  a  true  pledge  of 
our  inward  affections,  [Exit  Rebecca, 

So,  this  goes  better  forward  than  the  plantation  in  I4  Virginia: 
but  fee,  here  comes  half  the  Weil-Indies,  whofe  rich  mines 
this  night  I  mean  to  be  ranfacking. 

Enter  Hog,  Lightfoot,  and  Peter. 

Hog. 
Then  you'll  feal  for  this  fmall  lordflnp,  you  fay  ?  To-morrow1 
your  money  {hall  be  rightly  told  up  for  you  to  a  penny. 

Lightfoot. 
I  pray  let  it,  and  that  your  man  may  fet  contents  upon;' 
every  bag, 

HadJit. 
Indeed  by  that  we  may  know  what  we  (teal  without  labour* 
for  the  telling  on't  over.— ^How  now,  gentlemen,  are  ye  agreed 
upon  the  price  of  this  earth  and  clay  ? 

*+  Virginia  .•]    Sec  p.  44. 

Vol*  VI.  D  d  #«.. 
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Ye*  fifth,  Mr.  Haddit,  the  gentleman  your  friend  here 
makes  me  pay  fweetly  fort;  but  let  k  go,  1  hope  to  inherit 
heaven,  if  it  be  but  for  doing  gentlemen  pleafure. ' 

Peter! 

Petet  Servitude. 
Anon,  fir. 

My. 
I  wonder  how  Haddit  came  by  that  gay  fuit  of  cloaths,  all 
his  means  were  confumM  long  fince. 

Peter  Servitude. 
Why,  fir,  being  undone  himfelf*  he  lives  by  the  undoings     , 
or  (by.  lady)  it  may  be  by  the  doing  of  others ;  or  peradven- 
turn  both ;  a decay d  gallant  may  live  by  any  thing,  if  he 
keep  one  thing  &fe» 

H*g. 
Gentlemen,  111  to  the  fcrivener's,  to  caufe  theft  writings  to- 
be  drawn.    • 

Ltghtfat. 

Pray  do,  fir,  well  now  leave  you  till  the  morning* 

Hog. 
Nay,  you  (hall  flay  dinner,  I'll  return  presently ;  Ptttr* 
(bme  beer  here  for  thefe  worfhipful  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Hog  and  Peter* 
Haddit. 
We  (hall  be  bold  no  doubt ;  and  that,  old  penny-father, 
youll  confefi  by  to-morrow  morning. 

Ligbtfbot. 
Then  his  daughter  is  certainly  thine,  and  coodefcend*  to  all 
thywilhes? 

Haddit. 
And  yet  you  would  not  once  believe  iff  as  if  a  female** 
favour  could  not  be  obtain'd  by  any,  but  he  that  wears  the 
cap  of  maintenance'; 

When  'tis  nothing  but  acquaintance,  and  a  bold  fpirit* 
That  may  the  chiefeft  prise  'mongft  all  of  them  inherit* 

Ughtfoot. 
Well,  thou  haft  got  one  deferves  the  bringing  home  with 

trumpets,  and  falls  to  thee  as  miraculoufly  as  the  itioo/*  did 

to, 
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to  the  taylor.  Thank  your  good*  fortune*  But  muft  Hog't 
man  be  made  drank  ? 

'  Hmddit. 
By  all  mean* ;  and  thus  it  (hall  be  effe&ed :  when.be  comet 
in  with  beer,  do  you  upon  fome  flight  occafion  fall  out  with 
him,  and  if  you  give  him  a  cuff  or  two,  it  will  give  him  caufe 
to  know  you  are  the  more  angry ; .  then  will  I  flip  in  and  take 
up  the  matter,  and  ftriving  to  make  you  two  friends*  we'll 
make  him  drunk. 

Lightfoot. 

It's  done  in  conceit  already~fee  where  he  comes* 

v  Enter  Peter* 

Piter  Servitude, 
Wilt  pleafe  you  to  tafte  a  cup  of  September  beer,  gen* 
ffemen? 

Lightfoot. 

Pray  begin,  well  pledge  you,  fir. 

reter  Servitude* 
It's  out,  fir. 

LightfitoU 
Then  my  hand  is  in,  fir.  [Lightfoot  cuffs  him. 

Why  goodman  Hobby-horfe,  if  we  out  of  our  gentility  of- 
fered you  to  begin,  muft  you  out  of  your  rafcality  needs 
take  it? 

HaMt. 
Why,  how  now,  firs*  what's  the  matter? 

Peter  Servitude* 
The  gentleman  here  falls  out  with  me,  upon  nothing  in  the 
world  but  mere  courtefy. 

HaMt. 
By  this  light,  but  he  (hall  not j  why,  coufin  Lightfoot! 

Peter  Servitude, 
Is  fats  name  Lightfoot  ?  a  plague  on  him,  he  has  a  heavy 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

Teung  Lord  Wealthy, 
Peace  be  here  1  for  I  came  late  enough  from  a  madman. 

Dda  UaddH. 
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Haddit. 
My  yoting  lord,  God  fare  you. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
«  And  you  alfo :  I  could  fpeak  it  in  Latin,  but X4  the  phrafe  it 
common* 

Haddit. 
•  True,  my  lord,  and  what's  common  ought  not  much  to  be 
dealt  withal ;  but  I  niuft  defire  your  help,  my  lord;  to  end  a 
controverfy  here,  between  this  gentleman  my  friend,  and 
honeft  Peter,  who  I  dare  be  (Worn  is  as  ignorant  as  your 
lordfhip. . 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
That  I  will ;  but.  my  matters,  thus  much  I'll  fay  unto  you, 
if  fo  be  this  quarrel  may  be  taken  up  peaceably,  without  the 
endangering  of  my  own  perfon,  well  and  good,  otherwife  I 
will  not  meddle  therewith,  for  I  have  been  vei'd  late  enough 
already. 

H&ddit. 
Why  then,  my  lord,  if  it  pleafe  you,  'let  me,  being  your 
inferior,  decree  the  caufe  between  tbem. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
I  do  give  leave,  or  permit. 

Haddit. 
Then  thus  I  will  propound  a  reafonable  motion;   how 
many  cuffs,  Peter,  did  this  gentleman  out  of  his  fury  make 
thee  partaker  of  ? 

Peter  Servitude. 
Three  at  the  leaft,  fir. 

Haddit. 
All  which  were  beftowM  upon  you  forbeginning  firft,  Peter. 

.  Peter  Servitude. 

Yes,  indeed,  fir. 

Haddit. 
Why  then  hear  the  fentence  of  your  fuffering.  You  (hall 
both  down  into  mafter  Hog's  cellar,  Peter ;  and  whereas  yoa 
began  firft  to  him,  fo  (hall  he  there  to  you  ;  and  as  he  gave 
you  three  cutfs,  fo  (hall  you  retort  off,  in  .defiance  of  him, 
three  blackjacks,  which  if  vhe  deny  to  pledge,  then  t,he  glory 

z4  the  phrafe  h  common]    Alluding  to  the  life  of  it  in  Cooke's  City  Gain 
lemt,  commonly  called  Green's  Tu  juagui.    Sec  vol.  VIL 

is 
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is  thine,  and  he  accounted  by  the  wife  difcretion  of  my  lord 
here  a  flincher. 

Omnes. 
A  very  reafonable  motion* 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Why  fo ;  this  is  better  than  being  among  mad-men  yet. 

Haddit. 
Were  you  fo  lately  with  any,  my  lord  ? 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy \  . 
Yes  faith;  111  tell  you  all  in  the  cellar,  how  I  was  taken 
for  an  embaflador ;  and  being  no  fooner  in  the  houfe,  but  the 
mad-man  carries  me  up  into  the  garret  for  a  fpy,  and  very 
roundly  bad  me  untrufs ;  and,  had  not  a  courteous  ferving-man 
convey'd  me  away  whilft  he  went  to  fetch  whips,  I  think  in 
my  confeience,  not  refpeciing  my  honour,  he  would  have 
25  breech'd  me. 

"Haddit. 
By  lady,  and  'twas  to  be  fear'd ;  but  come,  my  lord,  we'll 
hear  the  reft  in  the  cellar. 

And  honed  Peter,  thou  that  haft  been  griev'd, 

My  lord  and  I  will  fee  thee  well  relieved.  [Exeunt. 


ACTUS    QJ5  A  R  TU  S. 

Enter  Albert  in  the  woods. 

TLT  O  W  full  of  fweet  content  had  this  life  been, 

**"*■  If  it  had  been  embraced  but  before 

My  burthenous  confeience  was  fo  fraught  with  fin ! 

But  now  my  griefs  o'erfway  that  happinefs, 

O,  that  fome  letcher,  or  accurs'd  betrayer 

Of  facred  friendlhip,  might  but  here  arrive, 

And  read  the  lines  repentant  on  each  tree, 

That  I  have  carv'd  t'exprefs  my  mifery  \ 

My  admonitions  now  would  fure  convert 

The  finfuU'ft  creature ;  I  could  tell  them  now, 

*s  breech' dm.]  i.  c.  whipp'd  me.  See  Note  48  to  Edward  II.  vol.  II. 
P-  4*3'  1 

Dd3.  How 
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How  idly  Tain  thofc  humans  fpend  their  lives, 

That  daily  grieve,  nor  for  offences'paft, 

But  to  enjoy  fome  wanton's  company ; 

Which  when  obtain'd,  what  is  it,  but  a  blot, 

Which  their  whole  lire's  repentant  e  icaree  can  clear? 

I  could  now  tell  to  friend-betray  ng  man, 

How  black  a  fin  is  hateful  treachery, 

How  heavy  on  their  wretched  foals  'twill  fit, 

When  fearful  death  doth  plant  his  fcgc  but  jiear  them. 

How  heavy  and  atfrightful  will  their  end 

€eem  to  approach  them,  as  jf  the.)  they  knew 

The  full  bei»inniri^  of  their  endlefs  woe 

Were  then  appointed ;  which  aftonifhmentj  ^ 

O  bleft  repentance,  keep  me  Albert  from  I 

And  fuffer  not  defpair  to  overwhelm, 

And  make  a  (hip wreck  of  my  heavy  foul. 

Enter  Maria  like  a  Page. 

Who's  here,  a  page  ?  what  black  difaftroUs  fete 
Can  be  fo  cruel  to  his  pleafing  youth  ? 

Maria* 

So  now,  Maria,  here  thou  muft  forego 
What  nature  lent  thee  to  re-pay  to  death ; 
Famine,  I  thank  thee,  I  have  found  thee  kindeft, 
Thou  fett'ft  *  period  to  my  mifery, 

AUxru 

It  is  Maria,  that  fair  innocent,  * 

Whom  my  abhorred  hift  ha*h  brought  to  this  \ 
I'll  go  for  fuftenance  :  and,  O  ye  powers  ! 
If  ever  true  repentance  won  acceptance, 
O  (hew  it  Albert  now,  and  let  him  fave 
16  This  wronged  beauty  from  untimely  grave.      [Exit  Albert. 

Maria. 

Sure  fomething  fpake,  or  ctfe  my  feebled  fenfe 
Hath  loft  the  ufc  or  its  due  property ; 
Which  is  more  likely,  than  that  in  this  place 
JThe  voice  of  human  creature  (hould  be  heard* 
This  is  far  difiant  from  the  paths  of  men; 

,*  This]    The  qgaito  reads  Bis* 

Nothing 
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Nothing  breathes  here  but  wild  and  ravening  beads, 
With  airy  monfters,  whole  fhadowing  wings  do  feem 
To  caft  a  vail  of  death  in  wicked  livers; 
Which  I  live  dreadleft  of,  and  every  hour 
Strive  to  meet  death,  who  ftiil  unkind  avoids  me: 
But  that  now  gentle  famine  doth  begin 
For  to  give  end  to  my  calamities. 
See,  here  is  carv'd  upon  this  tree's  imooth  bark, 
Lines  knit  in  verfe,  a  chance  far  unexpected; 
Affift  me,  breath,  a  little,  to  unfold 
What  they  include. 

The  writing* 

I  that  have  writ  tbefe  lines  am  one%  wbofe  fin 

It  more  (ban  grievous ;  fir  know,  that  2  have  been 

A,  breaker  of  my faith »,  with  one  whofe  hreqft 

Was  all  compos' d  of  truth:  but  I  digre/?dt 

And  fled  th'  embrace  of  his  dear  frienq/hip's  hvef 

Clafping  tofaljehood9  did  a  villain  prove ; 

As  thus  Jhall  be  exprefi'd:  toy  worthy  friend 

Lov*dafair  beauty,  who  did  condefcend 

In  dear  (ft  affeBion  to  bis  virtuous  will;  i 

He  then  a  night  appointed  to  fulfil 

Hymen's  bleft  d  rites%  and  to  convey  aunty 

His  love's  fair  perfony  to  which  peerlefs  prey 

I  was  acquainted  made)  and  when  tbe  hour  M 

Of  her  e/capi  drew  on9  then  Itfi  did  four 

luraged  appetite  tbro*  all  my  veins% 

And  bafe  defires  in  me  let  loofe  the  reins 

To  my  licentious  will  1  and  that  black  night 9 

When  myfrkmdjbould  have  bad  bis  cbajle  delight^ 

I  feign  d  his  prefence,  ana\  by  her  thought  bim9 

Robb'd  that  fair  virgin  of  her  honour's  gem  : 

For  which  moft  heinous  crime" ,  upon  each  tree  ■ 

I  write  this  fiory,  that  men's  eyes  may  feet 

None  but  a  damnd  one  would  have  done  like  me. 

Is  Albert  then  become  fo  penitent, 

As'  in  thefe  deferts  to  deplore  his  fads, 

Which  his  unfeign'd  repentance  feeros  to  clear  ? 

How  good  man  is,  when  he  laments  his  ill ! 

D  d  4  Who 


414  THE  HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL, 

Who  would  not  pardon  now  that  man's  mifdeeds, 
Whofe  griefs  bewail  them  thus  i  could  I  now  live, 
I  would  remit  thy  fault  with  Carracus : 
But  death  no  longer  will  afford  reprieve 
Of  my  abundant  woes :  wrong'd  Carracus,  farewel ; 
Lave,  and  forgive  thy  wrongs,  for  the  repentance 
Of  him  that  caufed  them  fo  deferves  from  thee ; 
And  fince  niy  eyes  do  witnefs  Albert's  grief, 
J  pardon  Albert,  in  my  wrongs  the  chief. 

Enter  Albert  like  a  hermit, 

Albert. 

How !  pardon  me !  O  found  angelical ! 
But  fee,  fhe  faints.    O  heavens,  now  (hew  your  power? 
That  thefe  diftilted  waters,  made  in  grief, 
May  add  fome  comiort  to  affii&ion : 
Look  up,  fair  youth,  and  fee  a  remedy. 

•    Maria* 

O,  who  difturbs  me  ?  I  was  hand  in  hand, 
Walking  with  death  unto  the  houfe  of  reft. 

Albert, 

Let  death  walk  by  bimfelf  j  if  he  want  company, 
There's  many  thoufands,  boy,  whofe- aged  years 
Have  ta'en  a  furfeit  of  earth's -vanities  j>< 
They  will  go  with  him,  when  he  pleafe  to  call. 
Do  drink,  my  boy,  thy  pieafing  tender,  youth 
Cannot  deferve  to  die ;  no,  it  is  for  us,   - 
Whofe  years  are  laden  by  our  often  fins, 
Singing  the  laft  part  of  our  bleft  repentance, 
Are  fit  for  death  ;  and  none  but  fuch  as  we. 
Death  ought  tp  claim  ;  for  when  he  fnatcheth  youth, 
Jt  {hews  him  but  a  tyrant ;  but  when  age, 
Then  is  he  juft,  and  not  composed  of  rage. 
Jiow  fares  my  lad  ? 

Maria. 
'  Like  one  embracing  death  with  all  his  parts, 
Reaching  at  life  but  with  one  little  finger; 
His  mind  fo  firmly  knit  unto  the  firft, 
That  unto  him  the  Jatter  feems  to  be 
What  may  be  pointed  at,  but  not  DofTefs'cIt 


4fbert. 
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Albert. 

O,  but  thou  (bait  poflefs  it.  , 

If  thou  didft  fear  thy  death  but  as  I  do, 
Thou  wouldft  take  pity,*  tho'  not  of  thyfelf, 
Yet  of  my  aged  years.    Truft  me,  my  boy, 
Thou'fl  ftruck  fuch  deep  companion  in  my  breaft, 
That  all  the  moifture  which  prolongs  my  life 
Will  from  my  eyes  gufh  forth,  if  now  thou  leav'ft  mef 

Maria, 

But  can  we  live  here  in  this  defert  wood  ? 
If  not,  I'll  die,  for  other  places  feem     • 
Like  tortures  to  my  griefs.    May  I  live  here  ? 

Albert. 

Ay,  thou  (halt  live  with  me,  and  I  will  tell  thee 
Such  Grange  occurrents  of  my  fore-paft  life, 
That  all  thy  young-fprung  griefs  (hall  feem  but  fparkf 
To  the  great  fire  of  my  calamities,  , 

Maria. 

Then  I'll  live  only  with  you  for  to  hear 
If  any  human  woes  can  be  like  mine. 
Yet  fince  my  being  in  this  darkfome  defert, 
I  have  read  on  trees  roo^t  lamentable  {lories. 

Albert. 

'Tis  true  indeed,  there's  one  within  thefe  woods 
Who fe  name  is  Albert;  a  man  fo  full  offorrow, 
That  on  each  tree  he  paiTeth  by  he  carves  . 
Such  doleful  lines  for  his  rain  follies  pad, 
That  whbfo  reads  them,  and  not  drown'd  in  tears, 
Mufl  have  a  heart  fram'd  forth  of  adamant. 

Maria. 

And  can  you  help  me  to  the  fight  of  him  i 

Albert. 

Ay,  when  thou  wilt,  he'll  often  come  to  me, 
And  at  my  cave  (it  a  whole  winter's  nighr, 
Recounting  of  his  {lories.    I  tell  thee,  boy, 
Had  he  offended  more  than  did  that  man, 
Who  dole  the  fire  from  heaven,  his  contrition 
Would  appeafe  all  the  gods,  and  quite  revert 
Their  wrath  to  mercy.    But  come,  my  pretty  boy. 

Well 
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Well  to  my  cave,  and  after  (bme  repofe 

Relate  the  fecjuel  of  each  other's  woes.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carracui. 

Carractts. 
What  a  way  have  I  come,  yet  I  kribw  not  whither. 
The  air's  So  cold  this  winter  feafon, 
I'm  fare  a  fool.    Would  any  but  an  a& 
Leave  a  warm  nutted  chamber  and  a  bed, 
To  run  thus  in  the  cold  ?  and  which  is  more, 
To  feek  a  woman,  a  "flight  thing  called  woman  ? 
Creatures,  which  curious  nature  fram'd,  as  I  fuppofe, 
For  rent-receivers  to  her  treafury. 
And  why  I  think  fo  now,  I'll  give  you  imtance ; 
Moft  men  do  know  that  nature's*  felf  hath  made  them 
Mod  profitable  members ;  then  If  fo, 
By  often  trading  in  the  common-wealth. 
TTiey  needs  mud  be  enrichM.;  why  very  good. 
To  whom  ought  beauty  then  repay  this  gain- 
Which  (he  by  nature's  gift  hath  profited, 
But  unto  nature  f  why  all  this  I  grant. 
Why  then  they  ihall  no  more  be  called  women, 
For  I  will  itile  them  thus,  fcorning  their  leave, 
Thofe  that  for  nature  (Jo  much  rent  receive. 
This  is  a  wood  fure,  and  as  I  have  read, 
In  woods  are  echos  which  will  anfwer  men, 
To  every  queilion  which  they  do  propound.    ,7  Echo. 

Echo. 

Carracus* 
O,  are  you  there  f  have  at  ye  then  i'faith. 
Echo,  canlt  tell  me  whether  men  or  women 
Are  for  the  moil  part  damn'd  ? 

Echo. 
Mofl  part  damn'd. 

J7  Ecb».J  Tf\t  idea  of  thefc  anfwers  from  an  Echo  feems  to  hive 
been  taken  from  Lord  Sterling's  Aurora,  4to.  x  604,  Sign.  K  4.  One  of 
the  triumvirate,  Pope,  Gay,  or  Arbuthnot,  but  which  of  them  is  not 
known,  in  a  piece  printed  in  Swift's  Miiceilanies,  may  have  been  in- 
debted for  tbe  lame  thought  to  either  Lord  Sterling  or  the  prefent  Writer. 

Carraais* 
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Of  both  indeed ;  how  true  this  echo  fpeaks ! 
Echo,  now  tell  me  if  amongft  a  thoufand  women 
There  be  one  chafte,  or  none  ? 

Echo* 

None. 

Carracus. 

Why  fo  I  think ;  better  and  better  flill. 
Now  farther :  Echo,  in  a  world  of  men, 
Is  there  one  faithful  to  hit  friend,  or  no  f 

Echo* 

No. 

Carracus, 

Thou  fpeak'ft  mod  true,  for  I  have  found  it  (b. 
Who  faid  thou  waft  a  woman,  Echo,  lies ; 
'Thou  could'ft  not  then  anfwer  fo  much  of  truth. 

•  _ 

Once  more,  good  Echo;  . 

Was  my  Maria  falfe  by  her  pwn  defire, 

Or  was  t  againft  her  will? 

Echo* 

Againft  her  will.  .  ' 

Carracus* 
Troth  it  may  be  fo ;  but  canft  thou  tell, 
Whether  (he  be  dead  or  not  ? 

Echo* 
Not. 

GUTOCttSm 

Not  dead! 

Echo. 

Not  dead. 

Carracus. 
Then  without  queftion  (he  doth  furely  live. 
But  I  do  trouble  thee  too  much,  therefore 
Good  fpeak-truth,  farewei. 

Echo. 
FareweL 

Carracus. 
How  quick  it  anfwers  t  O  that  councilors 
Would  thus  refolve  men's  doubts  without  a  fee  J 
How  many  country  clients  then  might  reft        -    . 

3  Free 
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Free  from  undoing !  no  plodding  pleader  then 

Would  purchafe  great  pofleffioni  with  his  tongue* 

Were  I  fome  demy- god,  or  had  that  power, 

I  wou'd  flraight  make  this  Echo  here  a  judge ; 

He'd  fpend  his  judgment  in  the  open  court 

As  now  to  me,  without  being  once  follicited 

In  his  private  chamber ;  'tis  not  bribes  could  win 

Him  to  o'crfway  men's  right,  nor  could  .he  be 

Led  to  damnation  for  a  little  pelf; 

He  would  not  harbour  malice  in  his  heart, 

Or  envious  hatred,  bafe  defpight  or  grudge, 

But  be  an  upright,  juft,  and  equal  judge. 

But  now  imagine  that  I  mould  confront 

Treacherous  Albert,  who  hath  rais'd  my  front ! 

But  I  fear  this  idle  prate  hath 

Made  me  quite  forget  my  x8  cinque  pace*  ,  [He  dancetb* 

Enter  Albert. 

Albert.  ,    -     ' 

I  heard  the  echo  anfwer  unto  one, 
That  by  his  fpeech  cannot  be  far  remote 
From  off  this  ground ;  and  fee  I  have  defcry'd  him ; 
Oh  heavens !  it's  Carracus,  whofe  reafon's  feat 
Is  now  ufurp'd  by  madnefs  and  diffraction ; 
Which  i,  the  author  of  confufion, 
Have  planted  here  by  my  accurfed  deeds. 

Carracus. 

O,  are  you  come,  fir?  I  was  tending  the  tavern-boy  for 
you ;  I  have  been  pradtifing  here,  and  can  do  none  of  my 
lofty  tricks, 

Albert. 

Good  fir,  if  any  fpark  do  yet  remain 
Of  your  confumed  reafon,  let  me  drive. 

Carracus. 

To  blow  it  out  ?  troth  I  moil  kFndly  thank  you, 
Here's  friendfhip  to  the  life;     But,  father  whey-beard, 
Why  fhould  you  think  me  void  of  reafon's  fife, 
My  youthful  days  being  in  the  height  of  knowledge  ? 

18  citifuc-face.^    A, dance. 

I  mud 
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I  mull  confefs  your  old  years  gain  experience ; 
.But  that  fo  much  o'er- ruled  by  dotage, 
That  what  you  think  experience  (hall  effect, 
Short  memory  deftroys.    What  fay  you  now,  fir? 
Am  I  mad  now,  that  can  anfwer  thus 
To  all  interrogatories? 

Albert. 

%  But  tho'  your  words  do  favour,  fir,  of  judgment* 
Yet  when  they  dejogate  from  the  due  obiervanoe 
Of  fitting  times,  they  ought  to  be  refpected 
No  more,  than  if  a  man  mould  tell  a  tale 
.  Of  feigned  mirth  in  mid  ft  of  extreme  forrows. 

Carrdcus. 
How  did  you  know 

My  forrows,  fir  ?  what  tho'  I  have  loft  a  wife, 

Muft  I  be  therefore  griev'd  ?  am  I  not  happy 

To  be  fo  freed  of  a  continual  trouble  ? 

Had  many  a  man  fuch  fortune  as  I, 

In  what  a  heaven  would  they  think  themfelves, 

Being  releafed  of  all  thofe  threatening  clouds, 

Which  in  the  angry  ikies,  call'd  women's  brows, 

Sit  ever  menacing  tempeftuous  ftorms  i 

But  yet  I  needs  muft  tell  you,  old  December, 

My  wife  was  clear  of  this  ;  within  her  brow, 

She  had  not  a  wrinkle,  nor  a  ftorming  frown ; 

But  like  a  fmooth  well-polifh'd  ivory, 

It  feem'd  fo  pleafant  to  the  looker-on, 

She  was  fo  kind,  of  nature  fo  gentle, 

That  if  fhe'd  done  a  fault,  (he'd  ftraight  go  die  fort; 

Was  not  (he  then  a  rare  one  ? 

What,  weep'ft  thou,  aged  Neftor  ? 

Take  comfort,  man,  Troy  was  ordain'd  by  fate 

To  yield  to  us,  which  we  will  ruinate. 

Albert* 
Good,  fir,  walk  with  me  but  where  you  fee 

The  fhadowing  elms,  within  whofe  circling  round 

There  is  a  holy  ipring,  about  encompaffed 

By  dandling  fycamores  and  violets, 

Whofe  waters  cure  all  human  maladies. 

Few  drops  thereof,  being  fprinkl'd  on  your  temples, 

Revives 
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Revives  your  fading  memory,  and  reftorcs 
Your  fenics  loft  unto  their  perfect  being. 

Garracus. 
Is  it  clear  water,  Grf  and  very  rrdh  ? 
For  I  am  thirfty  ?  mvc%  it  a  better  relifl* 
Than  a  cup  of  dead  wine  with,  flies  in't  t 

Albert. 
Moft  pleaftnt  to  the  mfte ;  pray,  will  you  go ?' 

Carracmu 
Fafier  than  you,  I  believe,  fir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Maria* 

Maria. 
I  am  walk'd  forth  from  my  preferver's  cave, 
To  fearch  about  thefe  woods,  only  to  fee 
The  penitent  Albert,  whofe  repentant  mind 
Each  tree  exprefteth.    O,  that  fome  power  divine 
^Wbuld  hither  fend  my  virtuous  Carracus ! 
Not  for  my  own  content,  but  that  he  might 
See  how  his  diftrefs'd  friend  repents  the  wrong, 
Which  his  rafh  folly,  moft  unfortunate, 
Aded  'gainft  him  and  me ;  which  I  forgive 
A  hundred  times  a  day,  for  that  more  often 
My  eyes  are  witnefs  to  his  fad  complaints ; 
,  How  the  good  hermit  feems  to  (hare  his  moans, 
Which  in  the  day-time  he  deplores  'mongft  trees, 
And  in  the  night  his  cave  is  fill'd  with  fighs ; 
No  other  bed  doth  his  weak  limbs  fupport 
Than  the  cold  earth ;  no  other  harmony 
To  rock  his  cares  afleep,  but  bluftering  winds, 
,  Or  fome  fwift  current,  headlong  ruining  down 
From  a  high  mountain's  top,  pouring  his  force 
Into  the  ocean's  gulf,  where  being  fwalloxvM,  l 
Seems  to  bewail  bis  fall  with  hideous  words : 
No  other  fuftenation  to  fuffice 
What  nature  claims,  but  raw  unfavoury  roots, 
With  troubled  waters,  where  untamed  beads 
Do  bathe  tbemfelvcs. 

Enter 
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Enter  Satyrs^  dance  et  exeunt* 

Ah  me!  what  thing*  are  thefe ! 
What  pretty  harmlefs  things  they  fcera  to  he ! 
As  if  delight  had  no  where  made  abode, 
But  in  their  nimble  fport. 

Enter  Albeit  and  Carracus* 

Yonder's  the  courteous  hermit,  and  with  him 
Albert  it  fcems.    O  fee,  'tis  Carracus ! 
Joy,  do  not  now  confound  me ! 

Carracus. 

Thanks  unto  heavens  and  thee,  thou  holy  many 
I  have  attained  what  doth  adorn  man's  being, 
That  precious  gem  of  rcafon,  by  which  folely 
We  are  difcern'd  from  rude  and  brutifh  beads, 
No  other  difference  being  'twixt  us  and  them. 
How  to  repay  this  more  than  earthly  kindneis 
Lies  not  within  my  power,  but  in  his 
That  hath  indu'd  thee  with  celeftial  gifts, 
To  whom  I'll  pray,  he  may  bellow  on  thee 
What  thou  deferv'il,  Weft  immortality* 

Albert. 

Which  unto  you  befall,  thereof  moft  worthy* 
But,  virtuous  fir,  what  I  will  now  requeft 
From  your  true  generous  nature,  is,  that  you  would 
Be  pleasM  to  pardon  that  repentant  wight 
Whofe  finful  (lory  upon  yon  tree's  bark 
Yourfelf  did  read,  for  that  you  fay,  to  you, 
Thofe  wrongs  were  done. 

Carracus. 

Indeed  they  were,  and  to  a  dear  wife  loft  ; 
Yet  I  forgive  him,  as  I  wilh  the  heavens 
May  pardon  me. 

Maria. 

So  doth  Maria  too.  [She  dlfcovert  berfelf. 

Carracus. 

Lives  my  Maria  then  ?  what  gracious  planet 
Gave  thee  fafe  condudt  to  thefe  defert  woods  I 

Marts, 
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Maria. 
My  late  mifhap  (repented  now  by  all. 
And  therefore  paidon'd)  compell'd  me  to  fly, 
Where  I  had  perifhed  for  want  of  food* 
Had  not  this  courteous  man  awak'd  mjr  fenfc,  . 
In  which  death's  felf  had  partly  intereft. 

Carracus. 
Alas,  Maria !  I  am  fo  far  indebted 
To  him  already,  for  the  late  recovery  of 
My  own  weaknefs,  that  'tis  iropoffible 
For  us  to  attribute  fufficient  thanks 
For  fuch  abundant  good. 

Men. 
I  rather  ought  to  thank  the  heaven's  creator, 
That  he  vouchfaf  *d  me  fuch  efpecial  grace, 
In  doing  fo  fmall  a  good ;  which  could  1  hourly 
Beftow  on  all,  yet  could  I  not  afluage 
The  fwelling  rancor  of  my  fore-pall;  crimes. 

Carracus. 
O,  fir,  defpair  not ;  for  your  courfe  of  life 
(Were  your  fins  far  more  odious  than  they  be) 
Doth  move  companion  and  pure  clemency 
In  the  all-ruling  judge,  whofe  powerful  mercy 
O'erfways  his  juftice,  and  extends  itfelf 
To  all  repentant  minds.    He's  happier  far 
That  fins,  and  can  repent  him  of  his  fin, 
Than  the  felf-juftifierj  who  doth  furmife 
By  his  own  works  to  gain  falvation ; 
Seeming  to  reach  at  heaven,  he  clafps  damnation* 
You  then  are  happy,  and  our  penitent  friend, 
To  whofe  wiih'd  prefence  pleafeyou  now  to  bring  us, 
That  in  our  gladfome  arms  we  may  infold 
His  much-efteemed  perfbn,  and  forgive 
The  injuries  of  his  rafh  follies  pail. 

Albert. 
Then  fee  falfe  Albert  proftrate  at  your  feet, 

[He  dijcovers  bimftlf* 
Defiring  juftice  for  his  heinous  ill. 

Carracus* 


i 
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Carracus. 
Is  it  you  ?  Albert's  felf,  that  hath  preferv'd  us  ? 
O  bleft  bewailer  of  thy  mifery  ! 

Maria. 
And  woefull'ft  liver  in  calamity  ! 

Carracus. 
From  which,  right  worthy  friend,  'tis  now  high  time 
You  be  releas'd  ;  come  then,  you  (hall  with  us. 
Our  firft  and  chiefeft  welcome,  my  Maria, 
We  (hall  receive  at  your  good  father's  houfe  ; 
Who,  as  I  do  .remember,  in  my  frenzy 
Sent  a  kind  letter,  which  defir'd  our  pre  fence. 

Albert. 
So  pleafe  you,  virtuous  pa\r,  Albert  will  ftayf 
And  fpend  the  remnant  ot  this  wear i (bine  life 
In  thefe  dark  woods. 

Carracus. 
Then  you  neglect  the  comforts  heav'n  doth  fend 
To  your  abode  on  earth.     If  you  ftay  here, 
Your  life  may  end  in  torture,  by  the  cruelty 
Of  fome  wild  ravenous  beafts ;  but  if  'mongft  men. 
When  you  depart,  the  faithful  prayers  of  many 
Will  much  avail,  to  crown  your  foul  with  blifs. 

Albert. 
Lov'd  Carracus,  I  have  found  in  thy  convcrle 
Comfort  fo  bleft,  that  nothing  now  but  death 
Shall  caufe  a  feparation  in  our  being. 

Maria. 
Which  heaven  confirm ! 

Carracus. 
Thus  by  the  breach  of  faith,  our  friendmip's  knit 
In  ftronger  bonds  of  love. 

Albert. 
Heaven  fo  continue  it !  [Exeunt* 


Vol.  VI.  E  e  ACTUS 
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<  ACTUS    Qja  I  N  T  U  S. 

Enter  Hog  in  bis  chamber,  with  Rebecca  laying  down  bis  bed* 
and,  Jeeming  to  put  the  keys  under  his  bolJicr%  con&eyttb-  them 
into  her  fociet. 

Hog. 

SO,  have  you  laid  the  keys  of  the  outward,  door* 
Under  my  boliter  ? 

Rebecca: 

Yes,  fcrfoorh. 

Hog. 

Go  your  way  to  bed  then.  {Exit  Rebecca* 

I  wonder  who  did  at  the  firft  invent 
Thefe  beds,  the  breeders  of  difeafe  and.floth: 
He  was  no  foldier  lure,  nor  no  icholar, 
And  yet  he  might  be  very  well  a  courtier ; 
For  no  good  huftand  would  have  been  To  idlo» 
No  ufurer -neither;  yet  here  the  bed  affords     \Difc.bh.goUL 
Store  of  fweet  golden  (lumbers  unro  him* 
Here  fleeps  command  in  war ;  C&far  by  this 
Ohtain'd  his  triumphs ;  this  will  fight  man's  caufe» 
When  fathers,  brethien,.and  the  near'ft  of  friends,. 
Leave  to  affitt  him  ;  all  content  to  this 
Is  merely  vain ;  the  lovers  whofe  affections 
Do  fympathize  together  in  full  pleafure, 
Deban'd  ui  this,  tneir  fummer  fudden  ends ; 
And  care,  the  winter  to  their  former  joys, 
Breathes  fuch  a  cold  blaft  on  their  turtles  bills; 
Having  not  this,  (o  fhrowd  him  forth  his  ftorm$v 
They  ltraight  are  forcd  to.make  a  l'eparatioa, 
And  lo  live  under  thofe  that  rule  o'er  this. 
The  gallant,  whofe  illuftrious  outiide  draws 
The  e) ea  of  wantons,  to  behold  with  wonder 
His  rare-fhap'd  parts,  for  fo  he  thinks  they  be>. 
Deck'd  in  the  robes  of  glittering  gallantry  ; 
Having  not  this  attendant  on  his  perfon,  c 

Walks  with  a  cloudy  brow,  andfeems  to  all 
A  great  contemner  of  fbciety ; 


I 
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Kot  for  the  hate  he  bears  to  company, 
But  for  the  want  of  this  ability.  , 

0  (ilver !  thou  that  art  the  bafefl  captive, 
Kept  in  this  prifon ;  how  manyxpale  offenders 
For  thee  have  fuffer'd  ruin  ?    Bur,  O  my  gold  ! 

Thy  fight's  moie  pleafing  than  the  feemly  lock*  , 

Of  yellow-hair'd  Apollo  ;  and  thy  touch 

More  lniooth  and  dainty,  than  the  down-foft  white 

Of  lady's  tempting  breaft:  thy  bright  afpe& 

Dims  the  greateil  lurtre  of  heaven*s  waggoner. 

.But  why  go  I  about  to  extol  thy  worth, 

Knowing  that  poets  cannot  compafs  it  ? 

But  now  give  place,  my  gold,  for  here's  a  power 

Of  greater  glory  and  fupremacy 

Ob  feu  res  thy  being  j  here  fits  enthroniz'd 

The  fparkling  diamond,  whofe  bright  reflexion 

Cads  iuch  a  iplcndor  on  thefe  other  gems, 

'Mongft  which  he  lo  majeitical  appears, 

As  if   "    now  my  good  angels  guard  me ! 

AJlaJb  offire%  and  Lightfoot  afcends  like  afplriu 

Lightfoou 
Melior  *vigilantia  foTttno. 
Stand  not  amaz'd,  good  man,  for  what  appears 
Shall  add  to  thy  content ;  be  void  of  fears; 

1  am  the  Ihadow  of  rich  kindly  Croefus, 
Sent  by  his  greatntrfs  from  the  lower  world 
To  make  thee  mighty,  and  to  fway  on  earth 
By  thy  abundant  flore,  as  he  himfelf  doth 
In  Ely  Hum ;  how  he  reigneth  there, 

His  (hadow  will  unfold ;  give  thou  then  ear* 
In  under- air,  where  fair  Elyfium  {lands, 
Beyond  the  river  ftiled  Acheron, 
He  hath  a  cattle  built  of  adamant ; 
Not  fram'd  by  vain  enchantment,  but  there  fix'd 
By  the  all-burnmg  hands  of  warlike  fpirits, 
Whofe  windows  are  compos'd  of  purelt  tryflalf 
And  deck'd  within  with  oriental  pearls : 
There  the  great  fpirit  of  Craftis*  royal  fejf 
Keeps  his  abode  in  joyous  happi  ne(s. 

£  e  2  Ht 
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He  is  not  torturM  there,  as  poets  feign, 
With  molten  gold  and  fulphry  flames  of  fire, 
Or  any  fuch  molefting  perturbation ; 
But  there  reputed  as  a  demi-god, 
Feafling  with  Pluto  and  his  Proferpine, 
Night  after  night  with  all  delicious  cares, 
With  greater  glory  than  feven  kingdoms  Hates. 
Now  farther  know  the  caufe  of  my  appearance ; 
The  kingly  Croefus  having  by  fame's  ti  iimp 
I-feard,  that  thy  lov'd  defires  lhnd  afFe&ed . 
To  the  obtaining  of  abundant  wealth, 
Sends  me,  his  (hade,  thus  much  to  fignify. 
That  if  thou  wilt  become  famous  on  earth,    • 
He'll  give  to  thee  even  more  than  infinite ; 
And  after  death  with  him  thou  (halt  partake 
The  rare  delights  beyond  the  Stygian  lake. 

Hog. 
Great  Croefus'  (hadow  may  difpofe  of  me 
To  what  he  pleafeth. 

Lightfoot, 
So  fpeaks  obediency. 
For  which  I'll  raiie  thy  lowly  thoughts  as  high,  , 
As  Crcefus's  were  in  his  mortality. 
Stand  then  undaunted,  whilft  I  raife  thofe  fpirits, 
By  whofe  laborious  talk  and  induftry 
Thy  treafure  (hall  abound  and  multiply* 
Afcend  A/car  ion,  thou  that  art 
A  powerful  Jpirit,  and  dojl  convert 
Silver  to  gold;  I  jay  a/and. 

And  on  me9  Crajus  Jhade,  attend^  .    ,  j 

To  work  the  pleafure  of  his  will. 

The  Player  appears. 

Player. 
What  would  then  Croefus  lilt  to  fill 
Some  mortals  coffers  tip  with  gold, 
Changing  the  filver  it  doth  hold? 
By  that  pure  metal,  if*t  be  fo, 
By  the  infernal  gates  I  fwear,  ^ 
Where  Rhadamanth  doth  domineer ; 
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By  Croefus'  name  and  by  his  caftle, 
Where  winter  nights  he  keepeth  I9  waffail ; 
By  Demogorgon  and  the  fates, 
And  by  all  theft  low  country  ftates ; 
Thar,  after  knowledge  of  thy  mind,' 
Afcarion,  li  e  the  fwift-pac'd  wind, 
Will  fly  to  finilh  thy  command. 

Take  then  this  filverout  ot  hand, 
And  bear  it  to  the  river  Tagus, 
Beyond  th'abode  of  Archi- Magus ; 
Whofe  golden  fands  upon  it  caft, 
Transform  it  into  gold  at  lair. : 
Which  being  effected  ftraight  return* 
And  ludden  too,  or  I  will  fpurn 
This  trunk  of  thine  into  the  pit, 
Where  ,all  the  hellifh  furies  fit,  •    >    . 

Scratching  their  eyes  out.     Quick  I  begone! 

Player.  ■     x 

Swifter  in  courfe  than  doth  the  fun. 

Ligbtfoot. 

How  far'ft  thou,  mortal  ?  be  not  terrify'd 
At  thefe  infernal  motions ;  know  that  fhortly 

W  waJTail]  Verftigan,  in  his  Rtjlitutitm  of  Decayed  Intelligence,  1634^ 
p.  126.  gives  the  following  account  of  the  origin  o(  this  terni :  "  As 
44  this  Lady  (i.  e.  Rowena)  was  very  beautifull,  fo  was  (he  of  a  very 
"  comely  deportment,  and  Hingiftus,  having  invited  King  Vortiger  to  a 
44  fuppcr,  at  his  new-builded  caftle,  caufed  that  after  fupper^  ine,  came 
4t  foorth  of  her  chamber  into  the  King's  prefence,  with  a  cup  of  gold 
*'  filled  with  wipe  in  her  hand,  and  making  in  very  feeracly  manner  a 
"  low  reverence  unto  the  King,  fayd,  with  a  pleafing  grace  andcounte- 
*'  nance  in  our  ancient  language,  lYaes  heal  hlaford  Cynlng,  which  is,  being 
44  rightly  expounded  according  to  our  prefent  fpeech,  be  of  health  Lord 
41  King,  for  as  was  is  our  verbe  of  the  pretcrimperfe^t  tenfe,  or  preter- 
4t  perfect  tenfe,  fignifying  have  bin,  fo  was  being  the  fame  verb  in  the 
44  imperative  mood,  arid  now  pronounced  wax,  is  as  much  as  to  fay 
44  grow,  be,  or  become  :  and  waes-hcal,  by  corruption  of  pronotfheiatton, 
41  afterwards  became  to  be  wajaile.  The  king  not  uiaderftanding  what 
44  ihee  faid,  demaunded  it  of  his  chamberlaine,  who  was  his  interpreter, 
"  and  when  he  knew/  what  it  was,  he  aiked  him  how  he  might  againe 
"  anfwer  her,  in  her  owne  language,  whereof  being  informed  he  fayd 
"  unto  her  Dtinc  heal,  that  is  to  fay,  Drink  health."  See  alio  Note  79 
to  The  Ordinary ,  vol.  X.  p.  380. 

E  e  3  Great 


Exit  Player. 
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Great  Crams'  ghoft  (hall,  in  the.love  be  bean  thee,    . 
Give  thee  fufficient  power  by  thy  own  worth 
To  raife  fuch  fpirics. 

Crocfus  is  much  too  liberal  in  his  favour 
To  one  fo  far  defertlefs  as  poor  Hog. 

Ugbtfoot* 

Poor  H>g !  O  fpeak  not  that  word  poor  again* 
Left  the  whole  apple-tree  of  Crcefus*  bounty, 
Crack-d  into  fhivers,  overthrow  thy  fortunes  ! 
For  he  abhors  the  name  of  poverty, 
And  will  grow  fick  to  hear  it  fpoke  by  thofe, 
Whom  he  intends  to  raife. — But  fee,  the  twilight. 
Pofting  before  the  chariot  of  the  fun, 
Brings  word  of  his  approach ; 
We  muft  be  fudden,  and  with  fpeed  rajfe  up 
,  The  fpirit  Bazan,  that  can  ftraight  transform 
Gold  into  pearl  \  be  ftill  and  circumfpedfc. 
.  Bazan,  afcend  up  from  the  treasure 
Of  PlutOy  where  thou  didjl  at  pkafure 
Metamorphofe  all  his  ^old 
Into  pearl,  which  9bove  a  thoufandfild 
Exceeds  the  value ;  quichjy  rife 
To  Crafos9  Jbade,  who  hath  a  prize 
To  ke  performed  by  tby  jlrcngtb* 

/ 

Haddit  afcends.* 

Haddit. 
I  am  no  fencer,  yet  at  length 
From  Pluto's  prefence  and  the  hall. 
Where  Proferpine  keeps  feiHval, 
I'm  hither  come :  and  now  I  fee, 
To  what  intent  I'm  raUM  by  thee  x 
Jt  is  to  make  that  mortal  rich, 
That  at  his  fame  men's  ears  may  itch, 
When  they  do  hear  but  of  his  ilore. 
He  hath  one  daughter,  and  no  more, 
JjVhich  all  the  lower  powers  decree^ 
She  to  one  Wealthy  wedded  be ; 


?y 
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Bv  which  conjunction  there  (hall  fpring, 
Young  heirs  to  Hog,  whereon/to  fling 
His  mafs  of  treafure  when  he  dies  ,* 
Thus  Bazan  truly  prophefies. 
But  come,  roy  talk  ?   J  Jong  to  rear 
His  fame  above  the  bemifphere. 

Light  foot  m  ' 

Take  then  the  gold  which  here  doth  lie, 
And  quick  return  it  by-and-by 
All  in  choice  pearL     Whither  to  go, 
I  need  not  tell  you,  for  you  know. 

Haddit. 

Indeed  I  do,  and  Hog  fhall  find  itfo.  [Afide. 

{£**Haddit. 
Light  foot. 
Now,  mortal,  there  is  nothing  doth  remain, 
*Twixt  rhee  and  thine  abundance,  only  this ; 
Turn  thy  eyes  eaftward,  for  from  thence  appears 
Afcarion  with  thy  gold,  which  having  brought, 
And  at  thy  foot  furrender'd,  make  obeyfance ; 
Then  turn  about  and  fix  thy  tapers  w  eft  ward, 
From  whence  great  Bazan  brings  thy  orient  pearly 
Who'll  lay  it  at  thy  feet  much  tike  the  former. 

Hog. 
Then  I  mufi  make  to  him  obeyfance  thus. 

Lightfoot. 

Who  fo ;  in  mean  time  Creel  us'  (hade  will  reft 
Upon  thy  bed  ;  but  above  all  take  heed, 
You  fuffer  not  your  eyes  to  dray  afide 
From  the  direct  point  I  have  fet  thee  at : 
For  though  the  fpirit  do  delay  the  time, 
And  not  return  your  treafure  fpeedily — **•- 

Hog. 
Let  the  lofs  light  on  me,  if  I  neglect 
Or  overflip  what  Crcefus'  (hade  commands*  , 

Lightfoot. 
[Afide.]  So,  now  pra&ife  {landing,  though  it  be  nothing 
agreeable  to  your  Hog's  age.    Let  me  fee,  among  thefe' writ- 
ings is  my  nephew  tJaddit's  mortgage ;  but  in  taking  that  it 
may  breed  fuipe&  on  us;   wherefore  this  box  of  jewels  will 

£  e  4  ftand 


440   THE  HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL. 

ft  and-  far  better,  and  let  that  alone.    It  is  now  break  of  day, 
and  near  by  this  the  marriage  is  confirm'd  betwixt  my  coufin 
and  great  Crcefus's  friend's  daughter  here,  whom  I  will  now 
leave  to  his  moil  weighty  cogitations. 
.So,  gentle  fir,  adieu  ;  time  not  permits 
To  hear  thofe  paffions,  and  thofe  frantick  fits 
You're  fubjccl:  to,  when  you  fhall  find  how  true 
Great  Croefus'  (hade  hath  made  an  afs  of  you.  [Exit, 

Hog. 
Let  me  now  ruminate  to  my  lei  f,  why  Croefus  fhould  be  fo 
great  a  favourer  to  me. — And  yet  to  what  end  fhould  I  defire 
to  know  ?  I  think  it  is  fufiicient  it  is  fo  {  and  I  would  he  had 
been  fo  fooner,  for  he  and  his  fpirits  would  have  fav'd  me 
much  labour  in  the  purchafing  of  wealth ;  but  then,  indeed,  it 
would  have,  been  the  condition  of  two  or  three  fcriveners, 
which,  by  my  means,  have  been  properly  rais'd. — But  novv 
imagine  this  only  a  trick,  whereby  I  may  be  gull'd  ;  but  how 
can  that  be  ?  are  not  my  doors  lock'd  ?  have  I  nor  feen,  with 
my  own  eyes,  the  afccnding  of  the  fpirits  i  have  I  hot  heard, 
with  my  own  ears,  the  invocations  wherewith  they  were 
rais'd  ?  could  any  but  fpirits  appear  through  fo  firm  a  floor  as 
this  is?  'tis,  impoffible. — But,  hark,  I  hear,  the  fpirit  Afcarion 
coming  with  my  gold.  O  bountiful  Croefus !  I'll  build  a. 
temple  to  thy  mightmefs ! 

Enter  young  Lord  Wealthy  and  Peter  Servitude. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

0  Peter,  how  long  have  we  ilept  upon  the  hogfhead  I 

Peter  Servitude* 

1  think  a  dozen  hours,  my  lord,  and  'tis  nothing:  1*11  un- 
dertake to  deep  fix  teen,  upon  the  receipt  of  two  cups  of 
mufkadine ,0. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
I  marvel  what's  become  of  Haddit  and  Lightfopt ! 

Peter  Servitude 
Hang  'em,  flinchers ;  they  flunk  away  as  foon  as  they  had 
drank  as  much  as  they  were  able  to  carry,  which  no  generous 
fpirit  would  ha'  done,  indeed. 

*°  mujkad\ne\  or  mufcadel.  A  kind  of  wine  fo  called,  becaufe  for 
fweetneis  and  unell  it  refembles  muik.     It  comes  from  the  Iflc  of  Crete. 

•     '      .  "     .         •  Young 
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Young  Lord  Wealthy, 
Yet  I  believe  Haddit  had  his  part ;  for,  to  my  thinking,  the 
cellar  went  round  with  him  when  he  left  us.    But  are  we 
come  to  a  bed  yet  \  I  mud  needs  deep, 

Peter  Servitude. 

Come  foftly,  by  ah/  means;  for  we  are  now  upon  the 

threihold  of  my  matter's  chamber,  rhrough  which  I'll  bring  you 

to  miftrefs  Rebecca's  lodging :  give  me  your  hand,  and  come 

very  nicely.  [Peter  falls  into  the  hole. 

Young  Lord, Wealthy., 

.  Where  art,  Peter  I 

Peter  Servitude* 

0  ho! 

Young  Lord  Wealth}. 
Where's  this  noife,  Peter,  cauft  tell  ? 

Hog. 

1  hear  the  voice  of  my  adopted  fon-in-law. 

Young  Lord  Wealth}. 
Why,  Peter,  wilt  not  anfwer  me  ? 

Peter  Servitude. 
O,  my  lord,  above,  (laud  {till ;  I'm  falPn  down  at  leaft  thirty 
fathom  deep;  if  you  {land  not  ftill  till  I  recover,  and  have 
lighten  a  candle,  you're  but  a  dead  man. 

Hog. 
I  am  robb'd,  I  am  undone,  I  am  deluded:  who's  in  my 
chamber  ? 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
'Tis  I,  the  lord  your  ion  that  (hall  be :  upon  my  honour  I 
came  not  to  rob  you. 

Hog. 
I  (hall  run  mad !  I  (hall  run  mad ! 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Why,  then,  'tis  my  fortune  to  be  terrified  with  madmen. 

Enter  Peter  Servitude  with  a  candle. 

Peter  Servitude. 
Where  are  you,  my  lord? 

Hog. 
Here,  my  lady :  where  are  you,  rogue,  when  thieves  break 
into  my  houfe? 

Peter 
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Peter  Servitude, 
Breaking  my  neck  in  your  fervice,  a  plague  on*t. 

-    Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
But  are  you  rcbb'd,  indeed,  fatter  Hog  I  of  how  muck,  I 
pray? 

Hog. 
Of  all,  of  all ;  fee  here,  they  have  left  me  nothing  but  two 
or  three  roils  of  parchment ;  here  they  came  up  like  fpirits,  and. 
took  my  diver,  gold  and  jewels.     Where's  my  daughter  / 

Peter  Servitude. 
She's  not  m  the  houfe,  fir :  the  (rreet  doors  are  wide  open. 

Young  Lord.  Wealthy. 
Nay,  'tis  no  matter  where  (he  is  now :  (hell  fcarce  be  worth 
a  thouland  pound,  and  that's  but  a  taylor's  prize, 

Hog. 
Then  youll  not  have  her,  fir  t 

Young  Lord  Wealthy* 
No,  as  I  hope  to  live  in  peace. 

Why  bt't  fof  be't  fo ;  confufion  cannot  come  In  a  fitter 
time  on  all  of  us.  O  bountiful  Croefus !  how  fine  thy  (hadow 
kath  devoured  my  fubftance ! 

Peter  Servitude. 
Good,  my  lord,  promife  him  to  marry  his  daughter,  or  he 
will  be  mad  prefently,  tho*  you  never  intend  to  have  her. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
»Well,  fattier  Hog,  tho'  you  are  undone,  your  daughter 
(hall  not  be,  fo  long  as  a  lord  can  (land  her  in  any  uead. 
Come,  yoa  (ball  with  me  to  my  lord  and  father,  whofe  war- 
rants we  will  have  for  the  apprehending  of  all  fufpicious 
livers;  and,  *tho'  the  labour  be  infinite,  you  muft  confider 
your  lofs  is  fo. 

Hog, 
'  Come,  Ffl  dp  any  thing  to  gain  my  gold. 

Peter  Servitude. 
Till  which  be  had,  my  fare  will  be  but  cold.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Haddit,  Rebecca,  Lightfoot,  and  Prieft. 

Haddit. 
Now,  Mr.  parfon,  we  will  no  farther  trouble  you ;  and,  for 
the  tying  of  our  true  love-knot,  here's  a  (mall  amends. 
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Prieft. 
'Tis  more  than  due,  fir ;  yet  Til  take  it  al!, 
Should  kindnefs  bte  defpia'd,  good-will  would  fajl 
Unto  a  lower  ebb,  fhould  we  deteft 
The  grateful  giver's  gift,  wrijjimo  eft*    x 

HadAit. 
It's  true,  indeed  ;  good-morrow,, honed  par/on, 

Prieft. 
.  Yet,  if  you  pleafe,  fir  John  will  back  furrender 
The  overplus  or  what  you  now  did  tender. 

HatUit. 
,0,  by  no  mpans,  I  pr*ythee;  friend,  good- morrow". 

Ligbtfoot. 
Why,  if  you  pleafe,  fir  John,  tomereftore 
The  overplus,  Til  give  ic  to  the  poor. 

Prirji. 
O  pardon,  fir ;  for,  by  your  worihip*s  fcave, 
$Ve  ought  to  give  from  whence  we  do  receive. 

fiaddit. 
Why  thep  to  me,  fir  John. 

Pritjt. 
To  all  a  kind  gocd-morrow.  %  [Exit  Prieft. 

•  Haddiu 

A  moft  fine  vicar  ;  there  was  no  other  means  to  be  rid  of 
him.    JBut  why  are  you  io  fad,  Rebecca  \ 

Rebecca, 
To  think  in  what  eltate  my  father  is* 
When  he  beholds  that  he  is  merely  gull'd. 

HqddiU 

Nay,  be  not  grieved  for  that  which  fhould  rather  give  you 
caufe  of  content ;  for  'twill  be  a  mpans  to  make  him  abandon 
liis  avarice,  and  fave  a  foul  almoft  incurable.  But  now  to 
pur  own  affairs :  this  marriage  of  purs  muft  not  yet  be  known, 
left  it  breed  fufpicion.  We  will  brings  you,  Rebecca,  untp 
Atlas's  houfe,  whilft  we  two.  go  unto  the  old  lord  Wealthy's. 
having  fome  acquaintance  with  his  fon-in-law  Carracus,  who 
I  underftand  is  there;  where  no  cjueftion  but  we  mail  find 
your  father  proclaiming  his  lofs  :  thither  you  (hall  come  fomc- 
what  after  us,  as  it  were  to  feck  hi  m ;  where  I  doubt  not  but 
fo  to  order  the  matter,  that  I  will  leceive  you  as  my  wife  frorn 

b"  ?»»  band»-  "'■■■■■  .     ■9tkua 
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Rebecca. 
May  it  fo  happy  prove  ! 

Ligbtfoot. 
Amen,  fay  I ;  for,  (hould  our  laft  trick  be  known,  great 
Crotius'lhade  would  have  a  conjur'd  time  on't. 

Haddit. 
Tit  true,  his  caltle  of  adamant  would  fcarce  hold  him  :  but 
come,  this  will  be  good  caufe  for  laughter  hereafter. 
Then  we'll  relate  how  this  great  bird  was  puil'd 
Or  his  rich  feathers,  ahd  mod  finely  gull'd.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  with  Carracus,  Maria,  and  Albert, 

Old  Lard  Wealthy. 
More  welcome,  Carracus,  than  friendly  truce 
To  a  befieged  city  all  diftreft  : 
How  early  this  glad  morning  are  you- come 
To  make  me  happy  r*  for  pardon  or  your  offence, 
I've  given  a  bleffing,  which  may  heaven  confirm 
In  treble  manner  on  your  virtuous  lives  ! 

Carracus. 
*  And  may  our  lives  and  duty  daily  ftrive 
To  be  found  worthy  of  that  loving  favour, 
Which,  from  your  reverend  age,  we  now  receive  . 
Without  defert  or  merit ! 

Enter  young  Lord  Wealthy,  Hog,  and  Peter. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Room  for  a  defirer  of  juftice  !  what,  my  fitter 
Maria !  who  thought  to  have  met  you  here  ? 

Maria. 
You  may  fee,  brother,   unlook'd-for   guefls,    prove  often 

troublefome. 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

Well,  but  is  your  hufband  there  any  quieter  than  he  was  ? 

Carracus, 
Sir,  I  muft  defire  you  to  forget  all  injuries,  if,  in  not  being 
myfelf,  I  offered  you  any. 

Albert. 

Ill  fee  that  peace  concluded. 

Young 


THE  HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL.    445 

Toung  Lord  Wealthy. 
Which  I  agree  to ;  for  patience  is  a  virtue,  father  Hog. 

*    Old  Lord  Wealtfjy.  # 
Was  it  you,  fon,  that  cried  fb  loud  For  juftice  ? 

Young  Lord  Wealthy. 
Yes,  marry  was  it,  and  this  the  partv  to  whom  it  appertains. 

O,  my  moft  honour'd  lord,  1  am  unddne,  robb'd,  this  black* 
night,  of  all  the  wealth  and  treafure  wh  ch  thefe  many  years  I 
have  hourly  laboured- for. 

Old  Lord  fPealtly. 
And  who  are  thole  have  done  this  outrage  to  you  ? 

Hog. 

0  knew  I  that,  I  then,  my  lord,  were  happy. 

Old  Lord  Wealtly. 
Come  you  for  juftice  then,  not  knowing  'gainfr,  whom  the  ' 
courfe  of  juftice  mould  extend  itfelf?  Nor  yet  fuipect  you 

none  ? 

•  Hog*  , 

Ndne  but  the  devil. 

Young  Lord  Weahty. 

1  thought  he  was  a  cheater,  e'er  fin ce  I  heard  two  or  three 
"  Templers  fwear  at  dice,  the  laft  Chriltmas,  that  the  devil  had 
got  all. 

Enter  Haddit  and  Lightfbot. 

Haddlt.  J 

My  kind  acquaintance,  joy  to  thy  good  fuccefs.  ' 

Carracus. 
Noble  and  freeborn  Haddit,  welcome. 

Lightfoou 
Mr.  Hog,  good-day. 

Hog. 
For  I  have  had  a  bad  night  on't. 

Lightfoot. 
Sicknefs  is  incident  to  age  :  what,  be  the  writings  ready  to 
be  ieal'd  we  in  treated  laft  day  i 

**  Tlmpleri—Cbryimas]     See  Note  to  The  Match  at  Midnight,  vol.  VII. 

Hog. 
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Hog. 
Yes,  I  think  they  are  ;  would  the  fcrivener  were  paid  for 
the  making  them. 

Ligbtfoot. 

He  (hall  be  fo,  though  I  do't  royfelf.    is  the  money  put  up# 
as  1  appointed  ?    * 

Hog- 
Yes,  'tis  put  up :  cofcfufion  teize  the  receivers  J 

Ligbtfoot, 
Heaven  blefs  us  all !  what  mean  you,  fir  ? 

Hog. 

O,  fir,  I  was  robb'd  this  night  of  all  I  had ; 
My  daughter  too  is  loll,  and  1  undone. 

Ligbtfoot* 
Marry,  God  forbid  !  after  what  manner,  I  pray  ? 

a*. 

O,  to  recount,  fir,  will  breed  more  ruth 
Than  diu  the  tale  of  that  high  "  Trojan  duke 
To  the -fad  fated  Carthaginian  queen.     *• 

Haddiu  ' 
What  exclamation's  that  ? 

Ligbtfoot. 
What  you  will  grieve  at,  cuz; 
Your  worth ipful  friend,  Mr.  Hog,  is  robbM* 

HaddiU 
>    Robb'd !  by  whom,  or  how  ? 

Ligbtfeot. 
O,  there's  the  grief:  he  knows  not  whom  to  fufpe6f« 

Haddit. 
The  fear  of  hell  o'ertake  thera,  whofoe'er  they  be.    But 
where's  your  daughter  ?  I  hope  (he  is  fafe. 

Enter  Rebecca. 

Hog.  .     , 

Thank  heaven,  I  fee  {he's  now  fo.    Where  haft  thou  been, 
my  girl  ? 

Rebecca. 
Alas,  fir,  carried  by  amazement  1  know  not  where ;  purfued 
by  the  robbers,  forced  to  fly  amazed,  affrighted,  through  the 

**  Trojan  dukt\    See  Note  to  Fulmus  Trots,  toL  VII. 

6  city 


THE  H06  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL.   4#f 

city  ftreets,  to  feek  redrefs ;  but  that  lay  faft  alleep  in  all  naeaTa 
houfes,  nor  would  lend  an  ear  -to  the  diftrcfs'd* 

Haddiu 
O  heavy  accident !  but  fee,  you  grieve  too  much* 
Being  your  daughter's  found ;  for  th'  other  lofs, 
Since  'tis  the  will  of  heaven  to  give  and  take, 
Yalue  it  as  nothing:  you  have  yet  fufficient 
To  live  in  bleft  content,  had  you  no  more 
But  my  fmall  mortgage  for  your  daughter  here-, 
Whom  I  have  ever  lov'd  in  dear'ft  affection. 
If  fo  you  pleafe  fo  much  to  favour  me, 
1  will  accept  her,  fpite  of  poverty, 
And  make  her  jointure  of  fome  ftore  of  land, 
Which,  by  the  lofs  of  a  good  aged  friend, 
Late  fell  to  me ;  what,  is't  a  match  or  no  i 

Hog. 

It  IS. 

Haddlt. 
Then  111  have  witnefs  on't :  my  lord,  and  gentlemen! 
Pleafe  you  draw  near,  to  be  here  witnefies 
To  a  wifh'd  contract  'twixt  this  maid  and  I« 

Omnes* 
We  all  are  willing. 

Hog. 
Then,  in  the  prefence  of  you  all,  I  give  my  daughter  freeljr 
to  this  gentleman  as  wife ;  and,  to  fhew  how  much  I  ftawfc 
affected  to  him,  for  dowry  with- her,.  I  do  back  reftore  his* 
mortgaged  lands;,  and,  for  their  loves,  I  vow  ever  hereafter  t* 
detefiyrenuunccT,  loath,  and  abhor  all  llavifh  avarice : 
Which,  doth  afcend  from  hell,  fent  by  the  devil, 
To  be,  'mongft  men,  the  actor  of  all  evil.. 

Qmnes* 
A  bleft  converfion. 

Old  Lord  Wealthy. 
A  good,  far^inexpected.     And  now,  gentlemen, 
I  do  invite  you  all  to  feaft  with  me 
This  happy  day,  that  we  may  all  together 
Applaud  his  good  fuccefs :  and  let  this  day  be  Jpent 
Isl  lports  and  ihews,  with  gladfbme  merriment* 

Gone, 
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Come,  bled  converted  man,  well  lead  the  way, 
As  unto  heaven  I  hope  we  fhalL 

Hog. 
Heaven  grant  we  may  E 

Carracus. 
Come,  my  Maria,  and  repentant  friend, 
We  three  have  tafted  wprft  of  mifery, 
Which  now  adds  joy  to  our  felicity. - 

Haddit. 

We  three  are  happy  we  have  gatn'd  much  wealth, 
And  tho'  we  have  done  it  by  a  trick  of  ftealth, 
Yet  all,  I  truft,  are  pleas'd ;  and  will  our  ill  acquit, 
Since  it  hath  fav'd  a  foul  was  hell's  by  right. 

Toung  L»rd  Wealthy u 
To  follow  after,  then,  our  lot  doth  fall ; 
Now  rhirne  it,  Peter. 

Peter  Servitude. 
A  good-night  to  all. 

[Exeunt  pmnes. 


i  i 


s 


EPI- 


f   44?   3 


EP     I  ■    L    O     GU     E. 

* 

717  0 JiT expedition  hath  at  full  riceiv'd 
v   ^  *     #&?/  we  late  prom  fed;  if  in  ought  we've  pleas </f 
*7/5  all  we  fought  t*  accomplijk,  and  much  more 
Than  our  weak  merit  dares  to  attribute 
Unto  itfilf,  till  you  vouchfqfe  to  deign% 
Jnyour  kind  cenfure,  Jo  to  gratify 
Our  trivial  labours. 
If  it  hath  pleafed  the  judicial  ear, 
We  have  our  author's  wijh ;  and,  void  of  fear  % 
Dare  ignorant  men  tojheiv  their  worft  of  hate  t 
//  not  detracts,  hut  adds  unto  thatjlate. 
Wfjere  dcfert  flourijheth. 
We'll  reft  applauded  in  their  derogation, 
fho'  with  an  h.Js  they  crown  that  confirmation: 
For  this,  our  author  faith,  ift  prove  diftqfieful, 
He  only  grieves  you  Jpent  two  hours  Jo  wafieful; 
But,  if  it's  lik%dy  and  you  affect  his  pen, 
You  may  command  it  when  you  pleaje  again,* 
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*To  the  Honeft  and  High-fpirited  Prentices,' 

the  Readers 

NONE  but  to  you  (as  whom  this"  play  moft  efpectally1 
concerns)  I  thought  good  to*  dedicate   tbis   labour; 
which  though  written  many  years  finee,  in  my  infancy  of 
judgment,  in  this  kind  of  poetry,  and  niy'foft  practice;  yet 
underftanding  (by  what  means  I  know  not)  it  was  in  thefe 
more  exquifite  and  refined  titties,  to  come  to  the  pfrefs  in  fuel* 
a  forwardnefs  ere  it  came  to  my  knowledge,  that  it  was  pail 
prevention,  and  then  knowing  withal,  that  it  comes  (hott  of 
that  atcutatenefs  both  in  plot  and  fttle*  that  thefc  more  cen- 
forious  days  wiili  greater  curiofity  acquire,  I  mull  thus  excufe. 
Thar  as  plays  were  then  fome  fifteen  or  fixteen  jears  ago  it 
was  in  the  fafhion*    Nor  could  it  have  found  a  more  feafon- 
able  and  fit  publication  than  at  this  time,  when  to  the  glory  of 
our  nation,  the  fecurity  of  the  kingdom,  and  the  honour  of 
this  renowned  city,  they  have  begun  again  the  commendable 
practice  of  long  forgotten  arms,  the  continuance  of  which  I 
wiihj  the  discipline  approve,  and  the  encouragement  thereof 
even  with  my  foul  applaud.    In  which  great  and  hoped  gefoct 
they  deferve  not  the  icaft  attribute  of  approbation,  who,,  in 
the.dull  and  fleepy  time*  of  peace,  feft  wakened  the  remem- 
brance of  thefe  arms  in  the  Artillery  Garderi;  which,  begun 
but  of  theit  voluntary  affe&ions,  profecuteVl  by  their  private' 
induftries,  and  continued  at  therr  own  proper  cod  and  charge, 
deferves,  in  my  opinion,  not  only  refpett  and  regard,  but  re- 
compence  and  reward.    But  to  return  again  to  you,  my  brave 
fpirited  Prentices,  upon  whom  I  have  freely  bellowed  thefe 
Four%  I  wifh  you  all,  that  have  their  courages  and  forwardness,* 
their  noble  fates  and  fortunes; 

Yours* 

ThobIas  HfiyWooD. 

V  ( s  PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 


Enter  l  three  in  black  cloaks,  at  three  doors.  - 

l.Tff  HAT  mean  yout  my  mafters%  to  appear  thus  before  your 

times  t  Do  you, not  know  that  I  am  the  Prologue  t  Do  you 

not  fee  this  long  black  evetvet  cloak  upon  my  back  t  Home  you  not 

founded  thrice  t   Do  1  not  look  pale  as  fearing  to  be  out  in  my 

fpeecbt  Nayi  have  I  not  all  the  figns  of  a  Prologue  about  met 

Jhen,  te  what  end  come  you  to  interrupt  me  t 

a.  I  have  a  Prologue  tofpeak  too. 

3«  And  I  another. 

I.  O Superfluous*,  and  more  than  ever  I  heard  of  !  three  Pro* 
logues  to  one  play! 

a.  Home  you  not  Jem  three  ropes  to  toll  one  hell f  three  doors  to  one 
houfe  ?  three  mays  to  one  town  f 

1.  I  grant  you:  but  I  never  heard  of  any  that  had  three  heads 
to  one  body,  but  Cerberus.  But  what  doth  your  Prologue 
meant 

2.  /  come  to  excufe  the  name  of  the  Play  t 
3*  /  the  errors  in  the  Play.. 

I.  And  1  the  Author  that  made  the  Play.  Touching  the  namey 
why  is  it  called^  True  and  Strange ;  or  The  Four  Prentices  of 
London  ?  A  gentleman  that  heard  thefutyeH  di/cour/ed9  fold  it 
was  not  poffble  to  be  true ;  and  none  here  are  bound  to  believe  it. 

f.  //  is  true%  that  Alexander,  at  thirty*two  years  of  age  %  con- 
quered the  whole  wcrld;  butftrange  bejbould  do  Jo.  Ifwejhould 
not  believe  things  recorded  its  former  ages,  we  were  not  worthy  that 
fucceeding  times  Jhould  believe  things  dono  in  thefe  our  times. 

1  three  in  black  cloaks']  From  this  defcription,  it  rfppears,  that  it  was . 
the  cuftom  formerly  for  the  Speaker  of  a  Prologue  to  be  drefied  in  a  black 
cloak  ;  and  thence  Teems  to  have  been  derived  the  practice  of  delivering 
thofe  introductory  parts  of  our  Dramatick  Entertainments  in  a  fuit  of  the 
fame  colour.  See  alfo  the  Introduction  to  Cynthia's  Rcvtls9  and  the  Pro- 
logue' to  The  Woman  Hour. 

i.  But 
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t  •  Bui  what  authority  have  you  for  your  Hifiory  f  I  am  one  of 
thofe  that  will  believe  nothing  that  is  not  in  the  Chronicle* 

,2  m  Oar  authority  is  a  Manufcript,  a  hook  writ  in  parchment \ 
which  not  being  publick,  nor  general  in,  the  worlds  we  rather 
thought  fit  to  exemplify  to  the  public  cenfure  things  concealed  and 
objeured,  fuch  as  are  not  common  with  every  one,  than  fuch  Hifio* 
rical  Tales  as  every  one  can  tell  by  the  fire  in  winter*  Had  not  ye 
father  i  for  novelties  Jake,  foe  Jerufalem  ye  never  Jaw,  than  Lon- 
don that  ye  fee  hourly  ?  So  much  touching  the  name  of  our  Hifiory, 

I .  Ton  have  fatisfied  me ;  and,  I  hope9  4//  that  hear  me,  Nona 
what  have  you  tofpeak  concerning  the  errors  in  the  Play  f  "  • 

3.  We  acknowledge  none:  for  the  errors  we  could  find,  we 
would  willingly  amend ';  bat  if  theft  clear fighted  gentlemen,  with 
the  eyes  of  their  judgments,  looking  cxaHJy*  into  us,  find  any  imper- 
fe&ions  which  are  hid  from  our/elves,,  our  requeft  is,  you  would 
rather  look  over  them  than  through  them,  not  with  a  troubled  eye* 
that  makes  one  objecJ  tojeem  two,  but  with  a  favourable  eye^  which 
bath  power  in  itfelfto  make  many  tojeem  none  at  all.  , 

I.  Oh  now  I underfiand you*  Three  Prologues  to- our  Play! 
pardon  me,  y*ave  need  of  three  hundred,  me  thinks,  and  all  little 
enough.  But  to  end  our  beginning  in  a  word.  '  Thus  mucb^^y  the 
patience  of  the/e  gentlemen. 

Spectators,  jhouldyou  oppofi your  judgments  againfi  us  r  where 
we  are  three,  which  fome  would  think  too  many  j  were  we  three 
thou/and,  we  think  ourfthtes  too  few.  Our  Author  fubmits  his 
labour  to  you  as  the  Authors  of  all  the  content  he  hath  within  this 
circumference: 

But  for  your  fakes,  this  only  we  dare  Jay, 
We  promis'dyou,  and  well  perform  a  play. 
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ACTUS  PRIMUS.      SCENA  PRIMA* 

Enter  tbt  old  Earl  of  Bolbign,  and  bis  daughter  Bella  Franca* ' 

Old  Earl  Boloigu. 

DAUGHTER,  thou  feefrfeow  Foitane  tarns  her  wheel* 
We  that  but  late  Wire  mounted  up  aloft, 
Lull'd  in  the  fkirt  of  that  incOnirarrt  Dame, 
Are  now  thrown  head-long  by 'her  ruthlefs  hand, 
To  kite  that  earth  whereon  our  feet  fhoukk  ftand* 
What  cenfuring  eye,  that  fees  me  thus  deje&, 
Would  take  this  (hape  to  he  that  famous  Duke, 
Which  hath  made  Boloign  thro' the  world  renowa*d, 
And  all  our  race  with  fame  and  honour  crown'd  ? 

fieila  Erotica*      » 
But,  father,  how  can  you  endure  a  (lave 
To  triumph  in  your  fortunes  i  and  here  Hand 
la  foul  dejeQ,  and  baniih'd  from  your  land  i 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
I'll  tell  thee,  girl.    The  French  King,  and  myfeii, 
tJpon  fome  terms  grew  in  a.ftrange  debate, 
And  taking  careful  vantage  of  the  time, 
Whilft  I  with  all  my  powers,  in  aid  of  William 

The 
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The  Norman  Duke,  now  Englifti  conqueror, 
Was  bufily  employ 'd ;  he  feiz'd  my  right, 
Phmting  another,  and  fupplanring  roe. 
This  is  the  ground  of  my  extremity. 

Bella  Franca* 
If  for  King  William's  fake  now  conqueror, 
Vou  loft  your  birth-right  and  inheritance ; 
How  comes  it  that  he  fees  you  in  this  ftate, 
And  lifts  not  up  your  fortunes  ruinate  ? 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
A  conquered  kingdom  is  not  eafily  kept  5 
He  hath  fo  much  ado  to  guaqd  his  own, 
That  mine  is  buried  in  oblivion  ;     Y 
And  I  am  forcM  to  lofe  the  name  of  Earl, 
And  live  in  London  like  a  citizen. 
My  four  ions  are  bound  prentice  to  four  trades* 
Godfrey  my  eldeft  boy  I  have  made  a  Mercer ; 
Guy  my  next  fon9  enrolled  in  Gpldfmiths  trade  i 
My  third  foh  Charles  bound  to  an  Haberdaiher; 
Young  Euftace  is  a  Grocer :  all. high  born, 
Yet  of  the  city-trades  they  have  no  fcorn* 
Thus  bare  neceffity  hath  made  me  feek 
Some  refuge  to  fuuaxn  our  poverty. 
And  having  plac'd  my  fons  in  fuch  a  fort : 
The  little  wealth  I  have  left,  I  leave  to  thee*  • 
Myfelf  will  travel  to  the  Holy  Land; 
And  ere  I  lie  within  the  earth's  vaft  womb, 
Pay  my  devout  vows  at  my  Saviour's  tomb* 

Bella  Franca.  * 

Was  that  the  caufe  you  fent  for  my  four  brothers  ? 

Old  Earl  Bohign. 

Their  wifhed  fight  will  chear  my  aged  heart': 
And  I  will  blefs  them  all  before  I  part. 

Enter  Godfrey,  Guy.  Charles,  and  Euftace,  like  Apprentices. 

Godfrey. 
I  wonder,  brothers,  why  my  father  hath  fent  for  us  thus 
early  :  that,  all  bufincis  fet  apart*  we  mull  meet  together  this 
morning, 

6  Guy. 
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Guy. 

I  know  not  the  reafon.  I  had  much  ado  to  get  leave  of  my 
matter  to  be  fpared  from  my  attendance  in  die  (hop,  and  faring 
ofcuftomers. 

Charles* 

*Faith  as  foon  as  I  heard  but  the  meiTenger  fay,  my  father 
mutt  fpeak  with  me  :  I  left  *  my  tankard  to  guard  the  con* 
duit ;  and  away  came  I. 

Euftace. 

I  befhrew  him,  I  mould  have  been  at  break  fa  ft  with  two  or 
three  good  boys  this  morning :  but  that  match  is  difappointed 
by  this  meeting* 

Bella  Franca* 

See  where  my  brothers  are  already  come. 

Old  Earl  Boloign, 

Godfrey,  Guy*  Charles,  young  Euftace,  all  at  once. 
Divide  a  father's  blefling  in  four  parts, 
And  mare  my  prayers  amongft  you  coually. 
Firtt,  Godfrey,  tell  me  how  tbou  liklt  ihy  trade? 
And  knowing  in  thy  thoughts  what  thou  baft  been* 
How  cantt  thou  brook  to  be  as  thou  art  now  ? 

Godfrey* 

Bound  mutt  obey :  fince  I  have  undertook 
To  ferve  my  matter  truly  for  feven  years, 
My  duty  {hall  both  anfwer  that  deli  re, 
And  my  old  matter's  profit  every  way* 
1  praife  that  City  which  made  princes  tradefmen, 
Where  that  man,  noble  or  ignoble  born, 
That  would  not  pra&ife  fome  mechanic  fkill, 
Which  might  fupport  his  ttate  in  penury, 
Should  3  die  the  death ;  not  fufferM  like  <a  drone, 
To  fuck  the  honey  from  the  public  hive* 
I  hold  it  no  difparage  to  my  birth, 
Though  I  be  born  an  Earl,  to  have  the  fltill 

*  my  tankard  to  guard  the  conduit']  Charles,  the  fpeaker,  was  bound  (• 
a  haberdaiher ;  but  he  here  alludes  to  the  office  of  a  water-barer.  See 
the  character  of  Cobt  in  Ben  J  onion's  Every  Man  in  bis  Humour.    S. 

It  might  be  the  duty  of  apprentices  formerly  to  fetch  water  from 
the  conduits  for  the  ufe  of  thofe  families  in  which  they  lived,  w  the, 
fame  manner  as  it  even  yet  is  part  of  their  employment  to  perform  offices 
as  fervile  as  that  mentioned  in  the  text. 

3  die  the  death}    See  Note  to  God's  Promifes,  voL  I,  p.  13. 

And 
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And  the  full  knowledge  of  the  Mercers  trade. 
Arid,  were  tnow  to  be  create  anew, 
Ik  fhfctefld  not  grieve  me  to  have  fpcnt  my  time 
The  fecrets  of  fo  rich  a  trade  to  know, 
By  which  advantage  and  great  profits  grow. 

Ola  Earl  Boloign. 

W«R  haft  thou  done  to  overcome  thy  fate* 
Making  thy  mind  conformed  to  thy  (late. 
How  like*  my  Guy  the  Goldfmrths  faculty  ? 

Guv. 

As  s  good  refuge  in  extremity. 
Say  I  be  born  a  prince,  and  be  ca(t  down 
By  fbme  Unifier  chance,  or  fortune's  frown  j 
Say  I  be  baniuVd :  when  I  have  a  trade; 
And  in  myfelf  a  means  to  purchafe  wealth, 
Though  my  Hate  wade,  and  towYing  honours  fall, 
That  itili  llays  with  me  in  the  exrream'ft  of  all. 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 

What  (ays  my  third  Ion  Charles  r 

Charles. 

If  I  mould  fay  I  would  not  brook  thofc  bonds* 
Which  God,  ar.d  fate,  and  you,  have  tied  me  irij, 
You  would  be  preaching  difobediertee ; 
Or,  mould  I  fay  the  crty-trades  are  bale 
For  fuch  a  great  man's  fons  to  take  on  them* 
Tour  fatherly  regard  would.rTrarght  advife  me  * 

To  chauife  my  rebellious  thoughts \  and  fay$ 
Son,  you  by  this,  may  live  another  day* 
Therefore,  as  my  two  brothers,  1  reply ; 
You  alk  me  if  I  like  it ;  4 1  fay  L 

Old  tar  I  BohtgH, 

What  fays  my  youngeft  boy  ?         ' 

,  Bitfidce. 

Father,  I  fajr,  hawking  ts  a  pretty  fpdrt* 
And  hunting  is  a  princely  exercife; 
To  ride  a  great  horfe,  oh  *tis  admirable  ! 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 

Euftace,  I  know  it  is :  but  %o  my  quell  iori* 
How  canil  thou  brook  to  be  a  prentice,  bpy  ? 

Rtjlace. 


Methinlcs  I  could  endure  it  for  feven  year?, 
ptd  not  jny  mailer  keep  me  in  too  much. ' 
f.  cannot  go  to  breakfaft  in  a  morning 
With  my  kind  mates  and  fellow-prentices, 
But  he  cries  Euftace,  one  bid  Euftace  come : 
And  my  name  Euftace  is  in  erery  room. 
Jf  I  might  once  a  week  but  fee  a  tilting, 
Six  days  I  would  fall  unto  my  bufinefs  clofe, 
•And  ere  the  week's  end  win  that  idle  day. 
He  will  not  let  me  fee  a  muttering, 

*  Nor  in  a  May-day  morning  fetch  in.  May. 
I  am  no  fooner  got  into  theiencing-fchool, 

To  play  a  *  venie  with  fome  friend  1  bring ; 

But  Euftace,  Euftace,  all  the  ftreet  muft  ring. 

He  will  allow  me  not  one  hour  for  fport. 

I  muft  not  ftrike  a  foot-ball  in  the  ftreet, 

But  he  will  frown  :  not'  view  the  dancing-fchool, 

But  he  will  mifs  me  ftraight :  not  fuffer  me 

So  much  as  take  up  cudgels  in  the  ftreet, 

But  he  will  chide  :  I  muft  not  go  to  buffets ; 

No,  though  I  be  provoked ;  that's,  the  hell, 

Were't  not  for  this,  I  could  endure  it  well. 

Old  Earl  Bohigk. 
Sons,  ye  muft  all  forget  your  birth  and  honours* 

And  look  into  the  times  neceflity. 

I  know  ye  are  perfuaded :  think  not,  fonst 

The  names  of  Prentice  can  difparage  you. 

5  Nor  in  a  May-day  morning  fetrb  in  May."]  ,  Stow  fays,  that  '•  in  the 
"  month  of  May,  namely  on  May-day  in  the  morning,  every  man,  except 
"  impediment,  would  walk  into  the  fweet  meadows  and  green  woods, 
"  there  to  rejoice  their  fpirits  with  the  beauty  and  favour  of  fweet  flowers, 
"  and  with  the  noife  (i.  e.  concert)  of  birds,  praifing  God  in  their  kind." 
Again,  "  I  find,  alio,  that  in  the  month  of  May,  the  citizens  of  London 
"  (of  all  eftateaj  lightly  in  every  parifh,  ©r  fometimes  two  or  three 
"  parifhes  joining  together,  had  their  feveral  Mayings,  and  did  fetch  in 
"  May-poles,  with  divers  warlike  (hews,  with  good  archers,  morrice- 
"  dancers,  and  other  devices  for  paftime  all  the  day  long  j  and  towards 
"  the  evening,  they  had  fUge-plays  and  bonenres  in  .the  ftrcets."  See 
alfo  Brand's  Obfirvatiom  on  Popular  Antiquities  Svo.  1 777,  f».  255. 

*  venie]  i.e.  about.    '  ' 

For 
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For  howfoever  of  you  efteem'd  they  be, 
Even  kings  tbemfelves  have  of  thefe  trades  been  free. 
J  made  a  vow  to  fee  the  Holy  Land, 
And  in  the  fame  my  Saviour's  fepulchre. 
Having  fo  well  difpor.'d  you  ;  I  will  now 
Firft  btefs  you,  boys,  and  then  prefer  my  vow. 

Godfrey.     . 

With  much  ado,  do  I  contain  my  fpirit. 
Within  thefe  bands,  that  have  inclos'd  me  round. 
Though' now  this  cafe  the  noble  fun  doth  fhrpud  ; 

Time  (hal)  behold  that  fun  break  through  this  cloud.  | 

Quy. 

My  Genius  bids  my  foul  have  patience, 
And  lays  1  (hall  not  be  a  prentice  long. 
1  (corn  it  not:  but  yet  my  fpirits  aim, 
To  have  this  hand  catch  at  the  Crown  of  Fame. 

Charles*  i 

An  Haberdaflier  is  the  trade  I  ufe  : 
But  the  fort  wool  feels  in  my  hand  like  fteel : 
And  I  could  wifti  each  hat  comes  through  my  hand 
Were  turn'd  into  an  helmet ;  and  each  helmet  ' 
Upon  a  foldier's  head,  for  me  to  lead. 
War  is  the  walk  which  I  defire  to  trea4. 

Euftact. 
,  lama  Orocer:  yethad  rather  fee 
A  fair  gilt  (Word  hung  in/  a  velvet  (heath, 
Than  the  betf/Barbary  fugar  in  the  world, 
Were  it  a  freight  of  price  ineftimable. 
1  have  a  kind  of  prompting  in  my  brain, 
That  faj  s ;  though  I  be  bound  to  a  facet  trade, 
I  mud  forego  it,  1  keep  too  much  in. 
I  would  faff  from  meat  and  drink  a  fummer?s  day, 
To  fee  fwords  clafh,  or  view  a  defperate  tray. 

Old  Earl  Koloign* 

Bridle  thefe  humours,  fons,  expel  them  clean, 
And  your  high  fpirits  within  your  breafts  contain  ; 
Whilft  I  my  tedious  pilgrimage  prepare, 
To  fpend  my  age  in  poverty  ana  prayer. 
My  firft- born,  firft  faiewel ;  my  feeond  next : 

Charles, 
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Charles,  Euftace,  Daughter:  hefe  mybleffings  ftay, 
Your  wilhes  bear  me  on  my  facred  way.  {Exit* 

'Godfrey. 
Even  to  the  place  you  travel,  there  to  afcend 
With  thofe  devout  prayers  yog  to  heaven  commend. 
JJrorhers,  fi nee  we  are  now  as  Grangers  here, 
Yet  by  our  father's  provident  care  fo  plac'd, 
That  we  may  live  (pcure  from  penury:  - 
So  let  us  pleafe  our  matters  by  pur  care, 
That  we  our  ruin'd  fortunes  may  repair, 

Guy. 
Brother,  if  I  knew  where  to  go  to  War, 
J  would  not  flay  in  London  one  hour  longer* 

Charles* 
An  hour !  By  heaven,  t  would  not  flay  a  minute. 

Euftace, 
A  minute !  not  a  moment.    Would  you  put  a-  moment 
Into  a  thoufand  parts,  that  thoufendth  part 
Would  not  I  linger,  might  I  go  to  war. 
Why,  I  would  prefemly  run  from  my  matter,- 
Pid  I  but  hear  where  were  a  drum  to  follow. 

Bella  Franca* 
Would  you  fq,  brother  r 

Euftace. 
Aye,  good  faith,  fweet  litter, 
J  would  ihew  him  as  t?ne.a  pair  of  heels,  as  light  and  nimble, 
as  any  the  neateft  cork-ftoe  m  all  the  town  turns  up ;  I  would 
i'faitb. 

Bella  Franca*  ' 

And  leave  me  here  alone  ? 

Guy. 
Alone  ?  why,  fitter,         * 
Can  you  be  left  alone  'mongft  multitudes? 
London  is  full  of  people  every  where. 

.   Godfrey. 
Well,  leave  this  jetting :  we  forget  ourfelvcs. 
Sitter,  we'll  have  you  to  our  father's  houfe, 
T'enjoy  the  fmall  poflemons  left  you  there : 
Return  we  to  our  mailers  and  our  charge, 

<   Left 
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Left  feeking$his  opr  lpiteriafr.  to  excufe, 
Wit|r  forg'd  inventions  we  their  ears  abufe* 

[Sound  a  drum  ivitbin  Jofi^f* 
]  hear  a  drum.    I  haye,  as  much  power  ta  fir, 
Sort  out  my  wares,  aiu)  fcribble  on  a  (hop-board, 
When  I  but  hear  the  mufkk  of  a^drum, 
As  to  abftain  from  meat  when.  I  am  hungry* 
111  know  what  news  before  I  ftir  a  foot, 

CbarUs. 

By  heaven,  I  am  enamoured  of  this  tune, 
Tis  the  bed  mufick  in  the  work}  to  me. 

Euftaci. 

My  legs  are  marching  ftraignt  when  I  but  hear  it* 
Rany  tan,  tan :  oh,  I  could  lead  a  drum 
With  a  good  grace,  if  I  butfaw  behind  me 
An  hundred  foldiers  follow  in  even  ranks,  % 
Had  I  but  here  a  band  of  mf  n  to  lead, 
Methinks  I  could  do  wonders :  oh,  Yi&  brave 
To  befa  captain,  and  command  to  have. 

"Enter  >  after  a  drum,  a  Captain  with  a  Proclamation. 

Captain* 
All  commanders,  captains,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  com* 
panies,  ferjeants,  corporals,  or  common  foldiers  whatsoever, 
that  will  accompany  to  the  holy  wars  at  Jerufalem  Robert 
Duke  of  Normandy,  the  King's  ion ;  they  (hall  have  pay  and 
place,  according  to  their  deferts.  And  fo  God  Cave  King 
William,  furnamed  the  Conqueror.  * 

[Exeunt  drum  and  Captain, 
EttJIace. 
Ran%  tan,  tart.  Now  by  S*  George,  he  tells  us  gal  rant  news : 
111  home  no  more ;  I'll  run  away  to-night. 

Guy. 
If  I  caft  bowl,  or  fpoon,  or  fait  again, 
Before  I  have  beheld  Jerufalem, 
J-et  me  turn  Pagan. 

Charles. 
Hats  and  caps  adieu: 
For  I  muft  leave  you,  if  the  drum  fay  true. 

I  *  Godfrey, 


o  fr  l  6  to  i>  6  ar; 

Godfrey. 
,   Nay;  then,  have  with  you  brothers ;  "for  my  (pirit 
With  as  much  vigour  hath  bur  ft  forth  as  thine,' 
<And  can  as  hardly  be  reirrain'd  as  yours. 
Give  me  your  hands,  I  will  confcrt  you  too : 
Let's  try  what  London  Prentices  can  do. 

Eufiace. 
For  my  trade's  fake,  if  good  fuccefs  I  have^ 
The  Grocers  Arms  (hall  in  mine  enfign  wave. 

,  Guy. 

And  if  my  valour  bring  me  to  command, 
The  Goldfmiths  Arms  (hall  in  my  colours  ftand. 

Godfrey*  . 
So  of  us  all :  then  let  us  in  one  6  fleet 
Launch  all  together;  and  as  we  are  brothers, 
So  let  us  enter  zealous  amity, 
And  Hill  prevail  by  our  united  ilrengtru 
1  know  our  hearts  are  one ;  filler,  farewel. 
Trull  me,  in  vain  you  mould  perfuade  our  flay : 
for  we  are  beptj  confort  us  with  your  prayers* 

All. 


iH 


Farewel, 

Bella  Franca. 

Farewel. 

Godfrey* 

God! 

4 

Guy. 

» 

Heaven! 

Charles.  , 

Fate ! 

Euftace* 

Fortune ! 

Godfrey* 

Make  us  happy  men,  to  win. 

Guy. 

' 

Wear. 

Charles. 

Vanquffti. 

m 

Euftace* 

1 

Overcome. 

*                                                     t                     ■  *             / 

{Exttnf. 
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Bella  Franca. 
Amen ! 
Have  you  all  left  me  midft  a  world  of  (hangers, 
Here  only  to  my  felf :  not  to  protect  me. 
Or  to  defend  me  from  apparent  wrong? 
Since  it  is  fot  HI  follow  after  you  ; 
In  fome  difguife  I  will  purfue  their  ftepsy 
And  unto  *  heaven  and  fortune  yield  myfelf. 
.Toward  fea  they  are  gone  ;  and  unto  fea  muft  I, 
A  virgin's  unexpected  fate  to  try.  [Exit. 

Enter  matching  Robert  of  Normandy^  the  Captain^  the  four  JBrc* 

thren9  drum,  and /dldicrs. 

Enter  the  Prefenter. 

1        Prefenter* 
Thus  have  you  feen  thefe  brothers  fhipp'd  to  fea, 
Bound  on  their  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 
All  bent  to  try  their  fortunes  in  one  bark. 
Now,  to  avoid  all  dilatory  news, 
Which  might  withhold  you  from  the  (lories  pith, 
And  fubiiance  of  the  matter  we  intend  ; 
I  muft  intreat  your  patience  to  forbear, 
Whilft  we  do  feaft  your  eye,  and  ftarve  your  ear. 
For  in  dumb  (hews,  which,  were  they  writ  at  large, 
Would  aik  a  long  and  tedious  circumltance, 
Their  infant  fortunes  I  will  foon  exprefs, 

And  from  the  truth  in  bo  one  point  digrefs. 

Ye  have  feen  the  father  of  thefe  four  fair  fons, 

Already  gone  his  weary'd  pilgrimage ; 

Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  and  Euftace,  8  preft  to  fea 

To  follow  Robert  duke  or  Normandy. 

Imagine  how  ye  fee  the  air  made  thick 

With  ftormy  tempefts,.  that  difturb  the  fea ; 

And  the  lour  winds  at  war  among  themielves ; . 

And  the  weak  Ijarks  wherein  the  brothers  fail 

Split  on  ftranpe  ro^ks,  and  they  enrorc'd  to  fwiin, 
*   To  fave  their  defperate  lives;  where  what  befej  ;heraf 

Diipeded  to  feveral  corner*  of  the  world, 

:    1  heaven]     God ;  firft  Edition. 
•  frejt  to  jta\    Ready  to  go  to  fea.    Sec  Note  on  The  Four  Px.  vol.  I. 
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We  will  make  bold  to  explain  it  in  dumb  fnotar  $ 
For  from  their  fortunes  all  our  fcene  muft  grow. 

Enter  with  a  drum  en  one  fide  certain  Spaniards ;  on  the  9tbef 
fide  certain  Citizens  of  Boloign.:  the  Spaniards  in/kit  upon  tbetri^ 
and  make  them  do  them  homage ;  to  the  Citizens  enter  Godfrey, 
as  newly  landed  and  b*lfnakea\  confer!  with  the  Citizens 9  and 
by  his  irrigation  they  Jet  upon  the  Spaniards,  and  beat  them 
away ;  they  cdme  to  honour  him,  and  he  difclofetb  bimfelf  unta 
them ;  which  done,  thy  crown  him,  and  accept  him  fir  thtit 
Prince  i  and fo  exeunt.        y 

Thofe  Citizens  you  fee  were  Bolorioys, 

Kept  under  bondage  of  that  tyrannous  earl, 

To  whom  the  French  king  gave  that  ancient  feat* 

Which  to  the  wronged  Pilgrim  did  belong. 

But  in  the  height  or  his  ambition, 

Godfrey,  by  fhip wreck  thrown  upon  that  coaft* 

Stirs  up  th  opprefled  Citv  to  revolt ; 

And  by  his  valour  was  th  ufurper  (lain ; 

The  City  from  bafe  bondage  free'd  again. 

The  men  of  Boloign,  wond'ring  what  llfong  hand 

Had  been  the  means  of  their  deliverance, 

Befoaght  him  to  make  known  his  birth  and  ftate; 

Which  Godfrey  did.  '  The  people,  glad  to  fee 

Their  natural  prince  procure  their  liberty, 

Homage  to  him, create  him  Earl  of  Boloign; 

And  repoiTefs  him  in  his  father's  fear. 

Where  we  will  leave  him,  having  honour  won, 

And  now  return  unto  the  fecond  fon. 

Enter  the  King  of  France \  and  his  daughter  walking ;  to  them 
Guy  all  wet.     The  Lady  entreateth  her  father  for  his  enter* 
jainment;  which  is  granted;  and  rich  cloath  are  put  about 
him:  et  fie  exeunt. 

As  the  French  king  did  with  his  daughter  walk 
By  the  fea-fide ;  from  far  they  might  efpy 
One  on  a  rafter  float  upon  the  waves, 
Who,  as  he  drew  more  near  unto  the  ihore, 

G  g  a  They 
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They  might  difcern  a  man,  though  bafelydad, 
Yet  fparks  of  lion  our  kindled  in  his  eyes* 
Him  at  firfl  fight  the  beauteous  lady  loves ; 
And  pray*  her  father  to  receive  him  home :       i 
fo  which  the  king  accords  j  and  in  his  court 
Makes  him  a  great  and  lpecial  officer. 
There  leave  we  Guy  ^gallant  courtier  prov'd, 
And  of  the  beauteous  Lady  well  belov'd, 

Enter  Bandittis^  with  the  Earl  prifoner.     Exeunt  fime  of  them 

with  him  to prifon.     Enter  Charles  all  wet  with  hisfword; 

fights  with  the  reft,  and  kills  their  Captain,  They  yield,  and  offer 

to  make  him  their  Captain^  to  which  he  agrees  \  et  fie  exeunt 

omnes. 

Charles  the  third  ion  is  by  the  winds  and  waves 

Born  on  a  plank  as  far  as  Italy, 

And  lands  juft  at  a  lofty  mountain's  foot ; 

Upon  whole  top  a  many  out-law'd  thieves,  * 

Bandettf,  Bravoes,  fuch  as  keep  in  caves, 

Made  their  abode.     This  crew  aifaUs  young  Charles  ; 

Who  in  the  bickering  ftrikes  their  Captain  dead. 

They  wond  fing  at  his  valour,  and  being  now 

Without  a  leader,  humbly  leek  to  him 

To  be  their  chieftain,  and  command  their  flrength  : 

Which  at  their  earned  fuit  he  undertakes. 

We  leave  him  there,  thinking  his  brothers  drbwn'd, 

Nor  knowing  yet  his  father  there  lies  bound. 

Enter  a  coarfe,  after  it  Irijhmen  mourning,  in  a  dead  mar  eh ;  ta 
them  enters  Euftace,  and  talks  with  the  ehief  mourner \  who- 
makes  Jigns  of  conjent,  after  burial  of  the  coarfe ;  and  Jo  exeunt. 

Euftace,  the  youngefl  of  the  four,  was  caft 
Upon  the  coafl.of  Ireland;  and  from  thence 
He  comes  to  travel  to  Jerufalem  ; 
Suppofing  his  three  brethren  drowti*d  by  fea. 
Thus  have  you  feen  thefe  four,  that  were  but  not* 
All  in  one  fleet,  a  many  thoufand  leagues 
Sever'd  from  one  another :  Guy  in  France, 
Godfrey  in  Boloigo,  Charles  in  Italyy 

'  fiuftace 
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Euftace  in  Ireland  'mongft  the  9  Irifh  kerns. 
Yet,  gentlemen,  the  felf-fame  wind  and  fortune  ' 

That  parted  them,  may  brinp  them  IO altogether* 
Their  filler  follows  them  wir*  zealous  love  : 
*  Be- patient,  ye  will  wonder  wren  they  m^et. 
Four  London  Prentices  will,  eie  thry  Jic, 
Advance  their  towring  fame  ahove  the  fty ;  ,      ^ ' 

And  win  fuch  glorious  p»aifr  as  never  fades, 
Unto  themfelves  and  honour  of  their  trades. 
Grant  them  your  wonted  patie.ice  to  proceed, 
And  their  keen  fwords  ill  all  make  the  Pagans  bleed.        [Exit* 

Enter  Guy  ,  and  the  Lady  <f  Franc** 

m 

Lady,  x 

Fie,  (hanger,  can  a  fkin  fo  white  and  fojft  *     .  ,. 

Cover  an  heart  obdurate,  hard  as  flint  ?  „. 

Since  I  firft  faw  thee  floating  on  the  waves,       .        .      .   .  * 

The  fire  of  love  flew  from  your  radiant  eye, 

Which  like  a  fun-beam  piere'd  unto  my  heart*    < 

Guy. 
Sweet  lady,  all  my  powers  I  owe  to  you ; 

For  by  your  favour  I  afcend  this  height, 

Which  feats  me  in  the  favour  of  a  prince ;  •    - :       - 

-  A  prince,  that  did  he  know  me,  in  the  ftead  [Private  to  bimfelf* 

Of  doing  me  honour,  would  cut  off  my  head* 

He  did  eidle  my  father  ;  caft  me  down ; 

And,  fpurr'd  with*  envious  hate,  diftref&M  ug  all. 

Since  fortune  then;  and  the  devouring  feas,  "    '  * 

Have  robb'd  me  of  my  brothers,  and  none,  left1 

Of  all.  my  father's  fons  alive  but  I; 

Take  this  advantage,  and  be  fecret,  Guy. : 

Meet  this  occasion ;  and  conclude  with  fate. 

To  raife  again  thy  father's  ruin'd  Hate. 

Lady* 
Fie,  niggard,  can  you  fpend  fuch  precious  breath, 

Speak  to  yourfelf  fo  many  words  apart ; 

And  keep  their  found  from  my  attentive  ear, 

Which,  fave  vour  words,  no  mufick  loves  to  hear  f 

4 

*  Irijh  hnti]    See  Note  31  to  Edward II.  vol.  II,  p.  350. 
1°  altogether l    Once  to  meet ;  fecond  Edition.  ' 

•■       "       ■"  Gg3  .  Guy, 
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Gtp* 

What  would  you  have  me  fey  ? 

Lady. 
Would  I  might  teach  thee ! 
Oh  that  I  had  the  guidance  of  thy  tongue  f  [Private^ 

But  what  would  that  avail  thee,  ioolifh  girl? 
Small  hope  in  thofe  bib  unions  I  fhould  find, 
To  rule  your  tpngue,  if  not  to  guide  your  mind. 

Guy. 
My  tongue,  my  thoughts,  my  heart,  my  hand,  my  fword, 
Aft  all  your  fcrvanu ;  who  hath  done  yqu  wrong  ? 

Lady. 
I  doubt  not  of  your  valour*    But  refolve  me, 
And  tell  me  one  thing  truly  I  (ball  afk  you. 

G*yt 
Beft  not  my  birth,  no  queftion  I'll  deny. 
Doubt  not  my  truth,  for  honour  fcqrns  to  lye. 

Lady. 
I  do  believe  joui  fair  knight,  do  you  love? 

Gyr. 
To  ride  a  horfe  as  well  as  any  man ; 
To  make  htm  mount,  curvet,  to  leap,  and  fprjng ; 
To  chide  the  bit,  to  gallop,  trot  the  ring. 

Ladj. 
1  did  not  afk  you  if  you  love  to  ride. 
Something  I  mean ;  which  though  my  tongue  deny, 
Look  on  me,  you  may  read  it  in  mine  eye. 
But  dq  you  love  r 

G&. 
To  march,  to  plant  a  battle,  lead  an  hoft, 
To  be  a  fpldier,  and  to  go  to  war, 
To  talk  of  flanks,  of  wings,  of  ??  fcqnces,  holds,     . 
-  To  fee  a  (ally,  or  to  give  a  charge,  * 
To  lead  a  **  vaward,  rereword,  or  mam  hoft ; 
By  heaven,  \  Jcwe  it  as  mine  qwn  dear  life. 

><  fiffftesj  Block-houfes,  qr  fortifications  in  war.  Minfhieu  fays,  Hiat 
a  fconcc  is  alfo  taken  tor  the  head,  fcecaufe  a  Jconce,  or  Mock-fcoufe,  is 
made  round  m  the  fa&ion  of  a  head,  .whereupon  comes  the  .term  in  Ox- 
ford to  fcmct  one,  Mulftart  peamta,  i,  e.  to  fct  up  fo  much  in  the  Buttery* 
book  upon  bis  heatfe  towjipt  hit  f  untthment  for  his  ofieace  committed. 

i»  vaward}    The  tarcmqft  pact  of  the  un!j  in  battle. 

Lady, 
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»  Lady. 

I  know  all  this ;  your  words  are  but  delays. 
Could  you  not  love  a  lady  that  loves  you  ? 
'Tis  hard  when  women  are  enforced  to  wooe.  [Private* 

Guy. 

Where  is  my  man  to  bring  me  certain  news, 
The  king's  commiffion  fends  me  to  the  wars : 
The  villain  loiters  in  my  bufinefs. 

Lady. 

All  this  is  from  the  matter,  gentle  knight ; 
The  king's  commiffion  may  be1  fign'd  at  leifure. 
What  fay  you  to  my  tjueftion  ? 

,  You  would  have  me  tell  you  true  ? 

Lady.  * 

Either  ipeak  true,  or  do  not  ipeak  at  all. 

Guy. 

Then  as  I  am  true  knight  I  honour  you, 
And  to  your  fervice  will  efpoufe  my  fword. 
I  wifh  you  as  I  wiih  the  glorious  fun. 
That  it  may  ever  (hine ;  without  whofe  luflre 
Perpetual  darknefs  fhould  o'erihade  the  earth. 
But  tell  me,  lady,  what  you  mean  by  love* 

Lady. 

To  love  a  lady,  is  with  heart  entire 
To  make  her  miftrefs  of  his  whole  defire ; 
To  figh  for  her,  and  for  her  love  to  weep ; 
As  his  own  heart  her  precious  favours  keep : 
Never  be  from  her,  in  her  bofom  dwell, 
To  make  her  prefence  heaven,  her  abfence  hell. 
Write  fonnets  in  her  praife,  admire  her  beauty ; 
Attend  her,  ferve  her,  count  his  fervice  duty. 
Make  her  the  fole  commandrefs  of  his  powers, 
And  in  the  fearch  of  love,  lofe  all  his  hours. 

Guy. 

'Tis  pretty  for  fome  fool  that  could  endure  it : 
How  near  am  I  unto  this  love,  fweet  lady  ? 
I  love  to  mount  a  deed,  whofe  heavy  trot 
Cracks  all  my  iinews,  makes  my  armour  craih : 
I  love  to  march  up  to  the  neck  in  fnow, 

Gg4  To 
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To  make  my  pillow  of  a  cake  of  ice, 
,    That  in  the  morning,  when  I  ftretch  my  limbs, 

My  hair  hangs  thick  with  dropping  idcles, 

And  roy  bright  arms  be  frozen  to  the  earth. 

1  love  to  fee  my  face  befmear'd  in  blood, 

To  have  a  gaping  wound  upon  my  flcfli, 

Whofe  very  mouth  would  make  a  lady  fwoon. 

I  love  no  chamber-mufick ;  but  a  drum, 
~  To  give  me  X3  hunts- up.     Could  your  grace  endure 

To  lie  all  night  within  a  fhect  or  mail, 

By  a  drawn  fword  that  parts  not»from  my  fide, 

Embrace  a  body  full  of  wounds  and  fears, 

And  hear  no  language  but  of  blood  and  wars  ? 

£uch  is  my  life ;  fuch  may  my  honour  prove ; 

Make  war  a  lady,  I  that  lady  love. 

Lady. 

Fie,  fie,  you  run  quite  from  the  bias  clean, 
To  love  that  dearly,  which  we  hate  fo  deadly. 
If  love  and  I  be  one,  you  hate  us  both* 

Gvy. 

Thcn'can  I  love  no  lady  by  my  troth. 
Madam,  farewel ;  for  under  jny  command 
The  king  your  father  fends  ten  thoufand  men, 
To  win  the  holy  town  Jerufalem.  # 

Thither  muft  I ;  efteeming  your  high  honour 
Like  a  bright  comet  and  unmatched  ftar  ; 
But  love  no  woman  in  the  world,  fave  war.  [£*/<♦ 

Lady.   , 

Go9  flint ;  flrike  fire  upon  thy  enemies  fleel, 
Whilft  I  defcend  one  Hep  from  fortune's  wheel. 
Thou  goeft  before,  k>ve  bids  me  follow  after : 
By  thee,  the  king  thy  lord  muft  lofe  his  daughter,  [2u7/, 

**  bunts-up~]  The  hunti-up  was  the  name  of  a  tune  anciently  played 
to  wake  the  hunters,  and'colledt  them  together.  So,  in  Maflinger'fr 
puke  of  Milan,  A.  2.  S.  i. 

,    ti  J  wa8  never  yet 


u  At  fuch  a  bunts-up,  nor  was  fo  rewarded." 
fee  alfo  Mr,  Stccvcos's  Note  to  Rmcoand  Juliet,  A.  3.  S.  5. ' 
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fipler  Charles  like  an  out-taw,  w//£  Batifkttos  and  Thieves*  and  , 

with  the  Clown* 

Charles* 
Thieves,  and  good  fellows,  fpeak,  what  mould  I  call  you? 
There's  not  a  rogue  among  you  that  fears  *4  heaven^ 
Nor  one  that  hath  a  touch  of  Jionefty. 
Robbers,  and  knaves,  and  rafcals  all  together,  , 

Sweet  conlbrt  of  vile  villains  lift  to  me. 
Am  not  I  well  prefer'd"  to  become  captain 
Unto  a  crew  of  fuch  pernicious  (laves  ? 
I  (hall  have  fuch  a  coil  to  make  you  chriiKans?  ^ 

And  bring  you  to  fome  (hape  of  honefty, 
That  ere  1  do  it,  I  (hall  make  your  bodiea 
Nothing  but  fcare -crows,  to  hang  round  thefe  trees* 

Clown* 
Brave  c?pfain  CQurageous  whom  death  cannot  daunt;  Wf 
Jiave  been  all  gentlemen  and  houfC- holders}  but  I  was  banilh'4 
for  nothing  but  getting  of  baftards ;  but  this  fellow  fled  from 
Venice,  tor  killing  a  man  cowardly  on  the  Rialto ;  fome  foe 
.one  villainy,  and  fome  for  another.  £}ur  captain  that  you 
killed,  and  now  fupply  his  place,  poifoned  a  worthy  mer- 
chant in  the  city  with  rats-bane  ,•  and  flying  hither,  for  hit 
valour  we  made  him  our  general.  But  now,  brave  Cavalier©, 
to  thee  alone  we  iiug  Honononero. 

Charles. 
Well,  I  muft  have  you  now  tufrn  honeft  thieves* 
He  that  commits  a  rape,  (hall  fure  be  hang'd : 
He  that  commits  a  murder,  mail  be  murdered 
With  the  fame  weapon  that  did  a£t  the  deed* 
He  that  robs  pilgrims,  or  poor  travellers, 
That  for  devotion's  fake  do  pafs  thefe  mountains,       * 
He  (hall  be  naked  tied  to  arms  of  trees, 
And  in  the  days  heat  flung  with  wafps  and  bees* 
Ye  (laves,  I'll  teach  you  fome  civility. 

Clown* 
Captain,  what  (hall  he  be  done  withal,  that  lies  with  a 
wench  with  her  will,  if  he  be  hung  that  lies  with  one  againft 
her  will  ? 

**  htaven]    Oodj  firft  Edition. 

Charles* 
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Charles* 

IUI  have  him  whipt. 

Clown, 

See,  fee,  I  think  the  captain  hath  been  a  cook  in  his  time, 
lot  can  fy  fweet  meat  with  four  fauce.  But  what  a  fool'  ia 
our  captain,  to  prefcribe  laws  to  out-laws  ?  if  we  would  have 
kept  the  laws  before  in  the  city,  we~needed  not  to  have  been 
driven  now  to  lead  our  lives  in  the  country.  But,  captain 9 
fince  you  are  our  captain,  we  will  refign  unto  you  all  our 
treasures  and  prifoners,  and  our  fpoils,  Take  pofleffion  of 
thcrn  ,5  in  God's  name,  that  came  to  us  in  the  devil's  name. 

Chirks,  x 

Your  prifoners,  fpoils,  and  tfeafure,  all  bring  forth, 
That  I  may  feize  them  a>  mine  own  by  right ; 
As  heir  to  him  whom  I  have  {lain  in  fight. 

Enter  the  Thieves^  hinging  in  the.  old  Earl  bound, 

y       ,  Old  Earl  Boloign, 

"Villains,  I  know  you  drag  me  to  my  death : 
Arid  ye  fliall  do  me  an.  exceeding  lb  grace. 

Charles,    ' 
I  am  deceiv'd,  but  I  have  fcen  that  face. 

Villains. 
Come,  come  you  old  grey-beard,  you  muft  before  pur  cap- 
tain :  if  he  fay  wr,  then  live  ;  if  not,  thou1  dieft  if  thou  were 
bis  father* 

Charles* 
Villain,  thou  lieft  if  thou  wert  my  brother  : 
He  fhali  not  die.     Upon  your  low  knees  fall, 
And  alk  him  pardon,  or  I'll  bang  you  all. 

Old  Earl  Boloign, 
*Tween  Joy  and  fear  amaz'd  in  heart  I  ftand  ; 
Doth  my  fon  Charles  lead  this  uuruly  band, 

Charles, 
*  Your  only  fon,  and  all  the  fons  you  have, 
And  born  his  father's  defperate  life  to  fave. 


*5  /«  God's  name,]     The  *d  Edition  reads  in  JovSs  name* 
16  grace.}    The  2d  Edition  reads fltafurc. 
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Old  Earl  Bobign. 
How  cam'ft  thou  here  ?  why  doft  thou  caH  thyfclf 
My  only  fon  f  having  three  brothers  more, 
-Which  unto  me  thy  beauteous  mother  boret 

Charku 
Once  we  were  four,  all  fellow-prentices  $ 
^nd  after  fellpw-foldiers,  preft  to  ferve 
The  good  duke  Robert  in  his  holy  wars. 
But  in  a  dorm,  our  (hips  fo  bravely  mann'd,    . 
Were  wrecje'd  ;  and,  fave  my  if  1  /,  none  fwara  to  landf  - 

They  perifhM  there  :  I  by  the  *vaves  and  wind* 
Was  driven  upon  this  coair,  of  Italy. 
Where  landing  naked,  fave  my  trufty  fwordj 
This\crew  of  bold  bandittos  fet  upon  me  : 
But  in  the  dangerous  fight,  by  chance  I  flew 
The  lucklefs  captain  of  this  damned  crew  :. 
Who  fince  have  made  me  captain,  here  to  flay, 
Till  fortune  grant  roe  a  more  prosperous  way*    - 

Old  Earl  BMgn. 
Mine  eyes  have  vow*d  to  die  the  felf  fame  death 
My  fons  have  done :  ion,  Jet  me  weep  awhile, 
To  bring  the  like  deftru&ion  to  my  eyne ; 
Thefe  in  fait  tears  ;  they  in  a  fea  pf  brine* 

Clown, 
Is  this  our  captain's  father  ?  what  villains  were  we  to  ufe 
him  fo  roughly  f 

If  the  old  fornicator  had  but  told  us  to  much,  we  (hould 
have  had  the  grace,  either  to  have  fet  him  free,  or  fortune  to 
have  us'd  him  more  gently. 

Charles.' 

Since,  father,  we  have  met  this  happy  day, 
Secure  with  me  amoagft  theie  put-laws  (by. 

Old  Earl  Bshign. 

Not  for  the  world;  fince  I  have  loft  my  fons,  - 

All  outward  joys  are  from  my  heart  remov'd : 
Vaid  pleafures  I  abhor,  all  things  I?  defy, 
That  teach  not  to  defpair,  or  how  to  die. 

11  ^fyi\  i*  c-  refufe  or  deny.    See  Mr.  Steevens'*  Note  on  Romeo  *al 
Juliet,  A.  5.  S.  3. 

Yet 
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Yet  ere  I  leave  the  world  I  vow  to  fee, 
His  boly  Ueffed  tomb  that  died  fdr  me, 

Charles. 
Then  take  along  with  you  this  bag  of  gold 
To  bear  your  charge  in  every  inn  you  come : 
Deny  it  not,  relief  is  comfortable. 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
Thanks,  my  dear  (on,  expence  it  will  defray, 
And  ferve  to  deal  to  poor  men  by  the  way. 
And  now  farewel,  fweet  Charles,  thou  all  my  fons, 
For  now  the  laft  land  in  my  hour-glafs  runs. 

Charles. 
Ye  two  conduct  him  fafe  beyond  the  mountains, 

VtOmu. 
Shall  I  be  one? 

Clown, 
And  I  another? 

Charles, 
Yc  know  the  paiTages,  be  it  vour  charge. 

FiMn. 
I  am  glad  the  filly  man  is  weak  and  old  ; 
JBy  heaven  my  fingers  tickle  at  his  gold. 

Clovm* 
Old  man,  is  your  purfe  afloat? 
I  have  vowM  to  cut  his  throat, 
But  to  hare  it  every  groat. 

Charles. 

And  now  return  we  to  furvey  our  cav«, 
<  Peruie  our  trealure  got  by  rape  and  fpoil, 
Though  won  by  others,  yet  pofleft  by  us  ; 
Yet  henceforth  (hall  be  us'd  'no  violence. 
FU  make  thefe  villains  work  in  feveral  trades, 
And  in  thefe  forerts  make  a  common- wealth. 
•  When  them  to  civil  nurture  I  can  bring. 
They  fliall  proclaim  rae  of  thefe  mountains  king,       [Exevttf, 

Enter  Euflace  and  his  Irijhman*  * 

JEuftace. 
I  think  thefe  upright  craggy  mountain  tops  ' 

Are  (if  the  truth  were  known)  high  way  to  heaven, ;. 
For  it  is  flreight,  and  narrow,  and  fome  places 

Arc 


[Exeunt, 
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Arc  for  the  fteepnefs  inaccefllble. 
Fair  tall  a  rafter,  and  a  gale  of  wind, 
Or  I  had  gone  to  heaven  a  way  by  water 
Nearer  than -this  by  land ;  that  way  they  found. 
Who  in  the  fait  remorfelefs  feas  were  drown'd, 
l\Jy  brothers,  whom  I  dream  on  when  I  deep ;  > 

And  my  eyes  waking  at  their  fortunes  weep. 
Forgetting  them  3  the  friendly  Irilh  coaft 
Gave  me  fafe  harbor ; ,  thence  I  have  travel'd  hither, 
Even  to  thefe  lofty  hills  of  Italy,  ' 

After  prince  Robert  duke  of  Normandy. 
'Tis  fafer  fitting  in  my  mailer's  fhop, 
Crying  what  lack  you,  than  'tis  here  to  flay,  ■ 
To  wolves  and  wild  beafts  to  be  made  a  prey. 

Irijbman. 

Mader,  fo  Chrjft  fave  me,  I  (hall  wait  on  thee ;  wake 
for  thee  when  thou  fieepeft,  run  for  thee  when  thou  biddelt, 
and  fly  a  thy  errands,  like  an  arrow  from  a  bow,  when  thou 
wanted  wine,  or  meat,  to  drink  or  eat,  or  any  other  seceflaiy 
provifion.  '         . 

Now  I  have  left  my  bcft  friend  in  the  grave, 
My  friendfhip'  and  my  fervice  you  (hall  have. 

Eujtace, 

Well,  fortune  hath  preferv'd  me  to  fcrne  end. 
It  is  fur  fomething ;  that  I  did  not  (ink,  , 

When  the  fait  waves  my  mouth  and  ears  did  drink. 
I  might  have  fed  the  haddocks-;  but  fome  power 
Is  my  good  mailer,  and  preferves  me  flilL 
Well,  fword,  in  all  my  troubles  {land  me  bye, 
•  Thou  art  bound  to  win  me  fomewhat  ere  I  die. 

l&nter  the  Clown  and  the  Villain ,  dragging  the  Old  Karl  vi*~ 

Jentfy7  and  rifling  h'wu 

Clown* 
Give  us  the  gold  my  captain  gave  you,  you  old  anatomy* 

Villain, 
Gray -beard  deliver,  or  you  are  but  dead. 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
Take  it,  my  friends;  full  little  needs  this  ftrife. 
Flrft  take  the  gold,  and  after  take  my  life, 

Cfawn, 
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Clmxuu 
Nay,  you  old  xS  Jack  a  lent,  fix  weeks  and  upwards  i 
though  you  be  our  captain's  father,  you  cannot  flay  th'ete* 
and  for  furety  that  you  (hall  nor  go  back,  and  tell  him  what 
we  have  done  to  you,  we'll  kill  you,  and  fling  you  into  fomtf 
coal-pit. 

Fillai*. 
Content,  and  when  we  have  done,  we  will  return  him  word 
we  have  conduced  thee,  pail  all  danger  of  the  mountains : 
and  now  prepare  thee  for  the  fatal  ftroke- 

Old  Earl  Bcloign. 
Thou  do  ft  me  a  great  kindnefs,  let  it  come  \ 
%  God  take  my  foal,  now  when  thou  wilt  Alike  home. 

Euftace* 
He  ftrikes  his  own  foul  down  to  Erebus, 
That  lifts  a  fword  that  (hall  but  touch  his  hair. 

Jrijbman. 
And  by  S.  Patrick  111  make  him  garter  his  hofe  with  his 
guts,  that  Jbikes  any  ftroke  here.     , 

Clown, 
Whom  have  we  here  ?  a  gentleman  and  his  water-fpaniel  f 
let's  rob  them  too,  and  after  kill  the  Grey- beard. 

Villain* 
Content,  content.    Sirrah,  Hand. 

Euftace, 
Yes,  I  will  Hand,  bafe  wretch,  when  thou  (halt  fall  5 
And  itrike  thee  dead,  and  trampling  on  thy  I9  bulk 
By  damping  with  my  foot  crufh  out  thy  foul. 
Take  that,  you  Have,  for  bidding  Euftace  frand. 

[He  beats  them  both  away* 
Now,  father,  go  in  peace. 

-  Old  Earl  Boloign. 
Thanks,  my  fair  fbn, 
By  whofe  flout  valour  I  have  freedom  won. 
1  oan  beitow  upon  you  nought  but  thanks, 
Uttlefs  you  will  divide  this  gold  with  me. 

1  *  Jack  a  tent,]     See  Ndte  on  Green's  Tuquoquc,  vol.  Vlt. 
*9  bulk]  i.  c.  body.    See  Note  4  to  The  Firft  Part  •fjeronimi,  vol,  III. 
p.  71/  ,.     , 

Euftace* 


v. 
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Euflace. 
No,  father,  keep  it;  thou  art  old  sfad  poor! 
But  when  1  want,  my  (Word  fhall  purchase  more. 

{Apart  to  himfclf. 
Old  Karl  B eloign. 
By  viewing  him  my  former  griefs  abound, 
Even  fucha  one  was  Euftace  that  was  drown'd: 
Which  had  he  UVd,  his  fiature,  years,  and  all, 
Would  have  refembled  his,  fo  freight,  fo,tall, 
So  fair,  fo  ftrong,  of  fuch  a  worthy  fpirit ; 
But  his  bleft  foul,  by  this,  doth  heaven  inherit. 
Grief  for  his  death  fo  near  my  heart  doth  dwell,    . 
That'for  my  life  X  cannot  fay  farewel.  [Exk. 

Eujlace. 
The  captain's  father,  whom  the  flaves  had  kill'd 
Had  not  our  coming  inter  vented  them, 
Refernbles-  mine  in  gefture,  face,  and  look. 
But  the  old  earl  my  father  is  by  this 
Within  the  walls  of  fair  Jerufalcm,  + 

Elfe  had  I  furely  took  this  aged  man 
T'have  aik'd  him  blefling.     But  what  next  enfues  f 
I  find  thefe  mountains  will  be  full  of  news. 

Enter  Charles,  Clown,  Fillainy  and  the  Crew* 

Clown, 
Captain,  a  prize !  we  two  were  affailed  by  two  hundred, 
and  of  them  two  hundred  we  kill'd  all  but  thefe  two.     Thefe 
are  the  remainder  of  them  that  are  left  alive. 

Charles. 
Go  two  or  three  of  you,  and  fetch  them  in  : 
If  they  refill  you,  take  their  weapons  from  them. 

Clown. 
I  had  rather  fomebody  eife  fhould  attempt  them,  than  I 
now  :  but  fince  there  is  no  other  remedy,  give  me  three  or 
four  of  the  ftouteit  of  our  crew,  and  then  God  and  S.  Anthony.. 

Evjlace. 
More  thieves  and  villains  have  begirt  us  round. 
•  Now,  Euftace,  for  the  honour  of  thy  name, 
Return  them  to  their  captain  back  with  fhame. 

\Hefcts  upon  them  all,  and  beats  them. 
.  i        .  -Charles. 
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Charles* 
Now  f>y  mine  honour,  cbe  bed  piece  of  fleffi 
That  ever  in  thefe  woods  held  out-law  play. 
Even  fuch  a  fpirit  had  Euftace  when  he  liv'd : 
We  mud  not  lofe  this  gallant;  if  we  can, 
We'll  ftrivc  to  make  him  oar  companion. 

Evftace. 
Ye  (laves,  III  beat  you  all  into  a  moufe-hole :    . 
And  like  a  baited  lion  at  a  tiake, 
Kill  all  the  curs  that  corrie  but  near  to  bark. 
Ye  guls,  have  ye  no  better  men  amongft  you  ? 
Defy  your  captain  from  me :  here  I  (land, 
Td  dare  him  to  a  combat  hand  to  hand. 

Charles. 
I  were  a  baftard,  not  my  father's  fon,    • 
Should  I  refufe  it. 

Euftace. 
By  all  the  land  I  have  left  me  in  the  world, 
That's  but  my  grave :  captain,  thou  honoureli  me; 

Charts, 
By  all  the  wealth  I  brought  into  thefe  woods, 
That's  but  my  fword,  thou  doft  the  like  to  me. 
Thou  (halt  have  fair  4>lay,  gallant,  by  mine  honour; 

Euftace* 
Falfe  was  my  mother  to  my  father's  bed,- 
If  I  fhouid  afk  more  adds  of  Hercules. 

Charles* 
He  dies  upon  my  fword,  di  ft  orbs  our  fray  ; 
Or  in  the  light  dares  difadvantage  thee. 

Ettftace. 
Were  I  the  world  commanding  Alexander, 
I  would  make  thee  my  Epheftion  for  that  word; 
I  love  thee  for  thy  valoar,  captain  Thief. 

Charles. 
'T^i«  that  prefer ves  thee  from  our  violence, 
An  honour'd  mind  lies  in  this  out-law's  fhapev 
So  much  I  reckon  of  thy  ch  valry, 
That  wert  thou  matter  of  an  Indian  mine, 
Thou  fnouid'lt  not  be  uimj::iiu,u'  oue  denier* 


Securely 
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Securely  fight,  thy  purfe  is  fanftuaryM* 
And  in  this  plaee  (hall  *°  beard  the  pro u deft  thief* 

hvfiace. 

An  honour'd  minded  villain,  by  my  fword,  , 
A  right  good  fellow,  and  an  honeft  thief* 
If  I  mould  have  thee,  proftrate  at  my  mercy, 
1  will  not  kill  thee  for  thy  liberal  offer* 
Vet  win  it,  lad,  and  take  it  without  fail : 
I  fcorn  to  have  my  purfe  go  under  bail* 
'  Charles. 

He  goes  beyond)  me  in  heroick  thoughts : 
To  thine  I  itake  down  this :  Hand  all  apart* 
He  that  ileps  in,  be  fubject  to  our  curfes : 
And  now  the  tetter  man  take  both  the  purfts.  v 

Euftace* 

It  is  a  match,  I'll  feize  them  to  thy  grief. 
Now,  "  True-man,  try,  if  thou  canft  rob  a  thief. 

They  fight:  as  they  are  fighting,  enter  Bella  Franca,  tatrfueiby  an 
out-lathi  Jhe  runs  hetwxxt  them  and  parts  went;  ",    -  t 

Sella  Franca* 
If  ye  were  born  of  wbmen,  aid  a  woman* 

Charles* 
Why,  what'*  the  matter  ?  •   .'..     . 

Bella  Franca. 
Oh,  turn  the  edges  of  your  fwords  'gainil  him, 
that  in  the  fbreft  would  have  ravifh'dme.  : 

Charles '.' 
Ceafe  thy  purfuit;  arid,  ftranger,  paufe  awhile, 
To  hear  the  tenouf  of  this  lady's  plaint. 

Eufiaee. 
Why  then  kings  truce.    But  let  the  purfcs  lie : 
They'll  fall  to  ray  advantage  by  and  by. 

Charles. 
Now  tell  me,  lady,  what's  your  ditto  me? 

Bella  Franca. 
To  fave  my  life  from  foul  inchaitity. 

fto  beard  tUfroudefi  thief.]  See  Note  39  to  Edward  It  vol.  II.  p.  360. 
ax  True  man\     See  Note  88  to  Gammer  Gurtcns  tfetdk,  vol.  U.  p.  64. 
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For  paiCog  by  thcfc  countries  on  my  way, 

To  pay  my  aeaktts  vows  in  Golgotha, 

Attended  only  by  a  little  page ; 

This  villain,  with  a  crew  of  ruffian  thievet,  ' 

Seiz'd  what  we  had  firft*  hated  »y  page  from  me, 

And  after  would  have  wraetfd  my  chaitky. 

But,  being  fwift  of  foot,  fear  tent  me  wfctga 

Hither  (1  hope  in  happy  time)  to  flic, 

Either  to  fave  mine  hoaotir,  or  to  die.  '!*••' 

Ckarkh 
.  „  Thy  honour  atfd  tliy  life  are  both  faWd  i      ■ 
And,  for  a  lady's  fake  you  much  referable, 
Command  my  fword,  my  fubje&s,  and  toy  cave, 
Where  fuccour,  att  ofiencetefs;  you  (hall  have* 
Sirrah,  go  you  and  fcour  about  the  hill. 

I  Giowfu 

I  go.        «  [Exit. 

Sella  Franca* 
How  like  is,  he  to  Charles  by  fhipwreck  dead  t 
And  he  to  Euftace  perifiVd  in  the  wares ! 
But  they  are  both  immortal  faints  in  heaven  :    • 
Yet  I  am  glad  becaufe  thefe  (hapes  are  theirs. v 
My  happy  coming  hath  ta'en  up  their  ftrife,.     -     . 
Preferviog  mine  own  honour  and  my  life. 

Euftact. 
So  blufh'd'  my  filler:  and  this  out-kw  thief 
Hath  a  refemblance  to  my  brother  Charles.* 
But  (he   n  London  lives  a  virgin  pure ; 
He  in  forne  huge  whale's  belly  too  too  fufe. 

\        Charles. 
A  pretty  wench  i'faith ;  Til  marry  her, 
And  make  her  queen  df  all  this  out- taw  crew. 

Ettflace* 
I  am  half  in  love  already,  at  firft  fight :. 
1   How  will  this  raging  flame  increafe  by  night! 

Charles* 
Fair  beauteous  maid,  reiign  your  love  to  me ; 
Mftrefr  of  all  thefe  forefts  you  ihall  be. 

Mqflace* 


Of    LONDON.'  4&j 

Love  me,  HI  kUa  away  thefe  tears  of  grief ;      » 
Sweet  wench,  embrace  a  true-man*  fcorn  a  thief.      . 

-   Charles. 
How  now,  fir  fauce !  you  are  as  bold,  methinks, 
As  if  you  were  a  /roe-man  of  our  tcade ; 
None  but  myfelf  plead  ituereft  fo  this  maid. 

Eyftaxx. 
My  intereft  is  as  ifcuch ;  in  this  'tis  greater* 
Because  that  of  the  two  J  love  her  better. 

Charfa, 
Proud  paflengeft  I-'J1  make  thee  eat  that  word. 

Euflace. 
If  I  eat  air,  thou  fiialt  digeft  my  fword, 

Charles,     ,  e 

Revive  this  quarrel,  let  the  former  die ; 
Fight  we  for  her,  and  let  the  purtes  lie. 

Eitjtaet. 
Om-law,  I  rather  love  to  fight  than  brawl ; 
I'll  win  from  thee  thy  wench,  thy  purfe,  add  all. 

Bella  franca. 
Stay,  gentlemen.  [She  Jiffs  kweentiem. 

.  .  Eufiact. 

By  heaven,  I  fcorn  to  (lay, 
'Till  both  the  purfes  I  have  ta'en  away. 

Charks. 
My  fword  for  me,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  gold. 
My  refolutidh  (hall  my  claim  uphold. 

Enter  the  down,  running  betwexl  them. 

Clrito* 
What  do  you  mean,  gentlemen,  to  fight  among  yourfelves, 
that  ftiould  be  friends,  and  had  more  need  to  take  one  another's 
part  to  fight  againft  your  enemies?  We  ihall  all  be  (lain, 
foiled,  murdered,  maflacred.  Par  my  own  part,  if  I  had  nine 
lives,  like  a  cat,  they  were  all  Aire  to  die  one  dog's  death. 

Charles. 
Why?  what's  the  matter,  fellow  ? 

Clown* 
Oh,  noble  captain,  we  fhall  all  be  {laid.    Tancred,  a  prince 
of  Italy*  with  an  army,  hath  befet  the  foot  of  the  mountains, 

H  h  2  and 
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and  hath  vow'd  to  make  venifon  of  all  us  poor  out-laws,  and 
kill  us  like  deer.  God  be  with  you :  Til  go  fhift  for  one.  {Exit. 

Charles. 
"  Dear  we  will  be  to  him,  before  he  do  it, 
And  dearly  fell  our  defperate  carcafes. 
Kind  ftranger,  wilt  thou  take  a  truce  with  me,        ' 
Thou  (halt  divide  with  me  my  dignity : 
We  two  will  jointly  o'er  thefe  mountains  reign, 
And  by  our  valours  our  eftates  maintain : 

Euftace. 
Becaufe  I  hear  thy  life  in  jeopardy, 
And  thou  haft  dealt  with  me  fo  honourably, 
Receive  my  hand ;  now  I  am  wholly  thine. 
And,  ye  mad  rogues,  I  am  half  your  captain  now. 
Look  when  ye  fee  me  nod,  ye  crouch  and  kneel, 
Make  legs,  and  *J  curt'fies,  and  keep  bare  your  crowns. 

Clown. 
'Tis  hard  to  teach  them  manners  that  are  clowns. 
But  for  my  own  parr,  here's  a  leg,  here's  a  cap,  here's  a  knee  ; 
All  thefe,  fvveet  half-captain,  I  referve  for  thee. 

Euftace. 
Speak,  do  you  all  accept  me  ? 

All. 
We  do,  we  do. 

Euftace. 
Then,  brother  thief,  I  am  turn'd  out-law  too. 
But,  to  do  no  man  wrong,  I  make  that  law, 
Only  to  pafs  thb  tedious  fummer  here, 
Till  we  our  down-cad  fortunes  may  up-rear. 

Charles. 
You  (hare  with  me  in  *4  love,  in  mind,  in  all. 

[Sffft  march. 
But,  heark !  I  hear  our  enemies'  drums  do  brawl. 

**  Dear  we  will  be  to  bim9  &c  J     This  fpecies  of  quibbling  is  very 
common  in  our  early  writers.  So  Shakfpeare  in  the  Fhjl  Part  of  Henry  IV. 

X*.     C»     d*    4^a 

"  Deatji  hath  not  ft  ruck  To  fat  a  deer  to  day, 

u  Though  many  dearet  in  this  bloody  fray." 
See  alfo  other  inftances  in  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  the  lift  paflage. 
*3  curt'Jies]     The  firft  Edition  reads  cringes. 
**  love]    The  fir  ft  Edition  reads  end. 

"  •  Euftace. 
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Euftace. 
Their  voice  is  welcome :  ob,  that  I  had  with  me 
As  many  good  lads,  honeft  prentices,  \AparU 

From  Eaftcheap,  Canwick-ftreet,  and  London-Hone, 
To  end  this  battle,  as  could  wifh  themfelves ' 
Under  my  conduct  if  they  knew  me  here  ! 
The  doubtful  day's  fuccefs  we  need  not  fear. 

Charles* 
Oh,  for  fome  Cheapfide  boys  for  Charles  to  lead !      [Apart. 
They  would  (lick  to  it,  when  thefe  out-laws  fail. 
Wifhes  are  wind,  let's  think  ourfelves  well  mann'd ; 
We'll  fooner  die  than  fly,  fo  make  a  Hand, 

Enter  Tancred,  with  drum  and  foldiers. 

Tancred* 
Are  thefe  the  outlaws  that  difturb  our  peace  ? 
Think  they  thefe  mountain-tops  can  flicker  them. 
From  our  revenge,  and  juft-aflembled  arms  r 

Charles. 
Come,  come,  let  us  prepare  to  anfwer  them. 

Tancred, 
Which  be  the  chief  of  thefe  confounded  troops  ?     * 

Charles. 
prince,  I  am  one  of  them. 

Euftace. 
And  I  another. 

Charles. 
I  am  his  friend. 

Euftace. 
And  I  his  out-law-brother.  % 

Tancred. 
How  dare  you  ftand  contemptuous  'gainft  your  liege? 
Captains,  ye  are  our  men. 

.  Charles* 
That  we  deny,: 
I  am  a  ftranger,  Tancred. 

Euftace. 
So  am  I. 

H  h  3  Tancrt 
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Such  valbijfr  is  reported  to  appear      [^<*/7  4*  ££r  wuufetpU* 
In  the  brave  deeds  of  thefe  rude  forefters, 
TKat  we  could  rather  wiih  they  were  our  friends, 
To  dwell  in  cities,  than  keep  out  in  caves. 
Confidering  now  what  wars  we  have  in  hand,  ' 

Their  martial  *pirrrs  might  much  advantage  us, 
Would  they  but  keep  wirhin  fome  honoured  bounds. 
.  WeMl  ifcrork  them  if  we  can  to  our  aHiance, 
And  rather  motion  love,  than  pr>'tid  defiance. 

Cbarks. 
Why  comes  the  county  Palatine  in  arms, 
To  fight  again  ft  imarmcd  forefters  ? 
If  thou  wilt  win  renown,  bend  thy  brave  forces 
*Gainft  Pagans  that  befiege  J erufalem. 
Small  fame  and  honour  canft  thou  win  thee  here ; 
Eefides,  our  cheap  fives,  thou  (halt  purchase  dear.    * 

E*Jt*Ct. 

We  have  reform'd  thefe  villains  finde  we  came, 
And  taught  them  manners  and  civility  : 
All  rape  and  murder  we  repay  with  death  % 
Amongft  us  dolh  not  live  a  rarifher. 

Yancred. 
I  have  heard  no  lefs,  but  that  yeu  weed  out  fuch 
As  pafs  the  bounds  of'  Chriftian  honefty ; 
Which  makes  me  rather  offer  peace  than  war. 
But  what  bright  virgin  {lands,  fo  difcontent? 

Charles* 
My  life, 

£uflace. 
My  love. 

TancrtJ. 
The  word  had  been  well  fpent, 
If  I  had  faid  mine  too  :  for  I  proreft, 
Of  all  this  number  I  atfedt  her  beft. 

.    Charles, 
Believe  me,  fellow  partner,  in  my  rule* 
You  offer  wrong  to  impart  in  tbto  *ny  love. 

Euftace, 
Half  of  all's  mine,  I  claim  it  as  my  due; 
In  which,  bright  virgin,  I  except  not  you.    .  Mattered 
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I  do  contain  my  love  with  much  ado*  .... 

For  her  (methinks)  I  could  tun*,  out-law  too. 

Whati  do  you  think  to  have  a  double  ibare  ? 
Half  of  her 'g  mine;  1  will,  not  bate  an  hair* 

CWte. 
By  ihine  own  words  thou  gay*ft  one  half  at  leaft, 

Eufiace. 
But  111  have  all,  my  title  is  increas'd. 

Tamred, 
Stay,  captains,  for  our  annual  crown's  revenues,  ;. 
We  would  not  lofe  the  weakefl  of  you  both,  * 

So  much  do  we  affect  your  chivalries. 
Let  me  take  up  this  mutual  enmity : 
Your  quarrel  is  for  her ;  both  would  enjoy  her. . 
You  claim  her  as  your  right.  [To  Charles. 

Cbarh. 
'Tis  true  I  do. 

Tancred. 
And,  captain,  you  fay  (he  belongs  to  you* 

True  (valiant  prince),  my  hopes  (hall  his  deftroy ; 
Thou  art  mine  own,  (west  wench.     *s  Heaven  give  us  joy ! 

Pottered* 
Then  till  thi9  ftri&  contention  ended  be, 
Deliver  this  bright  virgin  unto  me. 
Here  (hall  our  former  hate  and  difcord  ceafe : 
This  lady  (hall  be  hoftage  of  your  peace. 
Unto  thy  charge  we  give  ten  thousand  men.         [To  Charles* 
As  many  foldters  we  refign  to  thee.  [To  £uAace« 

Make  me  her  keeper  till  thefe  wars  be  done ; 
^Ye  have  the  price,  I  my  content  have  won. 

Cba&s. 
Honour  hath  taught  the  Palatine  to  fpeak. 

Rvfiacc. 
Since  what  we  both  define,  one  can  but  bate, 
Take  charge  of  her.    Let  me  receive  the  charge 
Of  a  great  army,  and  commanding  power ; 
Before  I  marry,  I  mud  win  my  dower. 

*s  Heaven]    The  firft  Edition  reads  GW. 

H  h  4 ,  Cbarhs. 
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Charles* 
So  fey  I  too ;  and,«out-l*w  life,  adieu. 

Tancred. 
And  welcome,  love,  which  I  muft  keep  for  you. 
Their  drums  (hall  fcold,  mine  (hall  'have  time  to  ceafe, 
And  whilft  they  war,  with  her  1*11  make  my  peace. 
Are  you  content,  fweet  lady  ?       J ' 

Bella  Franca* 
I  muft  do 
That  which  amongft  you  all  beft  pleafeth  you* ' 
I  am  a  prifoner ;  prifoners  muil  obey ; 
You  fay  I  (hall,  and  I  muft  not  fay  nay. 

Charles* 
Do  fo,.  fweet  love. 

Euftace. 
Till  thefe  wars  ended  be 
I  pr-ythee,  fweet  love,  keep  thy  heart  to  me. 

Tancred. 
Come,  captain,  we  bequeath  you  to  your  charge, 
To  march  with  ipeed  towards  the  holy  wars. 
This  lady,  as  our  life  we  will  efteem, 
And  place  her  in  the  honour  of  a  queen.  [Exeunt* 

Enter,  Robert  of  Normandy,  Godfrey  of  Rqloign,  and  Giry 
of Leffingham,  yoitk  drum  and  Jobbers. 

Godfrey.  . 

What  art  thou  with  thy  brow  confronted:  me  ? 

One  that  thinks  (corn  to  give  lead  place  to  thee. 

Godfrey. 
Thou  know'ft  me  not  to  fet  my  name  fo  light. 

Guy. 
I  *6  reck,  thee  not,  nay  frown,  thou  can  ft  not  fright. 
We  are  no  babe;  or,  if  we  were,  yet  know 
Thy  proud  face  cannot  like  a  bug-bear  (hqw. 

Godfrey. 
Thou  haft  (truck  fire  upon  a  flinty  fptrit. 
Think'ft thou,  beckufe  thoulead'ft  the  French  king's  troops,' 
And  art  commander  of  a  few  bold  French, 

**  reck]     See  Note  33  to  Tancred  and Gifmunda,  vol.  II.  p.  203. 

•    That 
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That  we  will  yield  the  upper  land'  w  shed? 

I  let  thee  know  thou  haft  diihonoared  me.  <    *»"  '    •    ■  -\ 

I  let  thee  know  thou  haft  done  as  much'  by  me; 
Think'ft  thou,  thou  canft  outface  me?  proud  man,  not  •     * 
Know  I  eiieem  thee  as  too  weak  a  foe. 

Godfrey, 
Now  by  my  knight-hood  I'll  revenge  this  wrong;  ' 
And  for  that  word  thy  heart  (hail  curfe  thy  tongue. 

*  Robert. 
What  mean  thele  %1  Chriftian  princes  thus  to  jar, 
And  bend  their  fwords  againft  their  mutual  breads, 
Whole  edge  were  (harpin'd  for  their  enemies  crefts? 

Godfrey.  .     . 

He  {hall  not  march  before  me. 

Guy. 
But  I  will.  ,. 

'      Godfrey. 
*■  Zounds !  but  thou  (hah  not,  by  this  blejTedday, 
I'll  pitch  thee  like  a  bar  out  or  my  way. 

Guy.        • 
Thy  arms  want  ftrength,  thou  canft  not  tois  me  fa. 

Godfrey. 
No,  can  they  not  ?  by  heaven  I'll  try  a  throw* 

Robert. 
Princes,  I  charge  you  by  the  honoured  zeal, 
And  love  to  him  for  whom  ye  come  to  fight, 
To  ceafe  this  envy  and  abortive  jar. 
The  fields  are  broad  enough  for  both  to  march, 
And  neither  have  the  vantage  ot  the  ground. 

Guy. 
Robert,  miqe  arm  (hall  a&  a  wondrous  thing, 
I'll  hurl  him  like  a  ftone  out  of  a  fling.  ., 
Not  have  the  way?  I'll  fling  thee  on  the  earth, 
And  then  inarch  over  thee  with  all  my  troops* 

Godfrey. 
Robtfrt  of  Normandy,  by  all  the  honour 
Thou  hop'ft  t'  atchieve  fhee  in  thele  holy  wars, 
Stand  from  betwixt  us,  let's  but  try  one  fall, 

*7  Chriftian']     The  firft  Edition  reads  bafty. 
*•  Zounds]    The  firft  Edition  reads  Ey. 

n 
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111  caft  his  cork-like  trunk  by  wondrous  jfcil!, 
As  Hercules  threw  JLycat  from  an  hill. 

Robert. 

For  God's  fake  and  o*r  Saviour's,  in  whofe  book 
Ye  now  are  entered  as  his  foldiers  prefi, 
In  whofe  camp  royal  if  ye  mutiny, 
Ye  are  found  guilty  by  his  martial  law, 
And  worthy  death  :  I  charge  you,  princes  both, 
T*abandon  this  injurious  enmity • 
Stand  you  betwixt  the  foldiers,  left  this  fling 
Of  blind  fedition  reign  in  this  our  army, 
And ,  feed  upon  our  bodies  like  a  plagues;  , 

Princes,  I  charge  you,  by  your  Saviour's  blood 
Shed  Tor  your  fins,  ye  fhed  none  at  this  time* 

Gotfrey. 

Well,  let  him  march  before,  1  will  relign : 
Robert  prevails ;  Frenchman,  the  right  is  thine. 

Guy. 

I  will  not  march  firft ;  but  in  courtefy 
I  will  refign  that  honoured  place  to  thee ; 
But  what  a  king  mould  fay,  I  mould  not  do, 
With  violent  rage  that  would  I  run  intow 
Go  on,  29  by  heaven  you  (hall,  I  yield  it  .you ; 
By  heaven  you  (h«U«  the  place  I  freely  grant. 
Friendship  can  more  with  me,  than  rude  conftraint. 

Godfrey. 

Thy  honoured  love  with  honour  I  return, 
What  thou  would'fl  give  me,  I  refign  thee  back ; 
This  kind  reply  to  me  Hands  like  a  charm,  ' 

So  Then  royally  let's  march  on  arm  in  anas* 

Robert. 

Such  jufr  proportion  princes  ilill  mould  keep. 
Brave  lord  of  Boloign,  join  your  troops  with  ours, 

*9  by  heaven]     The  fecottd  Edition  reads  indeed,  ' 
*°  Then  royally  lets  march  on  arm  i*  arm]     This  play,  though  not  men* 
tioned  in  the  key  to  The  Rgbearfal,  feems  to  have  been  one  of  thofe  ridi- 
culed in  that  witty  performance.     The  above  line  is  not  unlikely  to  have 
been  burlefqued  in  the  following : 

"  Then  *  fpite  of  fate,  w'eli  thus  combined  ftand, 
, "  And.  like  true  brothers,  walk  fttll  hand  in  hand." 

That 
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That  are  by  birth  approved  Engrrfhrnen  r 

And  Lord  of  France,  that  under  your  condbft 

Have  ready  armM  ten  rhoufand  fighting  men, 

To  fight  with  us  for  fair  Jerufalem, 

Diftreft  by  mifbelieving  infidels,       .      ,  '  ' 

Let  us  unice  a  friendly  chriftian  league. 

We  hare  entered,  valiant  Tords,  trpon  our  way 

Even  to  the  midft  of  fertile  Lbrabardy, 

By  writers  term'd  the  garden  of  the  world. 

Half  of  our  way  we  have  overcome  already : 

Then  let  us  here  incamp  upon  thefe  downs.  ' 

But  flay,  what  threatening  voice  of  warfare  founds  ?      ' 

Enter,  after  a  trumpet^  Euflaoc 

Godfrey* 
Had  not  young  Euftacc  in  the  feas  beendrown*dt 
I  fhould  have  faid,  he  treads  upon  this  ground. 
And  but  none  fcapM  the  dangerous  feas  fave  I, 
This  Frenchman  I  fhould  think  my  brother  Guy. 

Enftace. 
Princes,  my  matter  County  Palatine, 
Wondering  what  bold. foot  duril  prefume  to  tread 
Upon  his  confines  without  nfking  leave, 
Sends  me  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  arrive: 
Or  why  the  arm*d  hoofs  of  your  fiery  fteeds 
Dare  wound  the  forehead  of  his  peaceful  land* 

Godfrey, 
Dare !  fends  thy  lord  in"  that  ambitious  key  ? 

Guy. 
Or  hath  the  pride  of  thy  refined  tongue 
Gilded  thy  meflage  with  thefe  words  of  fcorn? 

itoBcrt. 
Add*H  thou  unto  thy  meffage,  knight,  or  no?  * 

Rufiate. 
■  The  naked  tenour  of  my  matter's^  mind 
Thus  I  infold  ;  ra(h,  faucy,  infoltnt, 
That  by  audacious  boldnefs  have  not  fearM 
To  break  into  my  fovereign*s  royal  pale ; 
I  charge  you  to  return  the  way  you  came, 
And  ft ep  by  itep  tell  every  tedious'  ilride, 

That 


<pt        THE  FOUR   PRENTICES 

That  you  hare  meafured  ralhry  in  his  land ; 
Or  by  the  honour  of  his  name  he  fwears, 
To  chace  you  from  the  margent  of  his  coaft, 
With  an  unnumber'd  army  and  huge  hoft. 

Godfrey. 
March  back  again  !  Oh  fcandal  to  our  names ! 
Have  we  deferv'd  to  be  fo  cenfur'd  on  ? 
Though  not  one  man  upon  my  part  would  Hand, 
Alone  111  pierce  the  bowels  of  his  land. 

Guy. 
Bafely  retire,  and  thirty  thoufand  ftrong ! 
Were  the  whole  world's  power  ambulh'd  in  our  way, 
Yet  would  we  on.     Return  diihonourably  ! 
Forward  Til  march,  though  every  {rep  J  tread 
Plunge  me  in  blood  thus  high  above  my  head. 

Robert* 
Princes,  have  patience,  let, me  anfwer  him. 
Knight,  I  condemn  not  thee  for  fpeaking  boldly 
The  proud  defiance  that  thy  mailer  fends : 
But  mildly  we  return  our  pleafures  thus. 
We  do  confefs  it  was  fome  over-fight 
To  march  fo  far,  without  fome  notice  given 
Unto  the  lord  and  prince  that 3Z  owes  the  land : 
And  we  could  wifh  that  we  had  crav'd  his  leave. 
But  fince  'tis  thus,  that  we  have  march'd  thus  far,    . 
And  bafely  to  retire  is  infamous, 
(If  not  with  leave)  we  forward  mean  to  go: 
Defpight  of  king  or  emperor  (hall  fay  no. 

Euftace. 

I  will  inform  the  prince  my  fovereign  fo.  [■£*//• 

Guy. 
That  young  knight's  face,  methinks,  I  well  mould  know. 

Godfrey.    , 
I  fee  the  fworcls,  were  fliarp'd  'gainft  infidejst  ■ 

Mult  be  employ'd  to  lavifh  Chriihan  blood. 
Upon  his  foul  lie  all  the  heinous  guilt, 
Who,  being  a  Chriftian  prince,  forbids  and  bars 
Our  quiet  paiiage  to  thefe  Pagan  wars. 

3*  owes]     See,  Note  27  to  Corndia9  vol.  II.  p.  284. 

Guy. 
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Guy. 

This  bickering  will  but  keep  our  arms  in  s*  we, 
The  holy  battles  better  to  endure. 

Robert. 

Well,  God  for  us*  for  our  intent  is  good ; 
Charg'd  be  their  fouls  with  all  this  Chriftian  blood. 

> 

Enter  Tancred,  Charles,  Euftace,  drum,  colours,  and  JbUim* 

marching. 

Tancred. 
What  art  thou  brav'ft  the  County  Palatine  ? 

Robert. 
My  name  is  Robert  duke  of  Normandy* 

Tancred. 
Speak,  will  ye  all  retire  the  way  ye  tame  ? 

Robert. 
God  keep  duke  Robert  from  fo  foul  a  fliame  I 

Godfrey. 
Bafely  retire  when  we  have  march'd  thus  far ! 
Firft  we'll  unpeople  this  thy  land  by  war. 

Charles. 
Then  will  we  drive  you  back  by  our  main  force, 
And  feize  upon  your  troops  of  foot  and  horfe. 

Guy. 
So  fay  you :  but,  fhould  you  attempt  to  do'r, 
We  (traight  mould  overthrow  you  horfe  and  foot. 

Euftace. 
.    So  faid,  fo  done,  brave  lord,  were  gallant  play  ; 
But  you  would  at  the  firft  pufh  (brink  away. 

Robert. 
No,  proud  Italians,  all  our  fpirits  are  fire, 
Which  burns  not  downward,  but  is  made  t*  afpire. 
Prince,  weconfefs  we  did  forget  ourfelves, 
Prcfuming  on  that  ancient  privilege 
Which  every  Chriftianbrother  prince  mould  claim 
One  in  the  intereft  of  another's  name ; 
An  error  we  confefs,  though  not  a  fault. 

**  uri\  i.  e.  in  praftice,  ufc.    Sec  Note  to  Ferrcx  and  Porrcx,  vol.  L 

But 
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But  bafely  with  diihonour  ha*  k  to  fly,       ,  x 

And  tone  held  as  cowards,  we  3?  deny* 

Tattered*  . 

And  nothing  elfe  can  fatisfy  mine  ire, 
But  whence  ye  came  the  fame  way  to  retire*. 

Rrieru 
And  that  I'll  never  do. 

Nor  I. 

NorL 

Chmrlti. 

Then  (hall  ye  on  thefe  Lumbard  champains  die* 
To  arms,  brave  foldiers !  ! 

Euftact. 

Strike  up,  warlike  drum  ; 
Prepare  you,  Chriftian  princes,  now  we  come* 

Godfrey. 

Stay,  brave  prince  Tancr*  d,  ftay,  great  Norman  duke* 
Out  of  my  zeal  to  God  and  Chriftendom, 
*  To  Haunch  the  blood  which  fhould  be  broach M  this  day* 
Unto  the  grief  of  all  that  honour  Chrift, 
And  joy  to  fuch  as  love  idolatry : 
I  make  this  challenge  general  through  the  hoft 
Of  him  that  interrupts  us  on  our  way. 
If  any  proud  Italian  dare  take  up 
The  honour'd  gage  which  I  have  here  thrown  down* 
Ana  fight  a  (ingle  combat  for  our  paflagc ; 
Thefe  (hall  be  made  our  ftrict  conditions  f 
If  htm  I  conquer,  all  our  hoft  (hall  march 
Without  lead  let  and  contraction  : 
If  I  be  vanquifh'd  by  thy  champion's  hand* 
Our  army  (hall  march  back  out  of  thy  land. 

Charles. 

A  princely  motion  to  fave Chriftian  blood* 
Great  prince  ofltaly,  upon  my  knee 
I  humbly  beg  I  may  thy  champion  be. 

"  Ay]    Sec  .p.  47* 

iTa/tcrra* 
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Tancred.  - 
Thou  haft  thy  fuitj  thy  valour  hath  been  try'd : 
With  a  rough  brow  fee  thdu  confront  bis  pride* 

Robert. 
Then  what  ten  tfcouiaad  Chriftian  fives  thouki  fight, 
Thefe  two  brave  lords  will  end  in  fingle  fight. 

<  Tancred. 

It  is  agreed* 

Euftace. 

Stand  to't,  brave  outlaw-brother, 
Would  I  were  one  of  therri. 

Guy. 
And  I  the  other. 

'Charles. 
What  weapon  wilt  thou  ufe  ? 

Godfrey. 
That  which  next  comes. 
Give  me  this  partizan ;  now  ftrike  «p,  drums* 

Cbariew 
Give  me  this  fotdier's, ;  trumpet,  found  a  charge  t 
1 11  Hop  the  paflage  which  he  leeks  t'  enlarge, 

Godfi-ey. 
Princes,  (land  off,  my  warlike  arm  this  day, 
For  all  your  troops,  (hall  win  a  pvofperous  way. 

Charles: 
Thou  canft  not  enter,  though  the  way  flood  ope; 
My  heart,  and  this,  thy  paflage  vows  to  flop. 

God/hey. 
Yet  will  I  through. 

Charles. 
Thou  (halt  not,  this  fays  nay. 

Godfrey. 
Oh,  but  behold !  I  have  this  to  hew  my  way. , 

They  fight%  and  are  parted  by  Robert  and  Taocred. . 

Tattered. 
I  would  not  lofe  my  champion  for  the  world.       . 

Robert. 
Nor  I  this  prince :  for  were  thefe  fpirits  fpent, 
All  Chriftendom  their  fortunes  might  lament. 

6  Part 
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Part  them  on  equal  odds,  and  equal  terms : 
Both  alike  valiant,  both  have  honour  won* 
More  valorous  live  not  underneath  the  fun* .. 

Tattered* 

We  will  referve  tfieir  haughty  chivalries* ;  . 
To  exercife  againit  God's  enemies. 

JLqflace* 

They  have  won  honour,  I  have  idly  flood  : 
By  my  good  flars  I'll  have  a.  challenge  too, 
If  any  in  their  camp  dares  aufwfcr  me*    ' 
Give  me  thy  pike,  a  pike  a  prince  may  trajly^ 
And  at  that  weapon  will  I  challenge  all. 
Great  prince,  theft  fiery  princes  that  came  hijjjcf  .; 
To  brave  our  forces,  had  a  champion 
To  challenge  us :  are  we  as  valiant, 
And  (Ball  we  fail  to  do  the- like  to  them  ? 
Give  me  but  leave,  my  lord,  to  fend,  one  boait     -  -  • 
T*  affright  them,  like  a  devil,  through  their  hofh 

Tanertdi 
.  It  pleafeth  us ;  then  when  thou  wilt  begin. 

Robert* 

What  champion  (hall  we  have  to  anfwer  him  ? 

I  fliould  efteem  him  my  immortal  foe, 
That  mould  attempt  to  take  away  the  honour^ 
Of  fuch  a  ftrong  encounter  from  my  hand*     • 
Champion,  appear  betwixt  our  royal  hafts* 
Let's  fee  thy  ftrength  make,  good  thy  haughty  boaftsw 

Euftace. 

I  am  here ;  Hand  thou  forth  on  the  adverfe  part*: 
Survey  me  well,  brave  Hector  I  refemble, 
Whofe  very  brow  did  make  the  Greeks  to  tremble.' 

But  I,  Achilles,  proud  ambitious  boy, 
Will  drag  thy  coarfe  about  the  walls  of  Troy* 
Give  me  thy  pike,  Til  tofs  it  like  a  reed, 
And  with  this  hull-rufh  make  mine  enemy  bleed* 
Rapier  and  pike  !  is  that  thy  honoured  play  ? 
Look  down,  ye  gods,  this  combat  to  forvey. 


Erf* 


ace* 
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Eujlace, 
ftapief  and  pike  this  combat  fliall  decide j 
Gods,  angels,  wen,  ihall  fee  me  tame  thy  pride. 

Guy. 
Thou  do'fl  jhyfelf  wrong  to  o'er-charge  thine  arm 
With  fuch  a  weapon  as  thou  canli  not  weild. 
I'll  teach  thee ;  thou.fhalt  like  my  zany  be* 
And  feign  to  do  my  cunning  after  me. 

Muftaec. 
Thou  would'ft  inftr.ucT:  thy  matter  at  this  play.   * 
Think'ft  thou  this  rye*itraw  can  o'er-rule  my  arm  t 
Thus  do  I  bear  him  when  I  ufc  to  march ; 
Thus  can  I  fling  him  up,  and  catch  him  thus  : 

\ihy  tq/s  their  pikei. 
Then  thus,  to  try  the  finews  of  my  arm. 

Guy. 
.    But  thou  (hould'll  charge  him  thus,  advance  him  thus, 
Thus  fhould'it  thou  take  him,  when  thou  feefl:  from  far 
The  violent  horles  run  to  break  our  ranks. 

Eufiace. 
All  that  is  nothing,  I  can  tofs  htm  thus. 

Guy. 
I  thus :  'tis  eafier  fport  than  the  34  balaon. 

Euftace* 
We  trifle  time,  this  Ihall  d\y  rage  withstand* 

Guy." 
With  this,  our  hoft  ihall  peirce  thy  fovereign's  land. 

^hey  fight  •  Robert  and  the  Palatine  caft  their  1s  warders  between 

them,  and  part  them. 

Robert* 
That  hoft  mould  lofe  ten  thoufand  Pagans  lives 
With  the  rich  honour  of  their  overthrow, 

That 

34  halwn\  i.  c.  foot-ball.    Bah*,  Fr.     S. 

35  vf orders]  Wardeft  appear,  to  have  been  a  kind  of  truncheons  car- 
ried by  the  perfoa  who  prefided  at  thefe  Angle  combats.  On  its  being 
thrown  down,  both  the  parties  were  obliged  to  ceafe  fighting.  So,  in  the 
account  given  by  Hall  of  the  duel  between  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  and  Duke 
of  Hereford,  it  is  faid,  "  The  Duke  of  Norffblke  was  not  fall  fee 
'fcforwarde  when  the  Kyngc  caft  doune  his  warder,  and  the  heraultes 

Vo  l.  VI.  I  i  « cried 
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That  ibould  but  lofe  his  champion  in  this  combat* 
If  both  fhould  peri (h,  our  brave  Chriftian  army 
Should  be  more  weak  by  thoufands  than  it  was. 

Tattered* 

Their  matchlefs  valour  have  prevail'd  with  us ; 
Freely  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  our  land ; 
Our  army  here  we  do  conjoin  with  yours9 
To  lead  them  to  the  fair  Jerufalem. 

Robert* 

We  pawn  our  faith  to  this  perpetual  league : 
And  now  we  (hew  ourfelves  that  ChriiHan  holt, 
In  which  true  peace  (hould  flourifb  and  abound ; 
Unto  this  peace  let  drums  and  trumpets  found. 
Champions,  embrace ;  and  all  your  item  debate         [Flowi/b. 
Pour  in  abundance  on  the  Pagans'  beads. 
Princes  and  lords,  let  our  united  bands 
Win  back  Judea  from  the  Pagans'  hands.        [Exeunt  marching. 

Manet  the  French  Lady* 

Lady* 
Thus  have  I  malk'd  my  bauMul  modeiiy 
Under  the  habit  of  a  truuy  page, 
And  now  my  fervant's  fervant  am  I  made. 
Love,  that  transformed  the  gods  to  fundry  Jhapes, 
Hath  wrought  in  me  this  metamorpotis. 
My  love  and  lord,  that  honoured  me  a. woman,  < 

Loves  me  a  youth,  employs  me  every  where  \ 
Ifervehim,wait  upon  him  ;  and  he  f wears 
He  favours  both  my  truth  and  diligence : 
And  now  I  have  learnt  to  be  a  perfect  page, 
He  will  have  none  to  truls  his  points  but  me, 
At  board  to  wait  upon  his  cup  but  me, 
To  bear  his  target  in  the  field  but  me. 
Nay,  many  a  thing,  which  makes  me  bluili  to  fpeak ; 
He  will  have  none  to  lie  with  him  but  me ; 
I  dream  and  dream,  and  things  come  in  my  mind : 

"  cried  ho,  ho.  Then  the  Kyng  caufed  their  fperes  to  be  taken  from 
"  them,  &C."  Introduction  to  the  lliftory  of  Henry  IV.  fol.  3.  Sec  alfo 
Mr.  SteeYcns's  Note  on  King  Richard  II.    A.  1.  S.  3. 

Onty 
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Only  I  hide  my  eyes ;  but  my  poor  heart 

Is  parr'd  and  kept  from  love's  *6  fociety. 

Like  Tantalus,  fuch  is  my  poor  repaft, 

I  fee  the  apples  that  I  cannot  tafte. 

1*11  (by  my  time,  and  hope  yet,  ere  I  &cf 

My  heart  (hall  feaff  as  richly  as  my  eye,         [Exit.    Pkwjfib 

Enter  the  */</ Souldan,  the  young  Sophy,  tables  and  forms;  and 
Moretes,  Turnus,  with  drum  and  foldiers. 

Souldan*  '  ' 

Counfel,  brave  lords  ;  the  Chriitian  army  marcheth 
Even  to  our  gates  with  paces  undifturb'd ; 
The  hollow  earth  refounds  with  weight  of  arms, 
And  (hrinks  to  bear  fo  huge  a  multitude. 
They  make  a  valley  as  they  march  along. 
And  railing  hills  encompafs  either  tide* 
Counfel,  brave  lords,  thefe  terrors  to  decide* 

Sophy. 
Jove's  great  vicegerent  over  all  the  world : 
Let  us  confront  their  pride,  and  with  our  powers 
Difperfe  the  ftrength  of  their  aflembled  troops. 

Souldan. 
Sion  is  ours  by  conqueft  ;  all  Judaea 
Is  the  rich  honour  of  our  conquering  fvvords. 
Shall  we  not  guard  it  then,  and  make  our  breads 
The  walls  that  {hall  defend  Jerufalem  ? 

Sophy. 
They  (halt  march  over  us,  that  march  this  way  z 
Before  the  Chriftians  (hall  attain  thefe  walls 
With  dead  men's  faces  we  will  pave  the  earth. 

Souldan. 
I  cannot  judge  the  Chriftians  are  fo  mad 
To  come  in  way  of  battle,  but  of  peace* 

Sophy. 
They  rather  travel  in  devotion, 
To  pay  their  vows  at  their  Median's  tomb, 
And  fo,  as  pilgrims,  not  as  foldiers  come. 

**fociety]    The  firft  Edition  reads  fatiety. 

I  i  a-  Souldan. 
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SonUan. 
Your  own  power  blinds  you,  and  hath  flureen'd  jour  ey«* 
My  hairs  do  wear  experience  livery;  .  ■         * 

But  yours,  the  badge  of  youth  and  UUeacft. 
Their  army  ftands  upon  a  mountain  top, 
lake  a  huge  foreft ;  their  tall  pikes*  like  pine*, 
In  height  do  over-peer  the  lower  trees ; 
^heir.harfeipen  ride  like.  Centaurs  m  the  meads, 
And  "fcout.ajbroad  for  pillage  arid  for  prey : 
Courage  is  their  good  captain. 

8of>by. 

Courage!  noi. 
Pale  fear,  and  black  deftruftion,  lead  the  foe* 

'     *  '"'      "Sduida*.     •       * 

I  fay  again,  theChriftian  princes  lead  ' 
An  army,  for  their  power  invincible. 
Victorious  hope  firs  hovering  on  their  plumes  ; 
Their  gilded  armour  f nines  againit  the  tun, 
Dazzling  our  eyes  from  {op  of  yonder  hill,         .„         . 
Like  the  bright  itreaks*  that  flow  from  paradife. ,%  + 

Ob,  conqueft*  worthy  the  brave  Perflan  fwords  I 
Let  us  delcend  from  forth  the  town  and  meet,  them* 

'    SoulJaru 
No. 

Yes. 

Soul  Jan. 

3*  ShouM  Jove  himfelf  in  thunder  aufwer  I, 
When  we  fay  no  ;  we'd  pull  him  from  the  fky» 

Saf&y. 
Should  Souldan,  Sophy,'  pneft,  or  prefbyter, 
Or  gods,  or  devils,  or  men,  gainfay  our  will, 
Him,  them*  or  thee,  would  the  brave  Periian  kill. 

Moretes* 
Quench  your  hot  fpleens  with  drops  of  fweet  advice* 
Temper  your  rage  with  counfel,  mighty  kings. 

37  Should  Jove  himfelf,  &c]    The  Souldan  here   is  as  violent    » 
Prince  Prettyman  in  The  Rehea*jal,  A.  4.  S.  i~ 
"  Durft  any  God  be  fo  uncivil, 
•  ■  *  I'd  make  that  God  fujjfcribc  himfelf  a  devil," 

Stuldan* 
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SouWan,    . 
'    I  fay  we  will  make  peace  with  Chrifteadorau 

Soppy* 
I  fay  the  Perfian  fcorn*  to  be  colleague, 
Or  to  have  part  with  them  of  Chriftendom. 

Souldan. 
Yet  hear  my  age, 

Sophy. 
Yet  hearken  to  my  youth.  : 

Moreies.    ^ 
My  tongue  give  place  unto  the  Souldan's  age* 

Turnus. 
But  I  applaud  the  Persian's  youthful  rage, 

Souldan. 
Stay,  lords,  our  grave  experience  doth  forefee 
The  mifchiefs  that  attend  on  this  debate. 
We  tread  the  path  of  our  deflruction, 
By  our  diflentions  grow  the  Chriftiaoa  firong, 
Whom  our  united  hearts  may  eafily  quelh 
Brave  Perfian  Sophy,  we  commend  your  hate 
To  them  that  have  abhorrM  our*  Pagan  gods  ; 
Yet  temper  it  with  wifdom,  valiant  prince. 
*Tis  our  fecurity  I  would  increafe, 
When  with  my  words  I  mention  gentle  peace*' 

Moretes. 
Experience  doth  inftruct  the  Souldan's  tongue, 
Hearken  to  him,  he  fpeaks  judicially. 

Sophy. 
My  tongue  a  while  gives  licence  to  mine  ear ; 
The  depth  of  your  grave  wifdom  let  us  hear. 

Souldan. 
Then  thus,  let's  fend  unto  the  Chriftians'  hofl, , 
To  know  what  caufe  hath  brought  them  thus  far  arm'df 
If  peaceably  they  come  to  vifit  here 
The  ancient  reliques  of  their  Saviour's  tomb ; 
Peace  (hall  conduct  them  in,  and  guard  them  out. 
But  if  they  come  to  conquer  Sion's  hill, 
And  make  irruption  through  our  triple  walls ; 
Peath  and  defpair  (hall  ambufh  in  their  way, 
find  we  will  feize  the  enligns  they  difplay, 

I  i  3  &fh* 
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Sophy. 
My  youth  yield*  willingly  to  your  grave  years, 
Let  it  be  fo.    But  whom  (hall  we  eledt 
To  be  created  lords  embaffadors  ? 

SouUan. 
Moretes  (hall  be  one ;  for  I  am  Cure 
He  will  employ  l>is  tongue,  peace  to  procure* 

Sofa. 
Turnus  another;  he  that  all  things  dares, 
Will  with  defiance ili r  them  up  to  wars. 

SouUan. 
Moretes  and  brave  Turnus,  foeed  you  flraight 
Unto  the  Chriftian  hod ;  fay,  if  they  come 
Like  pilgrims,  to  behold  the  fepulcbre, 
Our  gates  ftand  open  to  receive  them  in ; 
And  be  you  paint ul  to  perfuade  a  peace. 
But  if  they  ftand  upon  their  hoftile  ground, 
6ay  that  our  breafts  are  arm'd,  our  fwords  are  keen, 
Bold  are  our  hearts,  and  fiery  is  our  fpleen. 
And  fo  be  gone. 

Monies. 
1  to  perfuade  a  peace*  [Exit* 

Turnus, 
I  go  the  furious  rage  of  war  t'encreafe,  [Exit. 

SouUan. 
We  will  mean  time  conduct  our  royal  hods, 
(One  half  is  mine,  the  other  you  (hall  lead) 
To  intercept  them  ere  they  win  the  fight 
Of  thefc  invincible  and  high-built  walls. 
Brave  Perfians,  we  will  both  in  ambufli  lie,     . 
Sure  now  the  Chrifiians  are  ail  come  to  die.  [Exeunt* 

jEnier  Tancred  with  Bella  Franca,  richly  attired;  Jhefomewhat 
mffl  cling  him,  though  Jhe  makes  nojhew  of  it ;  Robert  of  Nor* 
nwndy}  the  four  brethren^  and  the  French  Lady  like  a  page. 

Tancred. 
Behold,  brave  Chrifiian  princes,  all  the  glory 
That  Tancred  can  inherit  in  this  world. 

Enftace. 
Fart  of  it's  mine, 

Charbu 
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Charles. 
And  part  belongs  to  me. 

Godfrey* 
An  heavenly  mixture  now  biihrew  my  heart, 
But  Godfrey  with  the  reft  could  cry  half  part. 

Guy. 
I  am  all  hers.  * 

Robert. 
That  lady  feems  to  me 
The  faircft  creature  ever  eye  did  fee. 

Bella  Franca. 
Tancred,  of  all,  thy  face  belt  pleafeth  me.  [In private* 

Tancred. 


Euftace. 
Charles. 
Godfrey. 
Guy. 
Robert. 


Fair  lady. 

Madam. 

Miflrefs. 

Beauteous  love. 

Bright  goddefs. 

Nymph. 

French  lAidy. 
Love  whom  ye  will  fay  I : 
So  ye  afFeft  not  my  beloved  Guy. 

Tancred. 

Lords,  (he  is  mine. 

Euftace. 
When  did  my  interest  ceafe? 

Charles* 
When  I  am  here,  you  brother  out-law,  peace* 

Godfrey. 
Why  mould  not  I  enjoy  her  ? 

Robert. 
Why  not  I  ? 

Guy. 
She  can  have  none  but  me. 


I  i  4  Euftace 
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Euftace  and  Charles, 

That  we  deny. 

Bella  Franca. 

Princes,  what  means  this  frenzy  in  your  hearts  J 
Or  hath  fome  necromantic  conjurer 
Rais'd  by  his  art  fome  fury  in  my  (hape, 
To  work  fedition  in  the  ChriiHan  camp  \ 
You  have  confirm'd  by  general  parliament 
A  ftatute,  (hat  muftftand  inviolate ; 
Namely,  that  mutiny  in  prince  or  peafant 
Is  death,  a  .kingdom  cannot  fave  his  life. 
Then  whence  proceed  thefe  Grange  contentions  I 

Cbarieu 
%  feiz'd  her  firtf. 

Euftace* 

I  firft  her  thoughts  did  prove. 

Tancred* 
I  plead  the'eompofition  for  my  love. 

Robert*  . 
If  wealth  will  win  the  thoughts  of  that  chafte  lady, 
I'll  bid  as  fair  as  any  for  her  love. 

Godfrey. 
If  valour  may  atchieveher,  I  'mongft  many 
Will  bid  more  warlike  blows  for  her  than  any. 

Guy. 
Nay,  if  you  go  to  fcrambling,  this  for  me.  [Z)/y?aLi, 

French  Lady. 

Speed  they  that  lift,  fo  you  repulled  be. 

Bella  Franca* 
Yet  hear  me,  princes. 

Euftace* 
Hence  with  frivolous  words. 

Godfrey* 
Stand  we  to  prate,  when  others  draw  their  fwords  \ 

Charley* 
Speak  thou  my  caufev  ..  [prawsx 

Tancred. 
This  fhall  my  pleader  be.  [Draw** 

Guy* 
Thou  art  for  us.  [Dravjs% 

6  Robert 
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*  Robert. 

-And,  fword,  fpeak  thou  for  me, 

■  Sella  Franca, 
He  that  beft  loves  me,  pierce  me  with  his  fword, 
Left  I  become  your  general  overthrow, 
I  do  conjure  you,  by  the  lore  you  bear  me, 
Either  to  banifti,  this  hoftility, 
Or  all  at  once  to  act  my  tragedy. 
A  blow  is  death  proclaim'd  by  parliament : 
Can  ye  make  laws,  and  be  the  firft  that  break  them  ?  , 

JCnew  I  that  this  my  beanty  bred  this  ftrife, 
With  fome  black  poifon,  I  would  ftain  my  cheeks. 
Till  I  look'd  fouler  than  an  ^Ethiop. 
,  Still  do  ye  brandifh  your  contentious  fwords  ? 
This  night  (hall  end  my  beauty,  and  to*morrow 
Look  to  behold  my  cryftal  eyes  fcratch'd  out, 
My  vifage  martyr'd,  and  my  hair  torn  ofF: 
He  that  beft  loves  it,  ranfom  it  with  peace,  " 

I  will  preferve  it,  if  your  fury  ceafe. 
But  if  ye  ftill  perfift,  the  heavens  I  call 
As  my  vow's  witnefs,  I  will  hate  ye  all. 

bartered.    * 
To  (hew  my  love,  my  fword  <hall  deep  in  reft. 

;     Godfrey. 
J'U  keep  mine  (harp  for  the  brave  Souldan's  creft. 

G«y. 
Peace,  fword. 

Roheru 
The  Norman  Robert  keeps  his  keen, 
T'  abate  the  fury  of  the  Souldan's  fpleen. 

Cbarks*  * 

My  fword  cries  truce. 

Euftace. 
Blade,  when  thou  next  art  feen, 
Yhou  mak'ft  thy  lord  a  king,  his  love  a  queen. 

Bella  Franca. 
You  have  redeemed  my  beauty,  your  laft  jar 
Had  made  perfection  with  my  face  at  war. 

Ei{/iace.. 
Lady,  the  virtuous  motions  of  your  heart 
Aid  to  th'  abundant  graces  of  your  fame,  -, 
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It  was  your  beauty  that  did  bliod  our  fouls, 
And  in  our  dote  breath  plac'd  oblivion. 
Tis  true^  we  have  ordain'd  a  {trill  decree. 
That  whofoever  in  our  Chriftian  hoft 
Stt iket  with  a  fword  in  hoftile  enmity, 
Forfeits  hi*  life ;  then  break  off  this  debate, 
Am)  keep  our  own  decrees  inviolate* 

Exter,  with  3§  a  tucket  before  them%  Turnus  and  Moretes* 

Moretes. 
Health  to  the  Chriftians  from  the  mighty  Souldan. 

Turnus, 
Peath  and  deftrucYion  from  the  Perfian  Sophy. 

Robert. 
That  tongue  brings  peace,  to  thee  will  I  attend. 

Godfrey^ 

That  tongue  brings  war.  thy  motions  we  commend. 

Tancred, 
Speak  peace,  thy  looks  are  fmootii,  well  lift  to  thee. 

Charles* 
Speak  war,  bring  war,  and  we  to  war  agree. 

Moretes. 
The  Babylonian  Souldan,  mighty  princes. 
Sends  me  to  know  the  caufe  of  this  your  march 
Into  a  land  fo  far  remote  from  ye. 
If  ye  intend  to  fee  your  prophet's  tomb, 
As  holy  pilgrims,  peace  (hall  guard  your  way. 

Eufiace. 
Peace  we  defy ;  let's  hear  what  thou  canft  fay. 

Robert. 
Proceed,  proceed. 

Guy. 
Do ;  and  I'll  found  my  drum, 
To  drown  his  voice  that  doth  for  parleance  come. 

Euftace, 
Why,  I  am  born  to  nothing  in  this  world 
But  what  my  fword  can  conquer.     Should  we  yield 
Our  fortunes  to  bafe  compofition, 

*8  a  tucket]    S«e   Note  17  to*  Tbt   Flrft  Part  of  Jtronimo,  vol  III. 
p.  96. 

1  I  have 
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I  have  no  hopes  mine  honour  to  increafe : 
Curft  be  his  bafe  ear  that  attends  to  peace ! 

Mdrttet. 
Let  me  conclude  my  meflage. 

Godfrey. 
Pagan,  no; 
Wat's  friend  ipeak  thou ;  I  am  to  peace  a  foe* 

Turnus. 

The  Perfian  Sophy  thus  inftruds  my  tongue : 
That  prince  amongft  you  whofe  heroic  break 
Dares  (hew  itfelf  to  his  triumphant  fpear, 

i Excepting  but  the  name  of  Chrtftian) 
..ike  to  the  Perfian  gods  he  honours  him. 
But  ihould  he  know  a  heart  in  thefe  proud  troops, 
And  know  that  heart  to  be  addi&  to  peace, 
He'd  hate  him  like  a  man  that  (hould  blafpheme. 
In  Sion  towers  hangs  his  vi&orious  flag. 
Blowing  defiance  this  way ;  and  it  (hows 
Like  a  red  meteor  in  the  troubled  air; 
Or  like  a  blazing  comet,  that  'foretells 
The  fall  of  princes. 

Charles* 
Thine  own  prince's  fall. 

Turnus. 
Then,  in  one  word,  deftruction  to  you  all ! 

Godfrey. 
I  had  not  thought  fuch  fpirits  had  remain'd 
Within  the  warlike  breads  of  Infidels. 

Euflace. 
Dares  the  majeftic  fpirit  of  thy  king  > 

Anfwer  a  challenge  i  dares  he  pawn  his  crown 
Againft  the  hazard  of  ten  thoufand  lives  ? 

Guy. 
And  who  (hould  fight  againft  him  f 

Eufiace. 

1. 

Guy. 
Thou! 

Euftact. 
I,  'gainft  him,  and  thee,  and  all  the  world. 
That  interdicts  my  honour.  _ 
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Guy.     ' 
Me! 

•Euflace. 
Thee.  [J#  W??u  changed. 

'   Guy. 
Fire,  rage,  and  fury,  all  my  veins  do  fwell ;    • 
Be  mute,  my  tongue ;  bright  fvvord,  my  fury  tell, 

-Euftece. 
Fire  mount  'gainft  h?s  mad  fury,  check  his  rage* 
Burn  out  then  flame,  hi*  blood  thy  heat  (hall  Tuage. 

\TbeyJigbt%  and  an  parted* 
Godfrey* 
What  have  ye  done  ?  mjuftice  ftains  our  crefts, 
If  for  this  aft  ye  hare  not  loft  3?  your  lives, 

Robert* 

I  will  not  bear  the  badge  of  Chriftendom 
In  fuch  a  Bedlam  mad  fociety. 

Charles. ' 
Ceafe  to  determine  of  their  hair-brain  rage, 
Till  ye  have  fent  the  Pagans  from  our  tents. 

*Tancred. 
'Tis  well  advis'd.     Soldiers,  take  charge  of  them, 
Till  we  determine  of  our  embafTy. 

Moretes. 
I  fear  me,  Turnus,  had  you  known  before 
The  fpirits  of  thefe  haughty  Chriftians, 
T'have  been  fo  full  of  envious  chivalry, 
You  would  have  temper'd  fonie  part  of  your  rage. 
You  fee  they  ftrive,  and  fight  amongft  themfelveS| 
To  pra&ife  hate  againft  they  meet  with  us. 

Turnus. 
Moretes^  no ;  we  fcorn  all  abjeft  fears, 
And  they  {hall  know  our  hearts  as  great  as  theirs. 

Go'Jfi'ry. 
It  (hall  be  fo.     Attend  me,  Pagan  lords  ; 
We  come  not  with  grey  gowns,  and  pilgrim's  Haves, 
Beads  at  our  fides,  and  fan  da  Is  on  our  feet, 
Fear  in  our  hearts,  entreaty  in  our  tongues, 
To  beg  a  paflage  to  our  prophet's  grave  ;• 

39  youA    The  firft  Edition  reads  their. 

J  But 


But  our  foft  beaver  fells  wehave  tuni'd to  iron, 
Our  gowns  to  armour,,  ancr*0  our  fhells  to  plumes, 
Our  walking  Haves  we  have  chang'd  to  fcymitars ; 
And  fo  with  pilgrims  hearts,  not  pilgrims  habits, 
We  come  to  hew  our  way  through  your  main  armies, 
And  offer  at  the  tomb  our  contrite  hearts 
Made  purple  with  as  many  Pagans  bloods, 
As  we  have  in  our  breads  religious  thoughts* 
And  fo  be  gone,  no  words  in  trifling  wafte. 
Death  follows  after  you  with  wings  of  hafte. 

Turnus, 
That  prince  fpeaks  mufick,  which  dotli  chear  my  heart. 

•    Moretes. 
Princes  adieu,  with  terror  I  depart*  [Extwit. 

Charles.  ' 

Now  to  thefe  other  captaih-mutineert.  • 
What  fhall  be  done  with  them  ? 

Enfiace, 
Even  what  you  pleafei 
We  have  liv'd  with  pain,  and  we  can  die  with  eafe. 

Gay. 
What  God  hath  made,  a  God's  name  do  you  mart 
Death  is  the  lead  I  fear  i  now  to  the  bar* 

Robert* 
Lords,  give  me  leave  to  temper  our  decree. 
The  law  is  death,  but  fuch  is  our  regard 
Of  Cbriftian  blood,  we  moderate  it  thus, 
Becaufe  we  know  your  worths,  your  lives  are  (kv'd  t 
Yet  that  the  world  (hall  fee  we  prize  our  laws, 
And  a>e  not  partial  fhould  we  fit  on  kings  ; 
We  doom  you  everlafting  ban  ifli  meat 
From  out  the  Christian  army. 

Euftace. 
Baniflimentt 
This  was  your  doing ;  well,  Fll  be  revengM : 

4°  ourjhells  t»  plums]    Dr.  Warburton  obferves  (Note  fo  Hai*I$tr 

A.  4.  S.  5.),  "  that  the  chief  places  of  devotion  being  beyond  fea,  of  on, 

u  the  coafts,  the  pilgrims  were  accuftomed  to  put  cockle-fhells  upon  their 

41  hats,  to  denote  the  intention  or  performance  of  their  devotion/'     See 

.  alfo  Mr.  Stecvens  ou  the  fame  paffage* 

Bjr 
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By  afl  the  hopes  that  I  have  loft,  I  will. 
Princes,  your  dooms  are  upright,  I  obey  them. 
And  voluntarily  exile  myielf. 
(Againft  my  furious  fpirit)  I  could  weep 
To  leave  this  royal  army,  and  to  lofe 
The  honour  promised  in  the  Pagans9  deaths. 
Farewel  to  all,  with  tears  of  grief  I  go. 
Ye  are  all  my  friends,  thou  only  art  my  foe.  [Exit* 

Guy. 

Hold  me  fo  fiill;  where'er  I  next  {hall  meet  thee, 
This  fword,  like  thunder,  on  thy  creft  (hall  greet  thee. 
BennVd  the  camp  I  go,  but  not  fo  far, 
But  I  will  make  one  in  this  chriftian  war : 
like  an  unknown  knight  I  will  bear  a  Ihield, 
In  it  engraven  the  trade  I  did  profefs, 
When  once  I  was  a  Goldfmith  in  Cheapfide: 
And  if  I  profper,  to  thefe  arms  I'll  add 
Some  honour,  and  the  fcutcheon  I  (hall  bear 
Shall  to  the  Pagans  bring  pale  death  and  fear* 
Adieu,  brave  chriftian  lords ;  for  I  muft  ftray, 
A  baniuYd  man  can  never  mifs  his  way.  [Exit. 

'  Godfrey. 

Why  do  you  look  fo  fad  upon  their  griefs  ? 

CharUs. 

Ah,  pardon  me.    My  heart  begot  a  thought 
At  their  departure,  which  had  been  of  force 
Tliave  drain'd  a  tear  or  two  from  my  moift  eye* 
How  like  was  he  to  Euftace  I  he  to  Guy  ! 

Godfrey. 

A  leaden  weight  of  grief  lies  at  my  heart, 
And  I  could  wi(h  myfelf  were  baniuYd  too, 
To  bear  them  in  their  forrows  company. 

Robert. 

Thefe,  for  example'3  fake,  muft  be  remov'd, 
And  though  their  ablence  will  much  weaken  us, 
Yet  we  had  rather  put  us  in  God's  guard, 
Leflening  our  own  ftreogth,  than  to  bear  with  that 
Which  might  in  time  lead  to  our  overthrow. 
March  forward,  lords ;  our  love  we  will  defer. 

Prince 
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Prince  Tancred,  till  our  wars  chief  heat  be  fpent, .  * 

Keep  ftill  this  beauteous  lady  in  your  tent,    [JLxeuai.  Fkarjfb. 

Manent  French  Lady  and  Bella  Franca. 

'      ^French  Lady. 
My  lord  is  banilh'd,  what  (hall  4K  poor  I  do  ? 
There  is  no  way,  but  I  mud  after  too. 
But  ere  I  go  Come  cunning  I  muft  ufe, 
To  make  (his  lady  my  lord's  love  refufe. 

Bella  Franca. 
Fair  youth*  why  have  you  fingled  me  alone  i 
Is  it  to  (hare  joy,  or  partake  my  moan  ? 
'  French  Lady. 

Whether  you  pleafe.    Invention,  help  me  now,        [Apart. 
To  bring  her  out  of  love  with  my  fweet  lord ; 
For  (hould  (he  love  htm  I  were  quite  undone. 
Madam,  in  faith,  how  many  fuiters  have  you  ? 

Bella  Franca. 
More  than  I  wifh  I  had :  firft,  the  French  general. 

French  Lady. 
Oh  God,  I  fear :  I  think  I  am  accurft  • 
She  loves  him  beft,  becaufe  (he  names  him  firft* 

Bella  Franca. 
The  Englifh  Robert,  County  Palatine  ; 
Two  gentlemen  that  took  me  in  the  woods ; 
One  is  now  banilh'd,  but  the  other  ft  ill 
Stays  in  the  army ;  then,  the  Boloign  duke. 

French  Lady. 
And  which  of  all  thefe  is  the  propereit  man  ? 

Bella  Franca. 
'Faith,  let  me  hear  thy  judgment. 

French  Lady. 
Prince  Robert  is  a  gallant  gentlemen  : 
But ♦  the  French  lord  uncomely,  and  unlhap'd. 
Tancred's  a  proper  man,  but  the  French  lord, 
He  hath  no  making,  no  good  ihape  at  all. 

4i  poor  f]     This  exprefiion  i«  ridiculed  in  Tbt  Kthearjai)  A.     S.  5  : 
"  Pray  let  us  two  this  Jingle  boon  obtain, 
"  That  you  will  here,  with  puor  ui,  ftill  remain. 

I  could 
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I  could  not  love  a  man  of  his  complexion :     . 
1  would  not  have  him  if  I  wqre  a-Jady, 
Had  he  more  crowns  then  Csefar  conquered. 

Bel/a  Franca*  *  - 

I  fee  no  fuch  defects  in  that  French  lord* 

.    French  Lady..        ' 
Ay,  ay,  'tis  fo.    Upon  my  life,  ihe  loves  him ! 
I  muft  devife  fome  plot,  or  they  will  ufe 
S^me  mean*  to  meet,  and  marry  out  of  hand* 
Lady,  he  was  my  matter ;  but  believe  me, 
He  is  the  mod  infatiate  man  for  women, 
That  ever  breath'd ;  nay,  madam,  which  is  more* 
He  loves  variety,  and  delights  in  change. 
And  I  heard  him  fay,  fhould  he  be  married, 
He'd  make  his  wife  a  cuck-quean. 

Bella  Franca. 
Why  though  he  do;  'tis  virtue  in  a  woman^ 
If  Hie  can  bear  his  imperfections. 

French  Laay*  , 

Upon  my  life,  they  are  mode  Aire  already* 
She's  pleas'd  with  .any  imperfections. 
What  fhould  I  do  r 

Bella  Franca* 
Now  fair  youth,  lift  to  nlfe, 
I  will  acqaint  thee  with  a  fecrecy.   . 
Thefe  lords  fo  trouble  me  with  their  vain  fuits, 
That  I  am  tir'd  and  wearied,  and  refolve 
To  ileal  away  in  fecret  from  the  camp* 

French  Lady* 
My  Guy  is  gone,  and  ihe  would  follow  him  : 
I  mult  prevent  it,  or  elfe  lofe  my  love. 

Bella  Franca. 
Wilt  thou  confort  me,  bear  me  company, 
And  marc  with*  me  in  joy  and  mifery? 

French  Lady* 
Madam,  I  will.    She  loves  him,  and  no  wondef* 
111  go, , Wt  but  to  keep  them  ftill  afunder. 

Bella  Franca* 
Then  from  therr  tents  this  night  we'll  fteal  away, 
And  through  the  wide  woods  and  the  forefts  ftray* 

]Extunt*    FUmrifb*, 
Entet 
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Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,   Turauc,  Moretes,   Drums,  Enfigns, 

and  Soldiers., 
Souldan. 
Then  your  reports  found  nought  but  death  and  war* 

Moretes, 
The  Chriftians  wou\d  not  lent)  an  ear  to  peace. 

Sophy. 
'  Since  they  demean  themfelves  fo  honourably, 
This  earth  (hall  give  them  honourable  graves. 

Turnus. 
$y  pride  herfelf  are  their  proud  enfign9  born : 
War  in  their  tongues  fits  ;   in  their  faces  fcorn. 

Souldan. 
Our  refolutions  fhall  control  bafe  fears-. 
We  are  proud  as  they  ;  our  fwords  ftall  anfwer  theirs.  ; 

Sophy. 
Didft  thou  deliver  our  ftridt  embafly  ? 

t  Turnus* 

I  did,  my  lord, 

Souldan* 
Did  they  not  quake  to  hear  it  ? 

Turnus. 
No  more  than  rocks  (hake  with  a  puff  of  breath ; 
They  come  refolv'd,  and  not  in  fear  of  death. 

Sophy. 
Look'd  they  not  pale  ? 

Turnus. 
With  fury,  not  with  fear. 
They  were  mad,  becaufe  your  forces  were  not  there. 

Souldan. 
Did  you  not  dafli  their  fpirtts  ?  fell  not  their  eyes 
Down  to  the  earth,  when  thou  didft  fpeak  of  us? 
Went  not  a  fearful  murmur  through  their  hoft, 
When  thou  did'it,  number  our  unnumbered  power  ? 
Did  not  their  faint  fwords  tremble  in  their  hancjs 
A*  that  name  Souldan  ? 

Sophy. 
Or  when  thou  nam'dft  me, 
My  power,  my  ftrength,  my  matchlefs  chivalry ; 
Fell  they  not  flat  tipou  the  earth  with  fear  ? 
Vo  l.  VI.  K  k  Turnus* 
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Tumus. 
No,  but  their  proud  hearts  bounded  in  their  breads. 
Their  plumes  flew  bravely  on  their  golden  crefts : 
And  they  were  ready  to  have  fallen  at  jar, 
Which  of  them  tirft  mould  with  the  Perfian  war. 

Moretes. 
There  was  no  tongue  but  breath'd  defiance  forth: 
I  could  not  lee  a  face  but  menac'd  death  : 
No  hand,  but  brandiftVd  a  victorious  fvvord. 
Tbey  all  cry.  battle,  battle ;  peace  defy ; 
And  not  a  heart  but  promised  victory. 

SouUan. 
There's  not  an  heart  (hall  fcape  our  tyranny, 
Since4  they  provoke  our  indignation  : 
Like  the  vaft  ocean  fhall  our  courage  rife,* 
To  drown  their  pride,  and  all  their  powers  furprize. 

Sotby, 
My  fcymitar  is  like  the  bolt  of  Jove, 
That  never  toucheth  but  it  flrikes  with  death. 
Qh  how  I  Ibng  till  we,  with  (pears  in  refts, 
Strike  out  the  lightning  from  their  high-plumM  crefts. 

SouUan* 

I  would  burn  of?  this  beard  in  fuch  a  flame, 
As  I  could  kindle  with  my  puiflant  blows  : 
Yet  the  leaft  hair  I  value  at  more  worth 
Then  all  the  chriftian  empire. 

Sophy. 
Speak,  brave  Souldan, 
41  Shall  our  bar'd  horfes  clime  yond*  mountain  tops, 
And  bid  them  battle  where  they  pitch  their  tents? 

Souldan*  i 

42  Courage  cries,  on ;  but  good  advice  faith,  flay. 
Experience  bids  us  fight  auother  way. 

*l  Shall  our  bdr*d  horfes,-  Sfc]  The  bar'd  horfes  are  the  barded  horfes, 
L  e.  horfes  adorned  with  trappings.  So  in  the  MlracUs  of  Mofes,  by 
Drayton : 

"  There  floats  the  bar'd  fteed  with  his  rider  drown'd." 
See  Note  on  King  Richard  III.  edit.  1778,  vol.  VII.  p.  4.       $. 
*a  Courage  cries,  fcc]     So,  in  The  Rebcarfal,  A.  3.  S.  5. 
"  Shall  t  to  honour,  or  to  love  give  way  ? 
u  Go  on,  cries  honour  ;  under  loi/ilayi  nay." 

Why- 
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Why  (hould  we  tire  our  rroops  in  fearch  of  them, 
That  with  audacious  boldneis  (eek  out  us  ? 
Let  us  ftand  to  receive  them  when  they  come, 
And  with  a  grove  of  pikes  growing  on  this  earth, , 
Where  now  no  tree  appears,  tofs  up  their  bodies, 
Whofe  coarfes  by  your  ltrong  arm*  kept  aloof 
May  hang  like  bloody  pendants  on  your  Haves. 

Sopljy. 

Oh  fight  bell  pkafing  to  the  Perfian  gods  ! 

Y*ruus. 

In  the  flues  forehead  (hall  the  bright  fun  (land 
Amaz'd  to  view  that  glorious  fpe&acte, 
And  with  the  pleating  fight  forget  his  way, 
To  grace  our  trophy  with  perpetual  day. 

Moretes* 

But  how  (hall  we  receive  their  armed  troops  t 
What  fpecial  order  will  your  grace  affign 
To  them  that  (hall  command  your  companies  ? 

SouUa*. 

It  (hall  be  thus.    This  way  the  Chriftians  march  | 
The  body  of  our  Hoft  (hall  flay  behind, 
To  be  a  (Irength  to  (air  Jerufalem. 
But  we  with  certain  foldiers  fecretly 
Will  lie  in  ambum :  the  great  Perfian  Sophy, 
With  Turnus,  and  a  chief  command  of  men, 
Shall  guard  that  way :  mjrfelf,  and  thou  Moretes, 
Will  keep  this  paflage  with  a  troop  feleft, 
To  (eize  on  their  fore-runners,  fcouts,  and  (pies. 
AiM  us,  Fare ;   ere  long  the  world  (hall  know 
Our  glories  by  the  Chriftians'  overthrow. 
This  is  my  quarter :  thefe  my  men  fhall  be. 

Sophy, 

Moretes,  thou  and  thefe  (hall  follow  me.  [Exttott* 

Enter  Robert  of  Normatufy* 
Robert* 
Oh,  whither  will  blind  love  conduct  my  fleps  ? 
Prince  Tancred's  dear,  and  Engliih  Robert's  joyf 
Is  fled  in  fecret,  and  hath  left  our  tents. 
1  has,  like  an  errant  and  adventurous  knight, 

Kk*  I  hare 
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I  have  left  die  hoft  to  follow  her  rair  fearch,/ 
And  durft  not  truft  the  air  with  my  intent. 
This  way,  they  fay,  fhe  went ;  the  camp's  fecure. 
This  way,  unknown,  in  fecret  I  purine  her. 

Enter  Charles. 

Charles. 
This  Way  my  love  went  like  a  {hooting  {far. 
Whole  blazing  train  doth  gild  the  firmament. 
Such  glorious  beauty  adds  (he  to  the  way, 
Making  the  dark  night-paths  fhine  bright  as  day* 
*  Ye  honoured  arms  Farewel,  and  camp  adieu, 
I  do  forfake  myfelf  her  to  purfue. 

Robert. 
Behold  a  traveller !  I  will  enquire 
If  chance  hath  caft  his  eye  upon  my  love. 

Cbarks. 
I  was  about  to  aft  of  yonder  man, 
Whether  her  beauty  had  enrich'd  his  fight : 
But 'tis  my  rival  Robert;'  Charles,  objure  thee. 
For  fhould  he  fee  thee,  he  would  quickly  judge 
What  adamant  had  drawn  me  to  thefe  woods. 
One  cafe  I  fee  hath  made  us  errants  both. 
To  be  found  wandering  thus  I  fhould  be  loth. 

Robert. 
Love  that  drew  me  hath  drawn  that  knight  along, 
Being  but  a  child,  a  gianf  s  not  fo  ftrong. 

Enter  Souldan,  Moretes,  and  $vldi&s. 

SouUan, 
Stand,  Chriftians  ;  by  your  crofles  on  your  breads. 
Ye're  mark'd  for  death,  and  bafe  deftru&ion. 

Robert. 
What  are  ve,  that,  like  cowards,  with  fuch  odds 
Afiault  us  thus  unfurnifh'd  for  the  wars. 

SouUan. 
I  am  the  Souldan ;  thefe  my  men  at  arms, 
That  lie  to  intercept  you,  and  prepare 
For  your  accurfed  lives  this  fatal  fnare. 
•  r  4  Charles* 
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The  Souldan,  the  grand  enemy  to  Chrifr, 
The  devil's  lieutenant,  viceroy  under  him ! 
Brave  Engliih  Robert,  fince  our  frowning  flan 
Have  brought  us  to  this  narrow  exigent, 
And  train'd  us  hither  with  a  chain  of  love  .    . 

To  perifh  by  the  fwords  of  infidels, 
Stand  foot  to  foot*     - 

Robert. 

Tufh,  I  am  Pagans1  fwords  proof;  and  my  flaw 
Have  mark'd  me  for  a  conqueror  in  thefe  wars* 

Souldan* 

Upon  them*  fbldiers  $  pity  they  defpife. 
Scarce  can  the  world  afford  a  richer  prize*  [Alarum 

They  jight,  and  arc  both  taken* 

Charles. 

Thou  glorious  eye  of  heaven,  be  ever  blind  ; 
Mafk  thy  bright  face  in  clouds  eternally ; 
Dark  vapours  and  thick  mifts  thy  front  embrace ; 
And  never  (hine  to  look  on  my  difgrace. 

Robert. 

A  prifbner,  Robert !  this  my  comfort  be ; 
He  makes  me  bound  that  belt  can  fet  me  free. 

Souldan.       v   ■• 

Take  them  to  guard,  this  entrance  to  our  wars 
h  fall  of  fplriu  and  begets  much  hope. 
We  will  not  yet  examine  what  ye  are, 
Till  tortures  wring  it  from  your  flaviih  tongues.  , 
That  done,  your  bloods  thefe  champions, (hall  embrue  >     -   _. 
Mean  time  we'll  wait  for  more,  of  your  looie  crew* 

Enter  Guy  with  bis  Jbield,  and  a  Page  brings  bis  Jbjord  and 
target :  in  each  of  his  hands  a  pole-axe. 

Guy. 

I  am  turn'd  wild  man  fince  I  usM  thefe  forefts : 
And  1  have  won  more  weapons  in  t^efe  woods. 
From  out-laws,  whom  my  iword  hath  vanquifhed,    . 
Than  I  can  carry  on  my  back  with  eafe. 
I  have  fwords,  targets,  pikes,  and  partifans, 

K  k  3  Pole-axes, 
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Pole-axes,  maces,  clubs,  and.horfe  men's  ftaves, 
Darts,  halberds,  long  fwords,  piftois,  pctronels, 
All  which  I  have  conquered..    At  this  mountain,  ridge 
Two  villains  with  thefe  weapons  let  upon  roe : 
But  with  my  fvvord  I  made  them  turn  their  heels, 
And  leave  theie  trophies  which  I  thus  fupport, 
And  bear  upon  my  moulders  conqueror- like. 
What !   do  I  fee  an  ambufti  r  by  their  arms 
They  (hould  be  Pagans  :  Robert  prifener ! 
With  him  a  Chrmian  leader  !  Oh,  my  Gad,  . 
Thou  haft  either  brought  me  to  revive  my  name 
By  refcuing  thefe,  or  here  to  die  with  fliame. 
Come  life,  come  death  ;  a  banifli'd  man  will  by 
To  live  with  honour,  or  with  honour  die.   • 
Robert,  break,  from  thy  guard,  make,  them  difmay'd,  - 
Receive  thefe  weapons,  God  hath  fent  thee  aid. 

Robert.  ♦ 
45  God,  and  Saint  George. 

Charles* 
Now  by  the  Souldan^  crown, 
If  I  can  wield  this  weapon,  he  fhall  down.  : 

Guy. 
The  Chriftian*s  God  for  us.  < 

Souldan.  ~ 

What,  are  they  frcef 
Alarum  drums,  the  heathen  powers  for  me. 

\TbeyJI^bt ;  the  Pagans  are  beaten  eff%  Guy  departs fitddenlj* 

Robert.  *      '  ' 

Some  angel,  in  the  habit  of  a  knight, 
Hath  reieued  us :  fuch  heavy  downright  blows 
Could  never  come  from  any  mortal  arm. 
for  every  blow  he  rcach'd  was  certain  death* 

Charles. 
What  is  that  power,  if  heavenly  power  he  be. 
That  we  may  laud  and  praife  his  deity  ? 

Robert. 
Departed  on  a  fudden  ere  we  know, 
To  whom  our  freedoms  and  our  lives  we  owe ! 

4*  God,  and  Saint  Gcorgt.]    See  Note  9  to  the  Tinner  of  Wakefield, 

Charles. 
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,  Charles. 

By  that  infcription  graven  on  his  (Held, 
We  may  perhaps  defcry  him  in  the  camp  3  ' 

Ceafe  admiration  then :  let  thefe  events 
Haflen  our  fteps  back  to  furvey  our  tents.  [ExeunL 

Enter  feveraUy  Godfrey  and  Tancred. 

Tancred. 
Godfrey ! 

Godfrey* 
Tancred ! 

Tancred. 
Well  met,  my  lords,  in  thefe  unpeopled  paths : 
What  hath  your  love  made  you  to  leave  the  iield  ? 

Godfrey. 
Godfrey  ne'er  dreamt  to  have  met  with  Tancred  here: 
The  lady  that  hath  fled  from  our  chafte  love 
(Whom  Tancred  I  do  more  affectionate, 
Becaufe  (he  much  refembles  my  fair  fifter) 
Hath  caufed  me  ft  much  to  forget  myfelf, 
And  play  the  wanderer  in  thefe  unknown  woods— *[Soft  march. 
But  foft,  that  drum  mould  (peak  the  Pagans9  tongue : 
I  fear  we  are  betrayVl  j   ay,  ay,  'tis  fo : 
Tancred,  we  are  round  compaft  by  the  foe.  ' 

Souldan,  Sophy,  and  Soldiers^  encompajl  the  Chrifiian  Prima .\ 

Enter  Eultace,  and  Jet  them  free. 

Eujiace, 
Thank  me  for  this  j  for,  next  th*  Almighty  powers,  ' 
1  have  been  the  means  to  favc  your  defperate  lives. 
Now,  Chrifiian,  Princes,  I  am  quit  with  you 
For  all  the  grace  you  have  done  me  in  the  camp ; 
And  now  you  owe  me  for  my  banimment. 
And  though  you.  have  exil'd  me  from  your  tents, 
You  have  not  power  to  keep  me  from  the  wars. 
Upon  this  (hi eld  I  bear  the  Grocer's  arms, 
Unto  which  trade  I  was  enrold  and  bound : 
And,  like  a  ftrange  knight,  I  will  aid  the  Chriftians  t 
Thou  trade  which  dicnt  fuftain  my  poverty, 
Did'fr,  helplefs,  help  me ;  though  I  left  thee  then, 

Kk  4  Yet 
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Yet  that  the  world  (ball  ice  I  am  hot  ingrate,  •' 

Or  fcorning  that,  which  gave  my  fortunes  breath, 

I  will  enlarge  thefe  aims,  and  make  their  name 

The  original  and  life  of  all  my  fame. 

But  I  Jim  tir'd  with  travel,  Ihield  lie  there : ' 

Oh  that  I  could  but  fee  that  lufty  fpirit, 

My  arch-foe,  rival  in  my  banimment, 

To  be  reveng'd,  and  end  my  hoftile  hate ! 

I'll  dream  I  fight  with  him  toeaferoy  fpleen, 

And  in  that  thought  I  lay  me  on  this  green.  [&tfsm 

Enter  Guy  nmtb  a  paper  andbisjtneld. 

Guy. 

Arms,  ye  are  full  of  hope  and  fweet  fuccefs, 
The  famous  art*  whole  honoured  badge  ye  are, 
Firft,  when  I  kVd  'moagft  London-prentices, 
Gave  me  an  honed  and  a  pleadnt  life,    .'   , 
Now  in  thefe  woods  have  won  •  me  fame  and  honour :  \ 
And  I  have  refcued  princes  with  this  (hield: 
AM. princes  are  indebted  to  thefe  arms. 
And  if  I  live,  in  memory  of  this  •  •  ,      • 

Within  their  fair  hall  fhafl  this  fcutchcon  Jiang 
Till  fome  fmooth.pen  hiftorify  my  name*  .... 
What  object's  that  ?  a  knight  afleep  or  dead  ? 
Oh,  'tis  the  bafe  and  ground  of  all  my  hate ;'  * 
I'll  kill  the  villain  :  oh  dimonoured  thought !  -' ' 
Art  thou  not  fon  unto  the  Boloign  duke, 
And  canft  throu  hatch  difhonour !  Arch -foe,  live*    j 
I  (corn  advantage,  ihould  I  fight  with  Mars. 
He  bears  this  fhield  i  will  exchange  with  his, 
And  leave  a  motto  written  in  mine  own 
Shall  make  him  quake  to  read.    Be  fwift  my-  pen, 
T'affright  his  fenfe  when  he  (hall  wake  again. 
'Pis  done.     Then  go  with  me ;   and  mine  ftoy  here, 
Which  in  defpight  of  thee,  bafe  knight,  I  wear.  [Exit. 

Ettftace* 

The  hours  have  over-run  me  with  fwift  pace, 
And  time  hath  fattened  To  him  fwallows'  wings. 
Come  fword,  tome  fhield ;  but  foft,  thou  art  a  ftranger, 

And 
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And  pardon  me  good  (hield,  I  know  thee  not. 
What  have  we  here? 

AJk  not  who  that  Jhield  doth  owe, 

For  be  is  thy  mortal  foe: 

And  where'er  be  fees  that  Jhield, 

City,  borough,  grove,  or  field. 

Hi  that  bears  it,  bears  his  bane, 

By  his  hand  he  mufi  be  JIain. 

Thine,  in  Jfrite  of  thee,  he'll  bear, 

(If  thou  darjij  his  fcutcheon  wear. 

lie  writ  this,  that  thy  Jhield  will  keep, 

And  might  have  JIain  thee  being  ajlcep. 
*Tfe  a  fine  fellow ;  by  this  light,  he  is 
An  honed  rogue*  and  hath  a  good  conceit* 
Wear  it  ?  Ill  wear  it. '  If  I  do  not !  well, 
He  needed  not  to  have  put  in  the  44  word  ;. 
For  I  dare :  dare  I  ?  he  (hall  lee  I  dare. 
Belike  he  fears  I  dare  not  challenge  mine. 
Were't  fattened  to  the  arm  of  Belzebub, 
I  would  fi^ht  with  him  with  firebrands  for  my  fhield* 
But  dares  he  wear  mine  t  on  my  life  he  dares ; 
I  love  him  like,  ray  brother  for  this  ad : 
And  I  will  bear  this  (hield  with  as  much  pride,  .   ., 

As  fate  I  in  a  chariot  by  Jove's  fide.  % 

Shine  bright,  my  ftars,  to  do  me  foroe.  fair  grace*       .   , 
Bring  us  to  meet  in  lome  aufpiqious  place.  ./    [Exit. 

Enter  Bella  Franca  and  the  French  Lady  flyings  pu*f*ed  b^tht 

Clown,  '        '  • 

Clown. 

Nay,  you  cowardly  lady,  that  run  away  from  the  camp, 
and  dare  not  Hand  to  it,  I  am  glad  I  have  light  oh  you  ; 
choofe  your  weapon,  choo'.e  your  weapon ;  I  am  a  foldier, 
and  a  martial  man,  and  I  will  offer  you  the  right  of  arms ; 
if  you  vanquiih  me,  I'll  be  your  captive,  if  you  be  call  down, 
I'll  carry  you  back  prifoner. 

French  Lady. 

I  wear  a  weapon  that  I  dare  not  draw  ! 
Fie  on  this  woman ifh  fear  ;  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

44  word]  i.  e.  Dare  ;  which  is  put  in  the  margin  of  both  the  quartos 
as  part  of  the  text. 

Bella 
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Bella  Franca. 
Some  of  my  father's  fpirit  revives  in  me  ; 
Give  me  thy  weapon,  boy,  and  rhou  (halt  fee, 
I  for  us  both  will  win  fweet  liberty. 

Clown* 
I  was  never  fo  overreach'd;  and,  bqt  for  ihame,  and  that 
I  am  a  man  at  arms,  I  would  run  away,  and  take  me  to  my 
legs*    Have  at  thee,- fweet  lady. 

As  tbty  fight*  Euftace  comes  in. 

Eufiace. 
Bale  villain,  darM  thou  ofter  violence 
Unco  a  lady;  ftay,  maintain  thy  challenge. 

Clown.         '    • 
You  think  you  have  a  fool  in  hand ;  no,  by  my  faith,  nor 
I.     If  you  have  any  bufinefs  to  the  camp,  farewel ;  I  am  run* 
ning  thither  as  fall  as  1  can.  [Exit. 

Evftace. 
Mount  up,  my  foul,  unto  the  height  of  joy  ! ' 
Saving  my  foe,  whofe  honoured  (hi  eld  I  bear, 
None  living  did  I  more  defire  ro  meet. 

"Bella  Franca. 
Saving  thofe  Chriflian  lords  that  leek  my  love, 
None  living  did  1  more  dt  fire  to  fhun. 

'Euftace;  '  - 

Well  met,  brave  Saint,  in  thefe  unpeopled  paths, 
Fear  no  rude  force,  for  J  am  trvil  born, 
Defcended  from  a  princely  parentage, 
And  though  an  exile  from  the  ChrilUans  camp, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  wear  the  crofs  of  Chrill, 
Eyen  in  as  deep  a  crimfon  as  the  bed. 
Love  me,  though  I  am  landlefs,  and  remote 
From  the  fair  clime  where  firit  I  breathM  this  air* 
Yet  know  i  bear  a  kingdom  in  this  fword, 
And  ere  I  die  ;  look  to  behold  this  front 
EmpalM  and  circled  wiih  a  royal  crown. 

Bella  Franca. 
I  never  matk'd  this  gallant  half  fo  much  : 
He  hash  my  brother's  eye,  my  father's  brow, 
And  he  is  Eultace  all  from  top  to  toe. 

Euflace. 
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Enfiacc, 

I  had  a  filler,  lady,  with  that  red'  ... 

That  gives  a  crimfon  tinfture  to  your  cheek ; 

With  fuch  a  hand  hid  in  a  glove  of  (now, 

That  fpalce  all  mufick,  like  your  heavenly. tongue-; 

And  for  her  fake,  fair  faint,  I  honour  you. 

Bella  Franca*  .    * 

I  had  a  brother,  had  not  the  rude  feas 

Deprived  me  of  him,  with  that  manly  look, 

That  grace,  that  courage,  I  behold  in  you,  '  . 

A  prince,  whom  had  the  rude  feas  never  feen, 

Even  fuch  another  had  young  Euftace  been. 

Euftace, 

Euftace1.  even  fuch  an  accent  gave  her  tongue, 

So  did  my  name  found  in  my  lifter's  mouth. 

Oh,  Bella  Franca,  were't  thou  not  obfcur'd 

Within  a  cloud  and  maik  of  poverty ; 

Such  fame  ere  this  had  thy  rare  virtues  won. 

Thus  had  thy  beauty  checkM  th'  all-feeing  fun. 

Bella  Franca, 

It  is  my  brother  Euftace. 

.  Eufiace, 

View  her  well. 

Imagine  her  but  thuj  attir'd,  and  (he 

Would  Bella  Franca  and  my  fifter  be. 

Bella  Franca. 

But  Grip  my  brother  from  his  prentice  coat, 

His  cap,  his  common  foldier'a  bale  difguife ; 

Even  fuch  a  gallant  as  this  feems  to  me, 

Such  would  my  brother,  my  fyveet  Euftace,  be. 

Eufiace. 

Sifter ! 

Bella  Franca*         l 

Brother ! 

Ertfiace, 

Make  me  immortal  then ;  by  heaven,  I  vow, 

I  am  richer  than  the  Ferfian  Sophy  now. 

Bella  Franca* 

All  Alia  flows  not  with  more  plenteous  treafure, 

Than  It  to  embrace  my  brother,  my  heart's  pit  aiure. 

Mow  did  you  fcape  the  waves  i  _  a 

r  Eufiav, 
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Rujlact* 
Hot  have  you  paft 
The  perilous  land,  and  croft  the  fas  fo  vaft? 

Bella  Franca* 
Where  are  my  brothers,  Euftace  r 

Kitftace. 
Oh,  thofe  words 
Pierce  to  my  heart  like  darts  and  pointed  fwords ; 
Omit  thefe  pafiions,  fitter,  they  are  dead. 
But  to  forget  thefe  griefs,  what  youth  is  this  i 

French  Lady. 
Page  to  the  prince  of  France. 

Euftace. 
Tis  he  I  hate, 
As  chief  occafion  of  my  baniihment. 

Bella  Franca* 
Yet,  my  fweet  brother,  do  not  blame  the  youth, 
Full  well  he  hath  demean'd  him  (elf  with  me.    ~ 
He  never,  fince  we  entred  in  thefe  woods,    .. 
Left  me  in  my  diitrefs  ;  when  we  alone 
Sit  in  thefe  defarts  never  by  rude  force 
Did  do  me  the  lead  frame,  or.  violence. 

Trench  Lady. 
A  good  caufe  why  1  lead-  f6  chafte'a'life, 
A  jealous  man  may  truft  mewith  his-wifa,  \ 

*  Fuji  ace* 
Well,  firrah,  fotyour<f uth  and  honefty 
I  pardon  thee,  though  I  deleft  thy  ford,..' 

'French  Lady,  .       l  . 

Then  let  me  change  my  habit,  gentle  £r, 
Left  in  this  fhape  I  chance  to  meet  my  mailer. 
Then,  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  cloath  me  like  a  lady, 
And  wait  upon  your  filtenrn  your  tent. 

Fuji  dec. 
Nay,  if  it  pleafe  thee,  I  am  well  content. 

French  Lady, 
My  plot  is  good ;    well,  howfoe'er  it  prove,  ■ 
'Twill  either  end  my  lite,  or  win  my  love. 

Eujtace, 
Come,  beft  part  of  myfelr",  we  now  will  go 
To  wail  our  fortunes,  and  difcourfe  our  woe. 


I  will 
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I  will  dtiguisM  unto  the  famous  fiege, 

And  in  thefe  arms  make  known  my  valour's  proof: 

You  (hall  in  fecret  in  my  tent  abide. 

I  to  atchieve  fame  will  my  fpirits  employ, 

After  this  grief  my  heart  divines  much  joy.  [Exemt. 

Enter  Robert  and  Tancred,  Godfrey  and'  Charles",  with  their 
Jbields  and  JcutcbeotU)  drum  and  Jobbers ;    Godfrey's  JbieU% 
having  a  maidenhead  with  a  crow*  mit;  Charles's  Jbieldthe 
Haberdajberf  Arms. 

Robert. 
Behold  the  high  walls  of  Jerufalem, 
Which  Titus  and  Vefpafian  once  brake  down : 
From  off  thefe  turrets  have,  the  ancient  Jews 
Seen  worlds  of  people  muttering  on  thefe  plains* 
Oh,  princes,  which  of  all  your  eves  are  dry, 
To  look  upon  this  temple,  how  deftroy'd  ? 
Yonder  did  ftand  the  great  Jehovah's  houfe, 
In  midft  of  all  his  people,  there  he  dwelt: 
Veflels  of  gold  did  ferve  his  facrifloe, 
And  with  him  for  the  people  fpake  the  priefts. 
There  was  the  ark,  the  fliewbread,  Aaron's  rod* 
SanBum  fanfiorum,  and  the  C her u bins. 
Now  in  that  holy  place,  where  God  himiHf 
Was  perfonally  prefent,  Pagans  dwell ; 

Falfe  gods  are  rear'd,  each  temple  idols  bears* 

Oh,  who  can  fee  this,  and  abftain  from  tears  ? 

Godfrey., 
This  way,  this  facred  path  our  Saviour  trod, 

When  he  came  riding  to  Jerufalem, 

Whilft  the  religious  people  fpread  his  way 

With  flowers  and  garments,  and  Hofahna  cry'd. 

Yonder  did  itand  the  great  church,  where  he  taught, 

Confuting  all  the  Scribes  and  Pharifees. 

This  place  did  witnefs  all  his  miiacles  : 

Within  this  place  did  Hand  the  judgment  (eat, 

Where  Pontius  Pilate  with  the  elders  fate, 

Where  theycondemn'd  him  to  be  whipp'd  and  crowa'd, 

To  be  derided,  mock'd,  and  crucified, 

His 
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His  hands  bor'd  through  with  nails,  his  fide  with  fpears* 
Ob,  who  can  fee  this  place,  and  keep  his  tears  ? 
,  Charles. 

On  yond'  fide  of  the  town  he  died  for  as : 
At  whole  departure  all  thefe  walls  did  (hake, 
And  the  deitroy'd  temples  vail  did  rend: 
The  groves  are  to  be  leen,  from  which  gttofts  rofe: 
There  flood  the  crofs,  there  (lands  the  fepulchre : 
The  place  ft  ill  bears  the  name  of  Dead  men's  bones* 
And  (till  the  tomb  our  Saviour's  livery-wears. 
What  eye  can  fee  it,  and  not  melt  in  tears  I 

Tancred. 

No  foldier  but  (hall  look  with  reverence 
Upon  thefe  fair  and  glorious  monuments. 
To  fwear,  or  fpeak  prophanely,  (hall  be  death. 
I  cad  my  heart  as  low  as  to  this  earth, 
'  And  wi(h  that  I  could  march  upon  my  knees, 
In  true  fubmiflion,  and  right  holy  zeal. 
Oh,  fince  our  wars  are  45  God's,  abandon  fears, 
But  in  contrition  weep  repentant  tears. 

Robert. 

Sound  a  parlee ;  I  fee  vour  hearts  are  fir'd, 
Your  fouls  with  victory  from  heaven  infpir'd* 

Soundaparke.    Enter •,  upon  the  ivaSs$  Souldan,  Sophy,  Turnusj 

Moretes.     Soldiers.     Flourijb. 

Souldan* 
Why  fwarm  thefe  Chriflians  to  our  city  walls  ? 
Look  (foreigners)  do  not  the  lofry  fpires, 
And  thefe  cloud-kitting  turrets  that  you  fee, 
Strike  deadly  terror  in  your  wounded  fouls  ? 
Go,  Perfian,  flouriih  my  vermillion  flag, 
Advance  my  ftandard  high,  the  fight  whereof 
Will  drive  thefe  rtragglers  in  di ("ordered  ranks, 
And  in  a  hurly  burly  throng  them  hence. 

Perfian  Sophy. 
See  how  they  quake,  to  view  our  martial  looks  1 
As  when  a  fturdy  Cyclops  rears  aloft 
A  bdifterous  truncheon  'mongft  a,  troop  of  dwarfs. 
45  God's]  The  fecond  Edition  reads  His. 

Godfrey. 
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Godfrey. 

Souldan  and  Sophy,  ye  damn'd  hell-hounds  both, 
So  quakes  the  eagle  to  behold  a  gnat, 
The  lion  to  behold  a  marmofet. 
I'll  beard  and  brave  you  in  your  own  belief, 
As  when  the  heathen  god,  whom  you  call  Jove, 
Warr'd  with  the  giant,  great  Enceladus,  : 

And  flung  him  from  Olympus  two-topp'd  mount 
The  i wains  flood  trembling  to  behold  his  fall, 
That  with  his  weight  did  make  the  earth  to  groan. 
So,  Souldan,  look,  when  I  have  fcal'd  thefe  walls, 
And  won  the  place  where  now  thou  itand'fl  fecure, 
To  be  hurl'd  head-long  from  the  proudeft  tower, 
In  fcorn  of  thee,  thy  falfe  gods,  and  their  power. 

Charles. 

We  will  aflail  you  like  rebounding  rocks, 
Bandied  againft  the  battlements  of  heaven : 
We'll  turn  thy  city  into  defart  plains : 
And  thy  proud  fpires  that  feem  to  kifs  the  clouds 
Shall  with  their  gilt  tops  pave  the  miry  ftreets, 
As  all  tod  bale  for  us  to  march  upon* 
Seed  thou  this  fhield  ?  however  this  device 
Seems  not  to  rank  with  emperors  ;  Souldan,  know 
This  lhield  (hall  give  thy  fatal  overthrow. 

Souldan. 

Such  peals  of  thunder  did  I  never  hear, 
I  think  that  very  words  thefe  walls  will  tear. 

Godfiey. 

This  fhield  you  fee  includes  two  myfteries, 
A  virgin  crown'd,  it  is  the  Mercers  Arms, 
Withal  the  picture  of  my  love  that's  fled. 
Both  thefe  I'll  grace,  and  add  to  them  thy  head. 

Sophy. 

Methinks  Ifee  pale  death  fly  from  their  words : 
Their  lpcech  fo  ftrongj  how  powerful  are  their  fwords! 

Charles. 

Since  firfr.  I  bore  this  fhield,  I  quartered  it 
With  this  red  lion,  whom  I  fingly  once 
Slew  in  the  foreit ;  thus  much  have  I  already 
Added  unto  the  Haberdafhers  Arms. 

6  B« 
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But  ere  I  leave  thefe  fair  Judaean  bounds, 
Unto  this  lion  Fll  add  all  your  crowns* 

Turnus. 
Send  for  fome  prifoners,  martyr,  torture  them 
Even  in  the  face  of  all  the  Chriftian  hoft. 

Souldan. 
It  (hall  be  fo,  Moretes,  bring  them  forth. 

Robert. 
No  drop  of  blood  falls  from  a  Chriftian  heart, 
But  thy  heart's  blood  (hall  ranforo. 

Enter  fome  hinging  firtb  old  Earl  of  Boloign  3  and  other 

prifoners  bound. 

Souldan. 
Bring  them  forth, 
Devife  new  tortures :  oh,  for  fome  rare  artift, 
That  could  invent  a  death  more  terrible 
Than  are  the  everlaJting  pangs  of  hell ! 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
Oh,  brethren,  let  not  me  move  you  to  ruth : 
Happy  is  he  that  fufiers  for  the  truth. 
The  joys  to  come  exceed  the  prefent  grief; 
Secure  yourfelves,  for  Chrift  is  my  relief, 

Godfrey. 
Why  (hrinks  the  warm  blood  from  my  troubled  heart  ? 

Charles. 
Why  (tarts  my  hair  up  at  this  heavy  fight  ? 

Godfrey. 
Say,  father,  are  not  you  the  Boloign  earl  ? 

Old  Earl  Bohign. 
Fair  fon,  I  was  the  happy  Boloign  earl : 
But  now  my  fon  — 

Charles* 
Call  no  man  fon  but  me. 
Father,  my  fword  (hall  win  you  liberty. 

Godfrey. 

Peace,  forged  bafiard,  whatfoe'er  thou  be : 
My  reverend  father,  call  none  fon  but  me, 
For  in  this  fword  doth  reft  thy  liberty. 

Charles, 


.  C barks, 

,  Such  mercy,  as  my  fword  affords  to  Pagans; 
He  finds  that  calls  me  bafiard ;  I  am  Gharlea, 
Father,  you  know  me  fince  I  refcued  you, 
1  am  your  only  fon,  the  reft  are  dead. 

Old Earl  Bolofg*. 
I  know  thee,  Charles. 

Godfrey. 
But,  father*  I  am  Gfodfrey  ;    , 
That  by  my  valouf  have  regainM  your  rigrft* 
ftave  got  ybur  dukedom  from  th'infulting  French; 
^      And  am  myfelf  invefted  Boloigh's  Duke; 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
I  know  thee;  Godfrey. 

Charles* 
Godfrey ! 

,  ,  Godfrey. 

.  "Brother  Charles! 
The  confident  aflurance  of  thy  death 
Made  me  to  give  the  lye  to  my  own  thought's* 

Charles. 
.   The  felfcfame  ffrctag  opinion  blinded  mef, 
Elfe  for  my  brother  I  had  challenged  thee, 
brother,  you  might  have  known  me  by  the  armi 
Which  I  have  born  in  honour  of  mf  trade* 

Godfrey, 

Ah,  but 4*  trie  fefolution  of  thy  death 
Made  me  to  lofe  fuch  thought. 

Roieri. 
Let  us  rejoice,  .  . 

And  to  your  phuiive  fortunes  give  our  v?ice. 

Godfrey. 
Prince  Robert,  did  the  time  afford  us  leave* 
tVe  would  difcourfe  the  fum  of  oar  efcapes; 
.    But  to  otfr  father's  refcuc. 

Charles. 

Yield  him,  Ihfnfc    . 

**  the  refolution]  i.  e.  the  convi&cm,  th<  befog  iflwid#    See  Set*  1% 

tO.Tancrtd  and  Gifimda,  Xtl*  II.  p.  f  8*. 

Vo  i.  VI,  h  I  Srtldan, 
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Souldan. 
Tufti,  we  will  keep  him  (bight  of  all  your  braves- 

Godfrey* 
Be  that  our  "quarrel. 

Charles. 
With  courage,  courage  drives. 
We  fight  for  Chrift,  our  father,  and  our  fives. 

Sophy. 
Here  (lands  myenfign,  and  by  it  a  crown, 
That  you  (hall  know  the  Perfian  honourable, 

[Sets  uf  hisjlandard and crow?** 
He  that  can  fetch  this  enfign  from  the  walls, 
(Which  I  myfelf  will  guard)  and  leave  fome  token 
Behind  him,  that  his  (word  hath  conquered  it, 
He  (hall  enjoy  them  both. 

SouUan. 
And  here  (lands  mine,  [Set  up  bis  Jlandard  and  crown* 

The  Babylonian  emperor's  royal  fiandard. 
By  ir  I  plant  the  rich  Sicilian  crown, 
Guarded  by  me  and  my  all-conquering  troops. 
He  that  but  leases  a  note  he  hath  been  here, 
Amd  fcapes  unflain,  although  he  win  them  not, 
That  Chriftian  will  I  honour. 

Robert. 
Drums,  alarum. 

Souldan. 
At  loud  and  proud  defiance  our  drum  (bunds. 

'  Godfrey. 
For  Chrift,  my  father,  conqueft,  and  two  crowns. 

[Exeunt*     Alarum* 

The  Chrift ans  are  repulfed.    Enter,  at  two  feveral  doors 9  Guy  and 

Euftacej  climb  up  the  waUsy  and  beat  the  Pagans  >  take  envoy 

the  crowns  on*Pieir  heads  y  and  in  thejlead  hang  up  the  contrary, 

Jbields%  and  bring  away-  the  en/jgns,  Jhurijbing  them  feveral 

ways* 

Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  Moretes,  Turnus,  with  foldiers.  * 

Souldan. 
Now  the  fitft  wall  is  won,  the  enfigns  (eiz'd,  v 

The  crowns  furpriz'd,  the  Chriftians  have  the  day :       *  I 

JKha*,  (hall  we  leave  the  town  I  All  i 


j 


51» 


OF    LONDON. 

An. 

Aye,  leave  the  town. 

Sophy. 
'Tis  beft,  *tis  beft  to  take  us  to  the  field. 

^  Turnus. 

I  think  *tis  bell  that  we  make  good  the  breach, 
And  have  no  thought  of  marching  towards  the  field ; 
We  leave  a  place  of  much  fecurity. 

All. 
Why  then  make  good  the  breach. 

Souldan. 
It  (hall  be  fo. 
Gather  our  forces  to  make  good  the  breach* 

Sopbj.    " 
Tuih,  why  mould  we  be  pent  up  in  a  town  ? 
Let's  ope  the  gates  and  boldly  iifue  out, 
Leaving  fome  few  pikes  to  make  good  the  breach* 
What  fay  you,  lords  ? 

Lords* 
Then  let  us  iflue  out. 

All. 
Sit  ope  the  gates,  and  let  us  iflue  out* 

Souldan. 
And  fo  expofe  us  to  the  general  fpoIL 
Keep  the  gates  fhut,  defend  them  manfully* 
Thefe  Chriftans  fight  like  devils ;  keep  faft  the  gate** 
And  once  again  let  us  make  good  the  wall. 

All. 
Make  good  the  walls,  make  good  the  walls*  tExewth 

Eider  at  one  door  "Rabat  and  Charles,  they  meet  Euftace  <wiib 
bis  trophy:  enter  at  another  door  Godfrey,  Tancxed  j  they  mf( 
Guy  with  his  trophy. 

Robert. 
Triumphant  honour  hovers  o'er  out  arms  s 
What  gallant  fpirit  bravely  hath  born  hence 
The  emperor's  ftandard,  Slaughtered  his  proud  guard, 
And  iiUhe  Head  thereof  hung  up  his  fliidd  i 

L  1  a  Srface* 
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Rmfiace* 
Witnefe  this  royal  crown  upon  my  head, 
I  fc'rz'd  the  enfign,  I  hung  up  that  fhield. 

Gotffriym 
What  putfant  arm  fnatchM  hence  the  Sophy's  ftaodard? 

This  crown  upon  my  head  fays  it  was  L 

Charles. 
Forgetful  Charles,  brave  Robert  fee  the  knight, 
Whofe  valour  freed  us  from  the  Souldarn's  bands. 

Robert. 
Renowned  Chriftian,  ever  honoured  be, 
It  was  thy  fword  procured  us  liberty. 

Euftact. 
By  heaven  not  I,  I  never  came  in  place, 
Where  Robert,  or  that  gallant,  weie  diffreisM  Z 
But  there  are  others  thankiefs,  whom  I  & eed,  » 

And  now  too  proud  target  that  honoured  deed. 

jodjrep* 
Twas  he  relcai'd  us;  honoured  ftranger,- thank*  ? 
But  they  are  idle  offerings  from  true  hearts. 
Prioce  Tancted  and  myfelf  owe  thee  our  lives* 

Guy, 
You  mock  me,  princes,  never  did  my  fworcfc 
Drink  drop  of  Pagans*  blood  to  fet  you  free  :• 
'  But  Robert  and  that  prince  unthankful  be. 

Charles* 
Whofe  fcieU  Hilar? 

Exftaee. 
Mine  ^ 

Then  tio  you  we  owe 
Thanks  for  our  fives,  the  Pagans'  overtnrow*- 

The  fcieW  I  challasge,  but  the  aft  it&yr 
I  never  gave  you  life  or  liberty* 

Whole  midd  Is  tfcat? 

Mjocw 

God/rtf. 


I 
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Gatfrp. 
Then  by  Ace  we  five, 
Thou  didft  our  defperate  lives  and  freedom  give. 

What  mean  you*  princes,  to  deride  a  ilranger? 
Thefe  eyes  did  never  fee  you  two  in  danger* 

E*/lace9 
Who  owes  that  (hield  ? 

I :  and  who*  owes  that  ? 

Eyjiace. 

L 

Thou  know'ft  me  then. 

Eufiace^    . 
Thanks  fortune,  that  I  do* 

Have  at  tb&,  Have.  ^ 

Euflaee* 
JJrave  foe>  have  at  thee  too* 

[Figbty  atid  are  panted fy  the  Prim** 

Whate'er  your  quarrel  he,  contend  no  more* 
He  draws  hjs  fwora  'gainft  me  that  fights.  agai» : 
For  I  am  foe  to  all  disTeniion, 

Charhu 

So  are  we  all,  then  end  thefe  wars  in  wonb^ 
The  Pagans  have  employment  for  your  fwords* 

Enjlace. 

For  one  blow  more,  take  here  my  crown  amongft  you, 
Now  that  my  fpleen  is  up,  it  will  not  down, 
I'll  give  you  all  I*  have  for  one  bout  more. 

Lords,  take  mine  too :  by  heaven  FI1  pawn  my  life 
Again  ft  the  Souldan's  head,  to  bring  it  you, 
So  you  will  let  us  try  this  mattery, 

Robert. 
Kingdoms  nor  crowns  can  hire  it  at  our  hands, 
It  (hall  not  be,  we  fay  it  mall  not  be. 
What,  are  you  lords  t  we  charge  you  by  his  honour, 

h  1  }  Whom, 


ll 
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Whom  in  your  outward  habit  you  profefg, 
To  tell  us  both  what  and  from  whence  ye  are* 

Guy. 

You  charge  us  deeply*    I  a  banifh'd  man, 
Whom  you  for  mutiny  exputft  the  camp, 
Yet  was  I  leader  of  ten  thoufand  French, 
But  thought  by  you  unworthy  of  thefe  wars* 
Since  my  exile  (prince  Robert  view  me  well) 
I  freed  you  two  from  bafe  captivity. 
Twas  I  that  brought  you  weapons  in  the  woods, 
And  then  you  term'd  me  forhe  celeftial  power  ; 
But  being  now  in  fafety,  you  forget 
Your  dangers  pail,  and  cancel  that  great  debt, 

Euftace. 

Nay,  I  am  fure  you  long* to  know  me  too. 
I  am  your  out-law  brother,  one  of  your  leaders, 
Banifh'd  with  him :  that  from  the  Perfian's  rage 
Freed  Tancred,  and  that  valiant  man  at  arms ; 
However  now  they  can  forget  my  prowefs. 
What  need  you  more,  I  am  he  that  won  this  crown, 
And  from  thefe  high  walls  pluck'd  that  enfign  down. 

Robert. 

You  have  redeemed  all  your  offences  paft, 
Deferving  beft  m  this  fociety : 
But  when  you  freed  me,  you  did  bear  that  fhield  ? 

Guy. 

I  did,  but  fince  exchang'd  it  with  my  fee. 

Godfrey* 
And  you  did  bear  that  fhield  ? 

Euftace, 
True,  I  did  fo. 
Ah,  had  I  been  awake,  thou  know'ft  my  mind,. 
Thou  hadft  writ  thy  ruin  in  blood. 
•*-  Guy. 

Thy  words  are  mine. 

Charles. 
Leave  brother  Godfrey,  and  the  Boloign  duke* 

Euftace.- 
How! 


Guy* 


J 


What! 


? 
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Guy. 


Charles* 
Do  you  not' know  thefe  faces  f 

Godfrey. 
Brother  Charles. 

Euftace. 
Brother ! 

Guy* 
Charles ! 

Godfrey. 
Ill  queftion  with  them,  for  may  it  not  be 
They  might  efcape  the  feas  as  well  as  we  ? 
I  had  a  brother,  fir,  refembled  you. 
<  Euftace. 

I  had  a  brother  too  refembled  you. 

Charles. 
The  Boloign  duke,  if  ever  you  have  heard 
Of  fuch  a  man,  had  once  a  fon  like  you. 

Guy. 
Aye,  and  another  fon  as  much  like  you. 

Godfrey >• 
My  brother's  name  was  Euftace. 

Euftace. 
Godfrey  mine. 

Guy. 
That  duke  call'd  his  fon  Charles. 

Charles. 
Mine  call'd  his  Guy. 


r      < 


My  brother  Euftace ! 

Godfrey ! 

Guy! 

And  Charles! 

Brothers ! 


Godfrey. 

Euftace,. 

Charles. 

Guy. 

Jill. 

L  1  4  Robert. 


|I0        THE  FOUi  FUENTICES 

Robert. 
This  accident  breeds  ponders  in  my  thoughts* 

Godfrey 
Oh,  let  me  cqrfe  that  bead  that  envied  thee. 

Guy. 
Nay  curfe  my  heart  that  emulated  thee* 

Eufiau* 
My  brother  out-law,  and  my  own  true  brother  |    * 

Charles, 
For  ever  thus  let  us  embrace  each  other. 

Godfrey* 
When  I  was  cat}  upon  the  Boloign  Arand* 
J  thought  npne  had  efcap'd  the  feas  but  I* 

When  I  was  thrown  upon  the  French  king's  coaflj 
I  thought  pone  faad  efcap'd  the  Teas  but  I. 

Charley 
I  thought  the  Teas  had  favour'd  none  but  mc, 
When  I  attaint  the  fljores  of  Italy* 

Eufiace* ' 
Ireland  took  me,  and  there  I  firft  touch'd  ground^ 
frefuming  that  my  brothers  ail  were  drownM. 

Rokrt. 
Were  ye  the  four  young  London  Prentices, 
That  in  the  (hips  were  wreck'd  on  Goodwin's  fwJs,i 
Were  faid  to  hive  periflifd,  then  of  no  repute  ? 
Now  come  the  lealt  of  you  to  lead  W  hoft, 
And  to  be  found  the  fons  to  a  great  duke  ? 

Godfrey. 
Witnefs  my  (hield  the  trade  I  h^ve  profeft* 

Guy. 
Witnefs  my  flrield  I  am  one  among  the  refc 

Charles* 
Witnefs  thou  mine* 

Eufiace. 
And  witnefs  thou  for  me, 

Robert*  * 

We  tyitnefs.  all  your  martial  chivalry. 

Eufiace. 
i^nd  now,  my  foe,  turn'd  brother,  end  our  hate* 
J^ad  praife  that  power  divine;  who  guides  our  ftate, ' 
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Guy. 
Divide  we  hands  and  hearts:  what  hatred  xdb, 
^our  out  in  thunder  on  the  Pagans'  crcfts. 

Our  joys  are  not  at  full,  they  (half  not  yet 
Know  where  my  filler  and  their  love  remains, 
JJntil  thefe  wars  have  end.     Oh,  had  our  God 
Not  laid  our  fortunes  open,  but  a  brother 
J3een  brought  in  triumph  to  a  lifter's  bed, 
Pouds  of  defpair  )tod  maflt'd  our  fun  of  joy. 
Yet  wilt  I  keep  her  fecret,  and  the  rather, 
To  crown  our  haps  when  we  have  freed  our  father, 

JZnter  Turnus, 

Yurnus* 
ChrHt^ns,  once  more  defiance  in  my  tongue 

Sounds  difoial  terror  in  your  fearful  ears. 

The  princes  whom  I  (erve  grieve  they  have  mur^ 

Such  an  huge  army  in  a  wall  of  {tone, 

And  they  ace  thus  refolv'd ; 

To  leave  aM  place  of  fcorn*ti  aq1  vantages* 

And  in  a  pitch'd  field,  end.  this  glorious  warf 

Say,  will  ye  meet  then)  ? 

Robert, 
Though  he  truft  h}s  ftrength, 

Yet  will  we  meet  his  forces  face  to  race, 

When  the  dry  earth  (hall  quaff  your  bloods  apace, 

Guy. 

And  tell  the  Souldan  from  a  Chriftian  prince, 
That  won  from  him  thefe  colours,  and  this  crown, 
Jn  that  pitch'd  field  my  head  this  crown  (hall  bear- 
And  fcarf-likp  thefe  athwart  my  breaft  Pll  wear. 

Ettftacr. 

This  for  the  PerftWs  fak£  V\\  wear  in  fight^ 
^nd  under  his  own  enfign  this  day  fignt. 

Charles. 

Go  tell  the  Souldan  that  he  wears  my  crown* 
Fortune  hath  given  it  me,  it  is  mine  own, 


jj*         THEFOUR   PRENTICE? 

Godfrey. 
If  thou  haft  more  to  fay  concerning  war,  t 

Omit  thy  braves  and  trifling  circum fiance : 
We'll  meet  you  fooner  than  you  can  defire. 
Be  gone,  be  gone,  our  hearts  are  all  on  fire* 

Turnus. 
.  Brave  lords,  our  conquefts  will  be  honourable, 
JJecaufe  we  have  to  deal  with  honoured  foes : 
Our  pikes  (land  to  receive  you  like  a  wood, 
We'll 47  fleck  our  white  fteeds  in  your  Christian  blood. 

Tancred. 
PrepaVe  to  meet  them,  and  appoint  our  powers, 
This  day  the  city  and  themfelves  are  ours. 

,  Robert. 
Thou  under  whom  we  £ght,  this  day  defend  us, 
For  unto  thy  protection  we  commend  us*  [Exeunt* 

Eater  at  one  door,  with  drum  and  colours,  Souldan,  Sophy, 

Moretes,*  Turnus,  and  Soldiers. 
Souldan. 

Great  monarchs,  kings,  and  princes  of  the  eaft, 
Y,e  come  t'encounter  with  a  valiant  foe ; 
Such  as  have  fvvam  huge  rivers,  climb'd  the  Alps ; 
That  can  endure  (harp  hunger ;  fuch  as  fhrink  not 
To  have  their  bloods  fod  with  the  dog-days  heat, 
Nor  to  be  curdled  with  cold  Saturn's  rod. . 
What  honqur  were  it  for  an  hoft  of  Giants, 
To  combat' with  a  Pigmy  nation  ? 
No,  lords,  the  foe  we  rauft  encounter  with, 
J»  full  of  fpirit  and  majeftick  fpleen,  • 
Strong,  hardy,  and  their  hearts  invincible. 
Deftroy  thefe,  and  you  win  yourfelves  a  name, 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  (hall  fear  you. 

Sophy. 

The  more'  renown'd  the  foe  is,  the  more  famous 
Shall  be  our  conquefr,  the  more  great  their  fall. 
Come,  lords,  divide  we  our  battalions. 

+7  fleck]  i.  e.  dapple,  fpot.     So>  in  Romeo  and  Julhty  A.  2.  S-  3  : 

"  And  flecked  darknefs  like  a  drunkard  reels." 
See^Tote  thereon  in  the  edit.  1778,  vol.  10.  p.  62.       S. 

Souldan. 
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Souldaa, 
J5e  yours  the  vaward. 

Sop/jy. 
I  will  give  the  charge. 

Souldan, 
Turnus,  have  you  the  rere-ward,  I  the  battle ; 
Moretes,  thou  this  day  (halt  lead  the  horfe ; 
Take  thou  the  cornet,  Turnus,  thou  the  archers, 
Be  thine  the  4>  guidon,  I  the  men  at  arms, 
Be  mine  this  eniign? 

Sofby. 
Then  mount  our  cannons,  let  our  flanking  pieces 
'Hail  on  the  Chriftian  army  with  wide  mouths. 
For  I  this  day  will  lead  the  forlorn  hope, 
*?  The  camifadp  fliall  he  given  by  me. 

Turnus. 
v    Already  they  have  plac'd  their  battery, 
Their  ordinance  ftand  fit  to  heat  the  flanks. 

Sculdfln. 
My  cannoneers  need  no  inftruction. 
Come,  let  us  line  our  pikes  with  mulketeers, 
And  fo  attend  the  Chriftian's  fatal  charge.  [Exeunt* 

jLntor  marchings  Robert,  Tancred,  Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles, 

Euftace,  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Robert. 
Princes,  this  day  we  are  efpous'd  to  death : 
A  better  place  to  die  in,  than  this  vale, 
In  which  our  Saviours  fepulchre  remains, 
What  man  in  all  our  army  could  defire  ? 
Speak,  how  have  you  difpos'd  our  officers. 

.  ^       Godfrey. 
Your  grace,  is  captain  general  of  the  army. 

43  Guidon,]  A  ftandard,  enfign,  or  banner,  under  which  a  troop  of 
men  of  arms  ferve. 

49  TbcCamifado]  From  the  Spanifh  Camtifa,  a  fhirt:  a  fudden  affaulv- 
ing,  or  furprifal  of  the*  enemy  ;  fo  termed,  becaufe  the  ibldiers  who  exe- 
cute it  moft  commonly  vrtaxjhir'ts  ove»  their  armour,  or  take  their  enemies 
in  their  ihirts.    See  Cotgrave, 

Guy. 


**•        THE  FOUR   PRENTICES 

Guy. 

And,  Godfrey,  you  high  marftat,  and  mailer  of  the  camp; 
And  as  affifhtnts  you  have  under  you 
The  ferjeanr  major,  quarter-mailer,  provoft, 
And  s°  captain  of  the  fpions, 

Godfrey* 
My  brother  Guy,  chief  general  of  the  horfe, 
To  ferye  him  his  lieutenant  colonel 
Captains  and  ,sfcoat- mailers. 

Eu/tact. 
My  brother  Charles,  genera L  of  the  artillery ; 
Under  him  his  lieutenant  commirTaries  of  munitions, 
Gentlemen  of  the  artillery,  colonel  of  pioneers, 
**  Trench-mafters,  and  **  carnage-matters. 

Charles* 
My  brother  Euftace,  trearurer  of  the  camp ; 
And  under  him  the  auditors,  mutter-mailers,  and  coramifTarJcs, 

•    Euftqfe* 
Prince  Tancred  is  our  royal  ftcrerary, 
Without  whom  nothing  is  concluded  on* 
Thus  are  the  fpecial  offices  difpos'rf. 

Tancred. 
Princes,  what  order  take  you  for  the  affauft  I 

Robert* 
One  half  maintain  the  battery,  beat  the  walls, 
WhiUt  the  other  keens  them  play  in  the  open  fields. 

>°  captain  oftbefifitnsj    Efpions,  Pf.  fpies,  troops  of  obferva.rion. 

51  Jcout-majlersl  It  was  the  duty-  of  rhefe  officers  to  attend  to  the  feouttg 
•nd  to  place  the  watch  at  night.  See  a  particular  acCouqr.  of  it  in 
pigges's  Arithmetical!  Treatifi,  named  Siratiotices,  4to.  1 590.  p.  116. 

s*  Trencb-ma/hrs]  The  trench-mailer  "  hath  commaundement  over 
?'  all  thepioners,  and  is  to  give  direction  particularly  for  all  earth  workes 
4(  (whether  they  be  trenches  for  inclofing  the  camp,  or  fconces  to  be  made 
f '  againft  the  enemy,  or  defence*  for  the  artilleriey  Digges's  Stratio- 
ticos,  1590*  p.  113. 

53  carriagc-majlersl  The  office  of  the  carriage-raafter  "  ischiefely  to 
f*  fee  good  order  obferved  both  in  the  marching  and  lodging  of  the 
f '  carriages,  that  they  clog  not  up  the  wayes,  nor  onp  hinder  another  in 
f  marching."    Pigges's  fyatiatictu  1500.  i>.  |ijT 

Godfrey, 
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Godfrey* 

We  (hall  not  need  to  block  the  breach  with  forts, 
Victuals  and  forage  are  at  pleafure  ours. 
**  Stockadoes, $s  palizadoes,  ftop  their  waters* 
Bulwarks  and  s9  curtains  all  are  hatterM  down* 
And  we  are  fafe  intrenched  by  pioneers 
Our  *?  cafernates,  5f  cavaliers,  and  59  counterfcarffi 
Are  well  furveyM  bj  all  our  engineers* 
Fortifications,  ramparts,  *°  parapets ; 
That  we  at  ptealure  may  aflault  the  way, 
Which  leads  unco  the  gate  Antioch&u 

Guy. 

*  Whilft  you  et  intend  the  walls,  (hall  my  6*  ban!  iotfe 
Give  a  brave  onfet,  ihivering  atl  their  pikes. 

Arm^ 

?♦  St6cfc<foes]  In  apampnlet  pubfiftiod  in  the'  laft  century,  I  find*  4 
1/ift  of  rt-quifites  to  be  carried  into  the  field,  with  a  train  of  artillery.- 
Among  other  articles  are  400  ftockadoes. 

5S  palizadoes]  u  A  defence,  or  wall  of  pales,  or  flakes,  or  the  pornfe* 
€t  ftakes  in  a  fortification,  which  hinder  the  enemy  from  fcaling  the  work. 
**  A  term  in  war  i  it  is  alio  taken  for  great  pofta  fet  up  in  the  entry  l»  * 
•*  camp  for  a  defence  againft  great  ftiot."     Blount, 

5*  curtains]  That  part  01  the  wall  or  rampart  that  lies  between  tww 
baft  ions. 

S7  cafentatei]  A  cafcraate,  from  the  Fr.  cbmfmMte,*'  a  loop-hole  in  a* 
u  forti fied ; wall  to  lhoor.  out  at ;  or,  in  fortification,  a  place  in  a  ditch  out 
u  of  which  to  plague  the  aflailants."     Bhunt. 

59  cavaliers]  Cavaliers  in  fortification  are  heaps  or  manes  of  earthy 
faifed  in  a  fortrefs  to  lodge  the  cannon  for  fcoufing  the  field,  or  oppofing 
it  commanding  work.  Thefe  cavaliers  are  ibmetimes  of  a  round,  fome-* 
times  of  a  fqoare  figure,  the  top  heing  bordered  with  a  parapet  Co  cover 
the  cannon  therein  mounted.  A  wttdlitr  k  ioroetimes  called  a  doubk 
baltion. 

59  counferfedrfs]  A  couHferfcarf,  or  ctntramure,  is  «  an  otrtvwafl  com- 
"  pafiing  the  walk  of  the  city,  and  placed  before  them  for  the  more  fafc- 
*«  guard."     Blount, 

9°  parapet/)  A  parapet  is  "  a  watt  or  defence  breaft  high,  on  the 
44  upper  part  of  a  rampirer  to  defend  from  the  enemies  (hot."    Blount. 

*l  intend]  i.  e.  pay  attention  to.  So,  in-  Mafimger's  Mmpttwr  «/  th 
tafiy  A.  1.  S.  i. 

*  When  you  pleafe, 
«  You  may  intend  thou  royal  exercifes 
*  turting  your  birth  and  greatuefs;" 


r 
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Arm'd  with  their  fl*  greaves  and  *4  maces,  and  broad  fwofd** 
Proof  e*  cuirafles,  and  6tf  open  burganets. 

Charles. 
Yet  let  us  look  our  battle  be  well  mann'd 
With  (hot,  bills,  halberds,  and  proof  targetteers* 

Euflace. 
No  man  but  knows  his  charge.    Brothers  and  friends* 
See  where  they  (land  for  us ;  this  night  (hall  hide 
All  their  bright  glory  which  now  fwejls  with  pride* 

SouUan* 
Chriftians ! 

« 
Pagans! 

i -Behold  our  camp. 


Euftace. 

Souldan. 

Robert* 


Souldan,  furvey  ours  too. 

Souhian, 

From  Ganges  to  the  bay  of  Calecut, 
From  Turkey  and  the  threefold  Araby  ; 
From  Sauxin  ea  ft  ward  unto  Nubia's  bounds* 
From  Lybia  and  the  land  of  Mauritans, 
And  from  the  red  Sea  to  the  wildernefs, 
Have  we  Unpeopled  kingdoms  for  thefe  wars* 
To  be  reveng'd  on  you  bafe  Chriftians*  *    - 

Robert. 

From  England,  the  bed  brood  of  martial  fpirits, 

Ben  Jonfon's  Poet  after,  A.  i.  S.  2. :    "  Send  Janus  home  his  back-face 
M  again,  and  look  only  forward  to  the  law,  intend  that." 
Marfton's  What  you  ivill9  A.  3.  9.  z. 

"  Now  is  my  fury  mounted,  f?xe  your  eyes, 
"  Intend  your  fenfes,  bend  your  liftning  up, 
'f  For  I'll  make  greatneffb  quake." 
62  bard]     See  Note  41,  p.  514. 

•6J  greaves]  i.  e.    armour   for    the  legs.  '  Min/bieu.      Sac  alio   Mr. 
Stcevens's  Note  on  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  A.  4.  S.  1. 
i$4  maces']     Trunchions. 

6*  cuirajjes]    or  corflets.     "  Armour  for  the  breaft  and  back.     Cuirace. 

"  a  cuir,  i.  e.  leather,  becaufe  in  times  pail  they  were  made  of  leather, 

"  or  for  that  they  are  now  of.  metal,  and  tied  on  with  leather."  Min/bieu. 

00  open  burganets]  Helmets.    See  Mr.  Stecyens's  Note  on  Antony  and 

CUtfiAatra,  A.  1.  S.  5. 

a  Whofe 
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Whofe  tails  the  ocean  waflieth  white  as  (now, 
For  which  you  Grangers  call  it  Albion ;  • 
From  France,  a  nation  fcoth  renown'd  and  fear'd  ; 
From  Scotland,  Wales,  even  to  the  Irilh  coaft ; 
Beyond  the  pillars  great  Alcides  rcar'd  ; 
At  Gades  in  Spain  unto  the  Fyrene  hills ; 
Have  we  aflembled  men  of  dauntlefs  fpirits. 
To  fcourge  you  hence,  ye  damned  infidels. 

Sophy. 
Within  our  troops  are  fturdy  bands  of  Moore, 
Of  Babylonians,  Perfians,  Ba&rians, 
Of  Grecians,  Ruffians,  of  Tartarians,  Turks, 
Even  from  the  floods  that  grow  from  paradife 
Unto  this  place  where  the  brook  Kedron  runs* 

Guy. 

Within  our  troops  are  Englifli,  French,  Scotch,  Dutch, 
Italians  of  prince  Tancred's  regiment, 
Even  from  the  feas  that  wall  in  Albion, 
As  far  as  any  river  or  brook  runs, 
That  Chrilhan  drinks  on,  have  we  people  here, 

•  *Turnus. 

To  make"  our  fireets  red  with  your  Christian  blood; 

Charles. 
To  drown  you  flaves  in  a  vermillion  flood. 

Moretes. 
To  burn  your  bodies  o*er  your  prophet's  grave. 

Euftace. 
To  lead  your  emperor  captive  like  a  flave. 

Souldan. 
To  make  yout  guide  trot  by  my  chariot-wheel, 

Tancred, 
To  la(h  your  armour  with  tbefe  rods  of  ftcel. 

Sophy. 
Then  to  extirp  you  all,  ye  rerfian  powers, 
Aflift  our  courage,  make  the  conqueff  ours. 

Robert. 
God  match  thy  might  with  theirs,  protect  us  too; 
^0  let  this  people  know  what  thou  canft  do. 

Souldan, 
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Stmldui. 
A  charge!  a  charge  f  rail  drums,  and  cannons  roar; 
Chriftians,  at  home  your  friends  abroad  deplore. 

Goafrey. 
Cbriffians  at  home  abroad  our  concfueft's  fame ; 
Thou  God  of  hofts,  this  day  make  known  thy  name. 

Jknm.    J»ntattk:  the Cbrj/Umuan beaten ef.    fbe&mldad 
Difitricujlj  leads  off  bit  fiddlers  marching* 

Enter  Charles  and  Godfrey  with  pifioh. 

Charles* 

Oh,  *'  heaven,  that  multitude  mould  more  than  manhood^ 
That  we  mould  thus  be  bof  tf  down  with  a  prefs, 
Be  throng'd  and  mouldered  from  the  place  we  keep ! 

Godfrey. 

For  every  man  we  lead,  the  foe  hath  fenj 
Their  weapons'  tops  appear  above  their  heads' 
In  as  thick  number  as  the  fpikes  of  grain 
"Upon  a  well-till'd  land :  they  hare  more  lives 
Than  all  our  tired  arms  could  fend  to  death, 
If  they  mould  yield  their  bare  bread*  to  our  fwordsv 

Charles. 

What  mould  we  do?  we  are encompafs'd  rouncfy 
Girded  with  thoufand  thoufands  in  a  ring. 
And  like  a  man  left  on  a  dangerous  rock, 
That  waits  the  climbing  tide  rife  to  deftroy  him. 
What  way  fo  e'er  he  looks,  fees  nought  but  death  i 
So  we;  the  bloody  tide  grows  up  apace, 
Whole  waves  will  fwallow  us  and  all  our  race* 
Where's  Guy  and  Eufhce  ? 

Godfrey* 

Gone  to  fcale  a  tower 
In  which  our  father  lies :  oh,  I  did  fee  themf 
Cut  down  a  wood  of  men  upon  the  fudden. 
Their  fwords  cut  lames,  as  a  fwythe  cuts  grafts 
Their  valour  feems  to  me  miraculous. 
Thou  Saviour  of  the  world,  whofe  crofs  we  bear, 
tofufe  our  hearts  with  courage,  theirs  with  fear.  \£*ettnK 

*7  heave*}    God?  firftBditittw 

£nUf 
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Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  and  foldiers.'    Alarum. 

>  Eufiace,  with  their  father? 


Enter  Guy  and 


A  Sion,  a  Sion. 
A  JeVufalem. 


Eufiace. 
Guy. 


>  t 


Euftace.^  \  * 

A  father,  and  in  him  a  crown  of  joy. 

Guy. 

A  Sion,  a  Jerufalem,  a  father. 

Eufiace.       ,  j  .« .         -    1 

Through  their  decurians,  centurions,  and.legjons, 
Captains  of  thoufands,  and  ten  thoufands  guards,, 
"We  have  ventured  everTupon  the  cannons  mouth,    .  ; 

And  fcal'd  the  bulwarks  where  their  ordnance  play'd. 
The  ftrength  of  armies  triumphs  in  thofc  arms, 
We  have  furpriz'd  the  fortrefs  and  the  hold: 
My  (hield  I  have  had  cut  piece* meal  from  mine  arm. 
But  now  you  would  have  taken  me  fdf  an  archer,    '<        .V 
So  many  arrows  were  ftuck  here  arid  here, 
The  Pagans  thought  to  make  a  quiver  of  me.        "  ? 

Alarum ;  enter  Pagans. 

See,  brother,  hbw  the  foe  frefh  forces  gather ! 
A  Sion,  a  Jerufalern,  a  father. 

Every  one  hy  turn  takes  up  their  father  t  and  carries  him 
Enter  the  two  Brothers ,  they  aid  and  fecond  themt 
And  with  a  Jhout  carry  him  away. 
Alarum  \  enter  Souldan,  Sophy.  *     ; 

Souldan. 
An  engineer,  call  forth  an  engineer. 

Sophy. 
Why,  what  to  do,  my  lord  ? 

Souldan. 
I'll  make  thefe  turrets  dance  among  the  clouds, 
Before  the  Chriftians  mail  inhabit  them. 

Sophy. 
Yet  there  is  hope  of  conqueft ;  fight,  brave  Souldan. 
Vol.  VI.  Mm  SouUai. 
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-ft 

Serfdom* 
Theft  Chriftiatis  rag$,  like  fpirits  ConjurM  op, 
Their  thundering  ordnance  fpit  huge  clouds  of  fire, 
They  run  againlt  the  walls  like  iron  ranis,  „ 
And  bear  them  down  afore  them  with  their  breafts* 

Sophy. 
Fortune,  thou  art  too  envious  of  our  glory. 
Behold  the  two  great'ft.ernperort  of  the  earth, 
The  Babylonian  Souldan;  and  great!  Sophy • 
Unveil  thine  eyes,  and  look  upon  our  falls. 

Souldan, 
Fortune  and  fate,  and  death,  the  devil  and  alt, 
Oppofe  tbemfelves  againlt  us* 

Entor  Moretes  and  Turmfo. 

-.    No wj  what  news? 
Morttes. 
.  Deathv 

Sophy. 
What  news  bring'ft  thou  ? 

Tumui. 
Confufion. 

Souldan. 
That  death  was  once  my  Have,  but  now  my  lordV 

Sophy. 

Confufion  was  once  page  unto  my  fworcL 
Is  the  day  loft?  , . 

Turnui* 
Loft. 

Souldan. 
Muft  we  rieeds  de$air  ? 

Maretth  -i 

Defpair. 

SpuldaM* 
We  will  not,  we  will  die  refolvedfy. 
The  palace  we  will  make  a  flaugkter-noufe, 
The  ftreets  a  ihambtes,  kennels  (hall  run  blood, 
Down  from  Mount  Sion,  with  fuoh  hideous  noife 
As  when  great  mowers  of  water  falls  from  hills. 

;     Sopbj.    .      . 
Through  which  way  did  they  make  irruption  firft  ? 
5  Jitrmsv 
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Tortus. 

Through  the  gate,  call'd  Antiodiia.  . 
The  felf-iame  breach  .that  Roman  Tfttis  made, 
When  he  deftroy'd  this  dty,  they  burflr  bfeV  ' 

Souldan.  '  1     :  . 

There  is  Ipine  virtue  in  the  crofs  .they  wear, 
It  makes  them  ftrong  as  lions^  <fwift  as  roes. 
Their  refolutions  make  them  conquerors. 
They  have  ta*eni>ur  royal  frandard  ironvtjie  watlf, 
Jn  place  whereof  they  have  advanc'd  their  crofs.  ' 
'  Sophy* 

I  will  not,  I  fumve  (b  foal  a  (hatne, 
Once  more  unite  our  powers,  \l  mean  ourielves. 
For  all  powers  elfe  have  fail'd  us);  bravely  fight, 
That  our  'declining;,  £ua  may  make  their  night ! 

Enter  the  fbur  brethren. 
Souldan. 
Chrittians,  bafe  Chriftians,  he^r  us  wben  We  call* 
Eternal  darknefs  (hall  confound  you  all, 

jflarm.  The  four  brethren  each  of  them  kill  a  Pagan  king,  take 
qff^  their  crowns*  and  exeunt,  two  one  way,  ana  two  another. 
Retreat* 

Enter  Robert,  Tancred,    Godfrey, ,  Guy,  Charles,   Eujiace, 
Old  Earl%  drum,  colours*  and  Soldiers* 

.  Robert. 
Now  fmooth  again  the  wrinkles  of  your  brows, 
And  wartwhe  bloofl  from,  off  your  hancjs  in  milk  : 
With  penitential  praii'es  laud  our  God, 
Afcribe  all  glory  to  the  heavenly  powers, 
Since  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  ours. 

Tawed* 
:   .Wp  do  abhor  a  heart  pujf'drup  with  pride, 
That  attributes  thefe  conquefts  to  pur  ftrength  ; 
Twas  God  that  (lengthened  us  and  weakened  them, 
And  gave  us  Sion  ai}d  Jerufalem. 

Godfrey, 
Thou  that  doll  mufter  angels  in  theflcy, 
That  in  thyfejf  haft  power  or  victory, 

"  '  M  m  a  Mate 
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Make  thy  name  (hinc  bright  as-  the  noon-tide  fun, 
Since  Sion  and  Jerufalem  are  won. 

OU Earl  B eloign. 
My  former  want  hath  now  fufficient  ffcoie, 
For,  having  feen  this,  I  defire  no  more* 
How  fair  and  fmooth  my  A  ream  of  pleafure  runs, 
To  look  at  once  on  Sion  and  ray  fons ! 

Guy. 
Showers  of  abundance  rain  into  our  lips. 
To  make  repentance  grow  within  oar  hearts. 
What  greater  earthly  blifs  could  heaven  pour  down. 
Than  Sion,  our  dear  father,  and  this  town  ? 

Char  It s.     » 
%  Then,  to  confirm  thefe  conquefls  God  hath  given  us, 
Seal'd  with  the  blood  of  kings  and  emperors, 
Let  us  ele&  a  king,  that  may  maintain 
Our  honours  with  the  deaths  of  monarchs  (lain. 

Euftace. 
Call  forth  the  patriarch  of  Jerufalem, 
His  right  hand  rauft  bequeath  that  dignity. 

Godfrey.  ,  '*  m 

With  tears  I  fpeak  it,  lagging  in  the  train 
Of  the  diitrefTed  Souldan  he  was  (lain. 

Robert.    . 
Prais'd  be  ouf  God,  we  have  reveng'd  his  death  I 
Great  potentates  confort  him  to  his  grave. 

Charles. 
What  man,  for  gravity  and  fancYiry, 
May  we  think  worthy  of  this  honoured  place? 

Robert. 
Whofe  years,  devotion,  and  moft  facred  life, 
Better  can  fit  that  holy  place,  than  his 
Whofe  worthy  fons  have  brought  to  end  thefe  wars  ? . 
Princes  join  hands,  invert  him  all  at  once.  [Flourijb. 

Old  Earl  Bofoign. 
My  fervent  zeal  bids  I  would  not  deny : 
It  brings  my  foul  to  heaven  before  I  die. 

Euftace. 
But,  princes,  whom  will  ye  elecl  the  king, 
To  guard  this  city  from  fucceeding  peril  ? 

Godfrey* 
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Godfrey.  » 

Robert  of  Normandy. 

Robert. 
Oh,  chufe;priace  Tancred. rather. 

Tattered.  * 

Too  weak  is  my  defert,  and  I  refufe  it, 

Euflaee.  .         •*      :' 

Then  put  it  to.  mod  voices. 

•  AIL  ■ 
Robert  of  Normandy. 

Robert. 
Princes,  we  much  commend  you  for  your  loves :  ' 

But  letters  from  England  tell  fne  William's  dead, 
And  by  fucceffion  left  the  crown  to  me. 
I  fay  prince  Godfrey  hath  dcfervM  it  bed. 

Tattered. 
So  Tancred  fays. 

All. 
And  fo  fay  all  the  reft. 

Godfrey.  • 

Princes,  ye  prefs  me  down  with  too  much  honours, 
And  load  a  foul  that  cannot  bear  them  up. 
Difluade  me  not,  no  counfel  I  will  hear. 
Behold  a  cr^wn  which  Godfrey  means  to  wear !  , 

[A  erozvn  of  thorns. ' 
This  made  the  blood  run  from  our  Saviour's  brow, 
No  crown  but  this  can  Godfrey's  heart  allow. 
Prayers  are  my  pride,  devotion  draws  my  fword, 
No  pomp  but  this  can  Boloign's  foul  alford. 
My  vow's  irrevocable,  (rate  I  refufe ; 
No  other  crown  but  this  will  Godfrey  chufe. 

.  Tattered. 
If  he  refufe  the  place,  elect,  prince  Guy ; 
Mo  ft  voices ;  (hall  he  have  the  icepter? 

AIL 

I. 

Robert. 
Then  crown  him  ftraight,  and  henceforth  let  his  name 
Be  through  the  world  call'd  Guy  of  Lefiiugbam. 

All 
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All  thefe  defire  it,  I  confent  with  them ; 
Long  live  prince  Guy,  king  of  Jerufatem.  \Ffartifi. 

G*y. 
The  crown  is  burft,  and  parted  from  roy  head^ 
I  fear  the*heavens  are  angry  wi;h  your  choice* 

„  Old  Earl  Bolaign. 
Son  Guy,  they  are  npt.  .  By  divine  inftinA 
The  heavens  have  lent  roe  a  prophetic  fpirit. 
This  (hews  thy  troublous  reign ;  mutinies  from  far 
'  Shall  fright  thy  towns  and  provinces  with  was* 

Guy, 
If  it  he  nothing  elfe,  crown  me  again, 
We  have  a  heart  our  kingdom  to  maintain. 
What  honours  do  my  brothers'  heads  await? 

Robert, 
Prince  Euftace,  you  (hall  wear  this  crown  of  (late, 
Peking  of  Sicil,  and  command  that  ifle.    .  • 
Lord  Charles,  the  crown  of  Cyprus  longs  to  you, 
That  in  the  fight  the  king  of  Cyprus  Hew. 
One  general  voice  at  once  proclaim  then)  kings.  [Fkurijb, 

Charles, 
In  memory  of  this  folemnity, 
flere  will  I  leave  this  fcutcheon  born  by  me ; 
That  in  what  coaft  lbe'er  my  bones  be  laid. 
This  (hield  may  be  an  honour  to  my  trade. 

Euftace. 
Mine  (hall  hang  there,  a  trophy  of  my  fame, 
•My  trade  is  fa/nous  by  king  Euftace  nirpe. 

Guy. 
In  memory  a  king  hath  born  this  (hield, 
I  add  thefe  challices  to  this  argent  £eld. 

Godfrey. 
In  honour  b firry  flrft  profeffion,  « 

That  (hield  in  all  thefe  wars  by  Godfrey  born, 
J  crown  this  maidVhead  with  a  wreath  of  thorn. 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
Oh,  were  my  daughter  here  this  joy  to  fee ; 
How  light  her  foul!  how  s^lad  would  my  heart  bei 

/Ta»credf . 
Would  I  had  now  my  love ! 

Guy. 
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Or  I  that  dame, 
That  adds  to  beauty's  fan  a  brighter  flame. 

Robert. 
Were  the  fair  virgin  here,  I  would  renown) 
Her  glorious  beauty  with  the  EnglHh  crown.  -  •  *   . 

Euftace. 
Princes,  JPll  fit  yon  all;  lady  come  forth. 

Enter  Bella  Franca* 

Bella  Franca, 
The  lovely  princes. 

Tancred.      ' 


Fair  Miftrefs ! 
Lady! 
Madam!  . 
Honoured  Saint! 


Cbarku 

Godfrey. 

Guy. 


Sella,  Franca, 
Nay,  pardon  me*  love  corner  not  by  cttiftrafott. 
But  princes,  will  you  grant  me  patience, 
Before  I  part,  I  mean  to  pleafe  you  all. 
Firir,  holy  Patriarch,  tell  me  of  all  others 
Whom  in  the  world  you  mod  defire  to  fee*     ' 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
My  daughter* 

Bella  Franca, 
Prince  Godfrey,  Charles,  and  Euftaee*  whom  fay  you* 

All. 
Next  yourfelf  our  fitter, 

Bella  Franca* 
And  whom  you  ? 

Tancred, 
My  love. 

BeUa  Franta, 
Who's  that? 

Tancred* 
Your  honoured  fclf,  fair  maid. 

Sella- 
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Bella  Franca. 
Nay,  111  make  good  the  words  that  I  have  faicL     •   * 
Father,  I  give  a  daughter  to  your  hand;: 
Brothers,  behold,  here  doth  your  filler  Hand. 
Tancred,  behold  the  lady  you  oice  feiz'd,  • 
Only  I  leave  prince  Robert  here  difpleas'd. 

Old  Karl  Boloign. 
My  daughter  Bella  Franca ! 

Brother m 
Sifter !  ■  •        - 

Tancred* 
Love! 

Old  Earl  Boloign. 
I  am  too  happy,  and  too  full  of  joy. 
Heaven  pours  on  me  more  good  than  I  can  bear: 
I  that  before  was  ilarv'd,  now  furteit  here. 

Robert. 
Prince?,  and  lady,  nothing  can  difpleafe  us, 
For  we  partake  in  all  this  glad  content, 
And  with  applaufe  rejoice  this  accident. 
Tancied,  rejoice  your  lo.ve,  and  you*your  friends. 
Where  you  begin  with  marriage,  our  love  ends. 
Kings,  and  kings'  peers,  to  heaven  afcribe  the  glory, 
Whilfl  we  to  chronicles  report  this  itory. 

Guy. 
Make  love  unto  my  fitter  !  'tis  moft  flrange  : 
Now,  Guy,  I  would  thou  hadft  thy  French  love  here ; 
My  heart  fhould  grant  her  what  I  then  refus'd*    . 
Now  having  got  this  (late  of  dignity, 
1  grieve  that  I  have  fo  obdurate  been, 
But  for  amends  would  make  Jicr  Sion's  queen. 

EuJIace,    . 
And  well  remembred,  brother,  I  rouft  now 
Entreat  you  for  a  pretty  boy  your  page, 
That  hath  on  fome  occafion  flray'd  from  you* 

Guy. 

Oh,  brother,  where's  the  villain  I 

EuJIace. 

Pardon  him,  and  I  will  tell  you. 

Guy. 
.    Great  were  th'  offence,  I  would  not  clear  for  yoin 
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The  poor  boy f  brother,  flays  within  my  teat,  rC; 

But  fo  cufguis'd  you  cannot  know  hmVriow>  : 

For  he's  turn'd  wench  ;  and,  but  I  know  the  wag 
To  be  a  boy*  to  fee  him  thus  transformed 
I  mould  have  fwom  he  had  been  a  wfcdch  Ihdccd, 

Guy. 

Pray  let  me  fee-htm,  brother,  in  that  habit, 
I  would  not  lofe  the.  villain  for  more  gold 
Than  Sion  would  be  fold  for ;  he  will  MuJk 
To  be  ta'en  tardy  in  hi*  maid's  attire* 

Euflaet. 

You  have  pardoned  him  ? 

Chgh 

I  have* 

Bufoce. 
Then,  Jack,  appear* 

Enttr  the  Frtncb  Lad?* 
Nay,  blufh  not  to  be  in  your  woman's  geer. 

Leap  heart,  dance  Qririt,  be  merry  jocund  foul*. 
rTis  (he  undoubtedly. 

French  Lady. 
You  know  me  tl  en  f 

I  do;  'twas  that  difguife, 
That  all  this  while  hath  blinded  my  clear  eyedt 

En/lace. 
Fie,  are  you  not  amam'd  to  kifo  a  boy,  v 

And-  in  your  arms  to  gralp  htm  with  fucli  joy  ? 

Guy* 
She  is  no  boy,  you  do  miftaice  her  quite* 

JEu/face, 
A  boy,  a  page,  a  wagtail  by  this  light* 
What  fay  you,  fitter? 

JMk&wea, 
Sure  he  told  me  fo, 
For  if  he  be  a  maid,  I  made  him  one. 
Vol.  VI.  .    ...        N  n  Euftwl 
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Do  not  miftakc  t^  fefc  inan^,  foe  iufsiifcxjt » . .'  . 
It  is  a  rogue,  a  wag,  his  iMroe  is  Jack** , ...  - 1>  ' . 
A  notable  difleoiblJQg  W#  a  **  crack*  ,-  .<    :  -.•  i '    .       • '  i- •  * 

Brother,  'tis  you  that  are.deosivM  in  her> L 

Befhrew  her,  (he  hath  been  my  bedfellow 
A  year  and  more, -yet  I  had  not  the  gfacc'"  ■  ■  t 
Brothers,  receive  a  lifter;  reverend  father,  :. 
Accept  a  daughter^  w.bilft  I  take  a  wife,  • 
And  of  a  great  king's  daughter  rnake  a. queen. 
This  is  the  beauteous  virgin,  the  French  lady, 
To  whom  my  fortune  dill  remains  in  debt*..  -  •     •  .i  .     . 

Euftaot. 

A  lady !  then  I  cry  you  mercy,  brother ; 
A  gallant  bride !  would  I  had  fuch  another ! 

French  Lady* 

A  wondrous  change !  (he  that  your  page  Wh  been 
2s  now  at  length  transformM  to  be  yourqueeu. 
Pardon  me,  Guy,  rnjr  love  drew  me  along, 
Ko  (hamelefs  luft.' 

.  G/ty.  '•-.',. 

Fair  faint,  I  did  you  wrong. 
If  fortune  had  not  been  your  friend  in  tfu», 
You  had  not  lain  thus  long  without  a  kifs. 
Father,  embrace  her;  brothers,  fitter,  all. 

Old  Earl  Boloign* ..    .  . 

This  fortune  makes  our  joys  mere  comical* 
The  fame  of  our  fuccefs  all  Europe  rings : 
The  father,  patriarch,  fees  his  fons  ail  kings. 

*5  a  crack]  Mr.  Tyrwhitt  fays,  "this  it  id  old  Iflandk  word,  fignir 
"  tying  a  hoy  or  child.  One  oi  the  fabulous  kings  and  heroes  of  Den* 
"  mark,  called  Hrojf,  .was  frrnamed  Jfrwfe."  See  the  ftory  in  Edda, 
Fable  63.  Note  to  The  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.'  A.  3.  S.  2. 

The  word  is  often  ufed  in  ancient  writers.  So,  in  Ben  Jonfe-n's  Devil 
is  an  Ajit  A. «.  S.  8. 

"  If  we  could  get  a  witty  boy  now  Engine,  ' 
"  That  were  an  excellent  crock,  I'cdAld  inliruft.  him 
"  To  the  true  height." 
Marnnger*  Unnatural  Combat)  A.  1.  S.  z, 

«« Here's  a  crack!  *     >:      ,,..*... 

*  '■ "         I  think  they  fuck  this  knowledge  in  their  milk.9* 

Robert* 


i . 
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Robert. 
The  heavens  are  full  of  bounty ;  then,  brave  prince*, 
-Firft  in  the  Temple  hang  thefe  trophies  up, 
As  a  remembrance  of  yqur  fertupes  paft# 
You  good  old  father^  wear  your  patriarch  s  robes ; 
Prince  .Qodfrey,  w^lk  you  with  your  crown  of  thorns ; 
Guy  wi<h  his-'lacty;  Tancred  with  his  wife ; 
Charles  with  his'  crown  of  Cyprus ;  and  young  Euftacc 
Cr6wn*d*  with  the  rich  Sicilian  dfadem  ; 
I  with  the  honour  of  the  Pagans' deaths;       *•  •  *     ■ 
So  in  procefficuj  walk  vve  to  ChriiVs  tornb, 
With  humble  hearts  to  pay  ;qur  pUgrjm'a  vows* 
Repair  we  to  oqr  countries,  that  onc^done, 
For;  Sioa  andjauialern  are. won.         ,.  {Exeunt  omats. 
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This  Play,  as  Mr.  Warton  obferyes,  is  burlefqued  in  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher's  Knight  of  the  Burning  Peftie.  It  is  a  mix- 
ture of  the  droll  and  ierious,  and  was  evidently  intended  to 
ridicule  the  reigning  faihion  of  reading  Romances.  Nate  ce 
J  be  Second  Part  rfKing  Henry  IV.  A.  3.  S.  2. 
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